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“Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove: 

O no; it is an ever-fixed mark,. 

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken. 

★ * ★ ★ ★ 


If this be error, and upon me prov’d 
I never writ, nor no man ever lov’d.” 


SHAKES PE ARE, Sonnet CXVI. 


INTRODUCTION". 


To my Readers. 

The present volume, which relates to 1857, is in¬ 
tended to complete the series that I commenced with “ Tara ” 
(1657)in the year 1863, and continued in “ Ralph Darnell ” 
(1757) in 1865. The historical events which form the founda¬ 
tion of each of these works, arc not only of the highest, im¬ 
portance and interest, but occurring strangely at almost exact 
intervals of a hundred years, are not exceeded in dramatic power 
by any actions in the History of India. 

The first tale, “ Tara,” illustrated the very remarkable epoch 
of 1657, when the Mahrattas, previously unknown except as 
ordinary subjects of the Mahomedan Government of the Deccan, 
cast off their allegiance, rose to power under Rajah Sivajee 
Bhoslay, and defeated, at first by treachery, the army of Beeja- 
poor. Having thus established tho basis of a national inde¬ 
pendence, the Malirattas, after a long and harassing war with 
the Emperor Aurungzebe, which lasted sixteen years, defeated 
him in 1707; and his death, which occurred in the same year, 
and the distractions of the Mahomedan Empire which followed 
that event, enabled them to extend their conquests till, by tho 
year 1757, they became the most powerful State Confederacy in 
3jidia r and Had totally overthrown tho once magnificent Empire 
of Dehly 
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In that memorable year a new political power arose in the 
English, heretofore merchants and traders only. On June 23, 
1757, Lord Clive won the battle of Plassy, and laid the founda¬ 
tion of the English Empire which now exists. At that time, 
however, a strange astrological prediction was recorded, that 
the rule of the English Company would last only one hundred 
years, that is from Sumbnt 1814 to Sumbut 1914 of the 
Hindoo era. 

As regards the history of India, and the condition of tho 
people, tho epoch of 1757 was more momentous than that of 
1657. The new power, during a century of progression, became 
dominant over all, Hindoos and Mahomcdans alike. It had 
deprived both the Mahrattas and Mussulmans of independent 
political existence and influence, it had introduced new and 
powerful elements of Western civilization, and the struggle of 
1857 was a combination to regain what had been lost. In this 
struggle the native Sepoy army of Bengal, by its revolt and 
mutiny, took a prominent part. 

In my present tale it has not been my purpose to write 
history; but to give, as it were in an episode, a general im¬ 
pression of the time which, of all others in the history of India, 
is the most absorbing £nd interesting to the English reader, and 
I have purposely avoided the sickening details of pitiless 
massacre and suffering, which have already been illustrated by' 
many writers, and which, of necessity, must be repeated in Sir 
John Kaye’s history. I have therefore omitted these distress¬ 
ing events, and ^introduced casual mention of them only where 
they could not be avoided. 

I may seem to some* perhaps, to have laid more stress upon 
the weird prediction in regard to the events of Sumbut 1914, 
1857-58, than it deserves; but those who lived among the 
people at the tij^e—as I did—felt what power it had gradually 
assumed over the native mind, among all classes' and in all 
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localities of India, and apart from other pretexts for disaffection 
mutiny, and rebellion, I have always considered, and shall 
continue to consider it, as one of the most prominent and excit¬ 
ing causes of general combination and action in that year. 

]STo one, previously, dared to mention openly, or attempt to 
define, what was to happen. The prediction, in the form of an 
Astrological deduction from a conjunction of planets, had been 
repeated in every Hindoo Almanac for a cSntury; and as the 
fatal year approached, Englishmen who were popular among 
the people or had private friends, were, in many instances, 
warned of coming troubles and dangers, earnestly entreated to 
leave India, or, at least, to provide for the safety of wives and 
children. Such warnings extended to localities far removed 
from the actual scene of disturbance ; while even to the Govern¬ 
ment itself, very solemn and impressive intimations and counsels 
were not'omitted. 

The Sumbut year 1914 commenced on March 25, 1857, and 
closed on March 19, 1858, before the war had come to an end. 
It had been preceded hy deadly epidemics and disastrous floods, 
and in addition to these, tumult and massacre, as predicted, had 
marked its course.. Finally, the deposition of the East India 
Company from power, held to signify the expulsion of the 
English from India, was literally fulfilled. But, while the 
Cetnpany died, the Queen of England ruled in its stead! 

In Azrael Pande * I have endeavoured to depict the character 
of the rebel And treasonable emissaries of the time. Malignant 
and persistent, they were led on by blind hatred and religious 
fanaticism, to the instigation and commission of crimes at 
which humanity shudders; and in Azrael’s address to the 
Sepoy delegates at Barrackpoor I think I have included all the 
<c wrongs ” under which the Bengal Sepoys professed to suffer. 

# Pandd is not, as Aright be imagined, a surname. It is one of the 
divisions of Brahmins of Oudh and Bahar, as Doobe, Chowbe* Tewarree, 
Missr, etc., etc., which are very numerous. 
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The case of Dacoity with which my tale opens, was an actual 
oue, tried by me in my district court in 1855. 

My readers need not look in the map for Noorpoor and Shah 
Gunje, nor in the civil or military lists for my English characters, 
for they will not find them. 

MEADOWS TAYLOR. 
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PART THE FIRST. 

CHAPTER L 

ON HOLT GROUND. 

It was nearly midnight. A slight passing shower had just 
fallen, and the moon, nearly at its full, shone out with brilliant 
lustre ovc3*i. scene at once strikingly beautiful and impressive. 
At the head of one of the long ravines which descend westwards 
from the plateau of Central India, was a deep, lonely glen, the 
upper end of which was closed by one of those abrupt precipices 
of basalt, which everywhere mark the boundary of the table¬ 
land above, and over which a small stream, swelled somewhat 
beyond its wont by the showers of the rainy season, now poured 
a considerable body of w r ater with a dull continuous roar. The 
moonlight fell directly upon the precipice and fall, and lighted 
them up with vivid effect. As the waters rushed downwards, 
,at first through a narrow gully at the summit of the precipice, 
they threw up ever-changing jets of spray, flashing for a 
moment like molten silver as they caught the light, and then 
disappeared. Then, as the stream spread out over the nearly 
perpendicular rock, it became a sheet of dazzling foam, till it 
reached a deep, dark pool at the foot of the fall, and flowed over 
its margin tumultuously down the glen. The monotonous dull 
colour of the rock was relieved by luxuriant creepers, and wild 
shrubs and flowers, many of which, now in full bloom,(loaded 
the air with rich odours. Above, and on both sides < f the 
glen downwards, rugged hills rose to a considerable ligight, and 
it was only by one rocky path near the fall that the glen could 
W Entered easily. At the foot of the fall, and bordering part 
of. the pool, was however an open space, now covered with soft 
green sward, the only level spot in the glen for sonic miles of 
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its course, where, on one occasion in eaeh year, the people of the 
country round held a kind of fair, bathed in the waters of the 
pool, and worshipped the local deities to whom it was held 
sacred. At other times, indeed, the place had an evil reputation, 
and was carefully avoided. 

At the back of this level spot, grew a vast peepul tree of 
enormous size and remarkably picturesque though peculiar 
character. One half of it still flourished luxuriantly, and its 
dark glossy foliage, still wet from the shower, and ti enabling 
with every breath of wind, sparkled in the strong light. The 
rest of the tree was dead ; and its long, gaunt branches, bleached 
white by the sun and wind of many centuries, stretched upwards 
to the precipice, and partly over the pool, in weird, ghastly 
forms. 

As is usual in most parts of India, the tree was held sacred; 
and some votary perhaps, in times forgotten, might have planted 
the Neemtrce which grew with it, and married them with 
great eeremony. Such at least was the legend. Tlrs was,, 
however, only a modern Hindoo observance, and the sacred 
character of the tree reached far beyond that, to a period when 
it was probably adored, together with the- image of the rudely 
carved twisted snakes which lay at its foot, by the ancient tree 
and snake worshipping tribes of the country. By the side of the 
snake-image, too, rested a pile of stones, smeared with vermilion 
and lampblack. This had existed from rud r times, even beyond 
those of the snake-worshippers; and as a part of the dim, 
aboriginal belief that still lingers among Hindoos, was held in 
reverence as. representing the deities of the place—the spirits, 
•whose goodwill w r as to be secured b} r annual sacrifices and 
oblations, and whose neglect brought with it sore penalties of 
sickness, and failure of harvests. 

Nor w r as the spot destitute of other ancient religious associa¬ 
tions. Two thousand years ago, perhaps, a Boodhist fraternity 
of monks or devotees had selected this spot, as they^ did 
hundreds of others, for its wild beauty and absolute seclusion, 
and with infinite pains and labour had excavated from the 
trap-rock a small Vihara or monastery, completo in itself, 
though roughly executed and ornamented. It consisted of a 
wide square hall, at the end of v r hich, in. an apse or recess, w r as 
a large statue of Boodh in a sitting posture, carved out of the 
lock, with its open palms resting on its thighs; and it seemed 
as if the mild, placid features ever looked out benignly into 
the beautiful glen, and over the sparkling voters of the stream. 
On eaeh side of the hall were rows of small dark chambers, once 
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the dwelling-places of the monks who lived there : and oxcept 
some mutilation of the face of the image, and a deep deposit of 
earth on the rock floor, the cave-temple was as perfect as ever. 

Standing on its threshold by the two massivo pillars which 
formed the entrance, and looking down the glen, the view was 
eminently lovely by day, when a soft blue haze trembled over 
the distance, disclosing the forms of high, rugged hills, covered 
with wood, lying range upon range till they disappeared in the 
dim horizon; while the splendour of sunlight rested upon the 
precipitous sides and rock promontories of the glen, and glinted 
upon the clear rushing water as it flung itself over cascades and 
jutting rocks in its downward headlong course. By night, 
perhaps, under the softer moonlight, the scene was even more 
beautiful, because more tender in effect; for the grander forms 
of the picture were hardly less distinct in their nearest portions 
than by day, though infinitely softened, while the more distant 
faded gradually inro a dim, mysterious haze, blending with the 
sky. 

It was not without cause that this place had earned an evil 
reputation by night as well as by day. Inside the old Boodhist 
temple were the ashes of fires, with broken earthen vessels 
strewed about them ; and among these were coarse earthen 
crucibles in which the booty of many a Findharee foray, or 
Dacoity, had been melted down. Sometimes the discordant 
sounds of midnight revelry and the light of blazing fires had 
been seen and heard by belated shepherds; and though such 
tales were believed in the adjacent towns and villages, they 
excited no particular interest, for they were renewed only 
perhaps on rare occasions. 

Such an one was the present. Inside the cave was now a 
blazing fire, the smoke of which, striking the low roof, curled 
up the sides of the precipice in thick wreaths, and around it 
were seated a company of about twenty men, whose savage 
appearance betokened a hard, lawless life. The’fire was fed 
from time to time with dry sticks and thorns: and as the flames 
leaped high, occasionally almost to the roof, they lighted up the 
fierce faces around, and the great image behind with its soft, 
placid features, in strange contrast with each other. - Some of 
the men were drinking raw spirits from a copper cup which 
was passed round, and several of them already showed s^gns of 
partial intoxication, which vented itself in snatches of rude 
songs; while, from the conversation which passed among them, 
and the joyful anticipation of a division of booty, the occupation 
of those assembled admitted of no doubt. Finally, a quarrel 
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had arisen between two of the men, and the noise and confusion 
it had occasioned had been heard even over the monotonous 
roar of the waterfall; and, as the disputants wero still wran¬ 
gling, a tall figure suddenly presented itself at the entrance of 
the temple, whose presence caused instant silence, and some of 
the men slunk baekwards into the gloom. 

u Again drinking and quarrelling?” cried the new-comer, 
striking the staff of the broad heavy spear he carried sharply 
on the ground. “ Cannot I trust ye for an hour? Bring me the 
spirits ; ” and two men lifted a copper vessel from a dark comer 
and placed it before him. Stepping aside, he overturned it 
with his foot, and part of the contents running into the fire, 
caused it to blaze up fiercely. “ See what ye drink, 0 fools ! ” 
he continued with a contemptuous gesture. “Fire to fire,'and 
so to quarrelling, and too often treachery. Bnt no more to¬ 
night ; we may have other work to do. Can I trust ye ? ” 

The only answer to this was a shout of “Jey Kalee! ” 
“ Victory to Kalcc,” which had only just ceased, when two 
men entered hastily, and saluting their leader with a low 
reverence, said, “ lie is here, master; we have brought him 
safely.” 

“ And the money ? ” 

“Yes, master, tlio bags were slung on his pony, and we 
carried them down the path. They are beside the tree where 
he sits.” 

“ And lie is alone ? ” 

“ Yes; lie would havo brought a servant, but we did not 
permit him. He is alone.” 

“ Then wait patiently, my sons,” said the leader, “ I will 
return soon. No one must follow me; I must speak with this 
person myself.” 

AVe shall see mueh of this man in our history. A tall 
commanding figure, with a great breadth of chest and strength 
of limb, showing the constant use of athletic exereises. His 
features were regular, and would have been handsome but for 
his mouth which, when he spoke, disclosed jagged, irregular 
teeth ; and, together with some projection of the lower jaw, 
gave him, when excited, the expression of a wild beast. The 
coal-black eyes were large, deep set, and fierce in expression. 
On Ins forehead, which was high and smooth, a strange knot 
off wrinkles would often arise suddenly, and those who knew 
him best feaied him most when these appeared. For a native 
of'India, his complexion might be called fair—a bright olive, 
which sometimes flushed into dark red. His thick moustache 
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was streaked with grey, and his age might be forty years, 
while his powerful frame and soldier-like carriage betokened 
no deeay of power in what was evidently the prime of his life. 
By caste he was a Brahmin, and was well read in the saered 
Hindoo books; and when he ehose to exereise his powers, 
his recitations to village assemblies during his wanderings were 
eagerly welcomed and well rewarded. Some of his men knew 
him as Jdoolraj, others as Azrael. IT is real name had never 
been avowed, but it was, in truth, Azrael Pande. No one 
knew of his antecedents ; but among his men he was considered 
the prince of Daeoity leaders, the most uneeasing in devising 
projects, and the most mereiless in their execution. Alike in 
the Deeean, in Central India and Bengal, had his terrible crimes 
been committed, and English magistrates and police, and in 
some instances native prinees also, were alike helpless to traee 
the perpetrators. * 

Suqh an affair had been the present. In a far-off district 
of Y^estern India, one evening not many days before, as the 
sun went down, a band of men entered a quiet village, possessed 
themselves of the house of a rich banker, murdered him and 
several members of his family, and breaking open his sfroyg 
closet with an axe, deliberately carried off all the valuables it 
contained. There were no poliee in the village, and the ordi¬ 
nary watehmen dare not show themselves. The Daeoits were 
heard to speak in a strange tongue, and no elue whatever was 
obtained of them. Separating at onee, however, the gang had 
proceeded singly or in pairs to the plaee where we find them. 
It was afterwards remembered by the banker’s family, that 
a Brahmim'of Upper India, going, as he said, to Rameshwur, 
had been allowed to reeite some of the Poorans, and had rested 
with them two days unsuspected. 

Sueh frightful erimes are happily becoming rare in India 
in comparison to what they used to he; and the humane efforts 
of the British Government have, to a great extent, been as 
successful in the extirpation of Daeoity, as they were in the 
suppression of the even more hideous erime of Thugge'e. 

On this oeeasion the amount to he divided was considerable. 
Some of the most valuable of the booty the leader had concealed 
about his person ; hut with the rest there was ample to c atisfy 
his men. It was impossible that .such transactions eould be 
completed without confederates, and one of these was Earn Das, 
who : had^jnst arrived. This man was a Sahoukar, or trader in 
money, of the village of Gokulpoor, about four miles from the 
glen, with whom Azrael Pande’s dealings had been long and 
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regular, and who, as part of his compact, had now brought the 
proceeds of the last affair to be divided. Earn Das had, how¬ 
ever, a project of his own, long meditated and arranged, to 
discuss with the Daeoit leader, on the issue of which much of 
this history will depend. 


CHAPTEE II. 

A BARGAIN AND AN OMEN. 

“ Eam ! Earn ! Maharaj ! You are welcome though late. We 
have long expected you,” said Azrael to the man, who rose up 
from the carpet on which he had been sitting. “ Be seated— 
what detained you ? ” 

“Nay, be seated yourself, Jemadar,” answered the other, 
rising and addressing the leader by the title by which only he 
knew him ; and as Azrael threw himself carelessly on the carpet, 
he settled himself into a more eeremonious posture with liio 
heels under him, and his hands joined before him on his knees. 

“Did it rain as you eame? you must be wet,” said AziAel, 
by way of opening the colloquy. 

“No, I did not leave home till it was fine, and the moon 
shone out; and I had besides some business to do. I knew my 
lord would not depart without me. He ! he ! he ! 55 

“ Hardly,replied Azrael; “my Sahoukars (bankers) some¬ 
times try to cheat me; and indeed I seldom trust them. And 
now, friend, what have you brought ? I have your memorandum 
of what was sent to you.” 

“Ah ! Jemadar ! ” replied the man in a winning tone, “it is 
all very well to make valuations, but who can realise them ? 
And 1 had so little time, your worship was in such a hurry. 
Who could sell all that gold and silver in my poor village?— 
and the pearls remain.” 

“ Well, well,” said Azrael sharply, “ what have you 
brought? My people are impatient, and have been drinking 
themselves into a passion, and are not to be trusted. Be quick, 
good "ellow.” 

The merchant had misinterpreted the apparently calm 
demeanour of his companion, and replied with cheerful anima¬ 
tion, and a slight attempt to laugh— 

“ Yes, Jemadar Sahib, hero is the aeeount, (and the money is 
in the bags; will you have it counted ? ” 
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“Enough ! ” eried the other impatiently, and snatching the 
paper out of the merchant’s hand. “ I dare say you know it bj 
heart, so proeeed.” , 

“ Well, then, Jemadar,” replied Earn Das, after a detail 
which need not be followed; “ you see the things that were 
sold produced altogether two thousand six hundred and foity 
rupees, whieh are in these four bags. 

“ Oh, liar and thief ! ” eried Azrael, who had with difficulty 
restrained his passion while the particulars of the sales were 
being reeited. “ By your own showing, there should have been 
upwards of a thousand rupees more, and that tliou hast stolen. 
Now, what prevents me from flinging you as you are into 
yonder pool, or giving you up to my people, to get wliat they 
could out of you? It would not be a thousand, nrethinks, nor 
twiee that ; will you take the risk of a bargain with them, or 
shall we make it without them? ” 

“Oh, Jemadar— Maharaj! Oh, my lord! Do not terrify 
me,” exclaimed the man ; “ I am but a poor weak creature, 
earning my bread penny by penny, and you are a great leader, 
of whom all are afraid. I swear by my children, by Krishna, 
by your neck and feet, that what 1 have said is the truth. Do 
not doubt your slave who has been always so faithful.” 

“ Now, Earn Das, listen,” said Azrael, “ listen earefully to 
my words. They will be few, for it is useless to waste any on 
sueh as you, and you know well that I always do what I say. 
I do not want much this time. The men have behaved well, 
and shall have all that is here, but I must have a note of hand 
for a thousand rupees, and a reecipt for the things that have 
not been sold.” 

“My lord! my lord, consider how poor I am, consider- 

Here is the reeeipt for the articles still with me,” he continued 
rapidly, observing Azracl’s impatienee. “0 my Jemadar! do 
not wrong me, and have pity on my poverty.” 

“ I am not deceived, my friend,” leplied Azrael, calmly. “ I 
remember something of the place where you keep your hoards, 
and I could take them to-night when, as 1 hinted to you before, 
you were lying at the bottom of yonder pool. Have you brought 
pen and paper ?” 

“They are here, my lord,” said the merchant, trembling, 
and he prodneecl a writing-case from his poeket. 

“ Write, then, a promissory note for a thousand rupees. I 
will come for it when I need it.” 

“ My lord will be mereiful: think of the risk I run. Were 
the English police to know of what I have done, what could 
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save me from the black waters?” said Earn Das, writhine with 
fear. 

“ Or me from being hanged, perhaps,” returned Azrael, 
grimly; “ but so long as we are alive, good friend, and have 
our little affairs to transact, we must cheat each other as little 
as possible. Therefore write the bond, and make no fuss about 
it. Or else,” and he turned his deep eyes on the man with a 
savage seowl, “ I must go and help myself, while the fishes eat 
thee at the bottom of that dark water. Ha! does that touch 
thee ! 0 thief and miser ! ” 

Earn Das saw he had fallen into a trap, and he fJt that any 
resistance or delay would be fatal. The mereiless character of 
his companion was known to him, and that human life with 
him was a thing of no value or moment whatever, when it 
crossed his objects. Even as it was, the deposit of pearls and 
the neeklace would be security, and the profit on the sales had 
been large. Not only was all his wealth at the robber’s merey, 
with his own life ; but he had to disclose his private projects, 
which ho knew would be acceptable. 

“ Make it five hundred, Jemadar,” he said, as he took out 
the paper to write, for even in the peril he was, he could not 
resist the habit of his trade. 

There was no reply. 

“ Six hundred—six hundred and fifty, payable to the bearer 
On demand ; that will be better, and safer than writing your 
name on it. My bills are known everywhere, and any banker 
will cash the order.” 

“ I believe I am a soft fool,” cried Azrael, laughing; “ and 
now see how merciful I can be. Write seven hundred and fifty, 
payable to the bearer. Why, man, the pearls are worth more 
than that.” 

Bam Das hesitated no longer ; his pen ran rapidly over the 
paper, amd the order was worded as Azrael had said ; but his 
hand still trembled; the document was not so regular in form 
a* one of his clerks would have written, and might be refused if 
his handwriting were not known. For the time, however, it 
would stavfe off danger. When it was finished, he took up a 
pinch of the white sand near the carpet, dried, and presented it. 

“ And now, what is thy will, friend?” said Azrael, quietly 
folding : up the paper. “Thou art alive, well for thee ; speak, 
good man, and I will listen.” 

The merchant looked right and left, forwards and backwards, 
into the deep shadow, to see if any one were within heariiig. 
Before him was the soft green sward, glistening in the moon- 
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light; by his side the dark pool which he had perhaps narrowly 
eseapcd, covered with creamy foam. Behind, the foliage of the 
peepul, through which the water of the fall flashed brightly. 
He saw no one ; and yet, hidden in the hollow trunk of the 
tree, two of the gang sat crouching and listening to every word. 
They had suspected their leader’s private conference with the 
merchant, and had already learned one valuable secret. What 
was'next to follow ? 

“Ah’! thou art afraid of listeners, it seems, Bam Das? but 
take heart, man; none of my people dare eome near us, exeept I 
eall them,” said Azrael; “ and the waterfall drowns all noise of 
voiees. I tell thee there is no one near us. exeept perhaps the 
spirits of the stones there. They may listen ; who know's ? 
Speak! ” 

The merchant shuddered visibly as he cast a furtive glance 
on the pile near him, for he believed in the spirits to vffiom 
they were sacred; but he had long considered the means to an 
end which lay at his heart, and by Azrael Pande’s help he might 
attain his devilish objects. 

“ The devils may listen if they please, and help what I have 
to tell if they can,” he replied, with a gesture of reverenee to 
the stones ; “ but thou canst help me more, Jemadar; only 
swear to me that thou wilt keep my secret. Put thy hand on 
my head and swear to me.” 

“ I never swear to be true, because I am never false like a 
miserly merchant, and my honour is in my own keeping,” said 
Azrael, scornfully; “ but if thou wilt have it so, then I sweai 
by thy head to be true. Now speak freely and briefly, for the 
night passes, and we must be far from hence ere mornino’ 
breaks.” * 

‘It is a family matter, and were I to tell all, the night 
would hardly suffice; but all of it need not eoneern vou,” 
replied the man. “ Listen. My uncle Ram Das held the office 
of Putwary of Gokulpoor, of whieh he was also Zemindar, and 
he is dead. His son Huree Das suceeedcd him in the office and 
in the estate that belongs to it, and he married Seeta, the grand¬ 
daughter of Narendra, the banker and goldsmith of Shah Gunje, 
who ought to have been given to me. Now of the inheritance, 
I claim a large part; but Ilurce Das refuses to give me a eowrie 
of it: and there are, too, family jcwrcls of great value, other 
lands, and the office, of whieh my present share is only a trifle. 
I have tried my elaiin in the courts, and spent much money in 
vain; but the suit has been decided against me. I have only 
one chanee more, they say—to appeal to the Court in Calcutta; 
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but that would cost thousands. I am poor, and my cousin is 
rich and prosperous, and I hate him—I hate him, Jemadar— 
even unto death, and thou canst revenge me. 5 ’ 

“ Good,” replied Azracl calmly; “ but look you, I never 
commit murder. Thou couldst get him killed for a trifle; but 
were he dead, wouldst thou succeed ? ” 

“ No. lie has a son, an infant at the breast; and so long as 
he lived, I should be as helpless as I am now/’ 

“ Then why not have them both disposed of in the same 
way? If thou wert liberal, my friend, which thou art not, I 
think some of my brave fellows could help thee. Say a thousand 
rupees, now; it would be worth that. Shall I call some of 
them, or wilt tliou go to them and make the bargain after thine 
own fashion?” 

“ Oh no, no ! ” cried the merchant imploringly, and stretch¬ 
ing out his joined hands; “ that would be murder. The English 
police would surely discover it, and thy people and I myself 
would surely be hanged—but-” 

“ I see,” replied the leader, interrupting him; “ thou art a 
coward ! Go thy way, in the name of the devils who have been 
listening to thee, and be thankful that I do not tell Iluree Das 
what thou hast told me. Begone ! I will have none of + hy 
murder plots.” 

“ I am no coward, Jemadar,” returned the merchant, “ else 
I should not have come to thee to-night. I can do my part if 
thou wilt do the rest. Art thou so dull, so careless of good 
booty, as not to see what I mean ? ” 

“ Ilow much didst thou say was in thine enemy’s house?” 
asked Azrael, after a long silence. “He is a money-dealer like 
thyself, is he not ? ” 

“ Yes, yes,” returned the other, eagerly, “ and a goldsmith 
also, and works at liis trade. TIow much ? Well, it was only 
a week ago that lie received two thousand rupees of silver and 
gold to make up marriage ornaments, and he has other work in 
hand. Then the jewels of his house are worth ten thousand ; 
and again, his wife Seeta wears gold bangles and anklets which 
are worth a thousand. There are valuable copper vessels, and 
chests full of valuable cloths, besides the gold and silver in the 
oratory. Besides-” 

“ Enough ! ” cried Azi'ael. “ If this is all true, it would be a 
rare booty, and better than the last. But what I cannot under¬ 
stand is, that thou, with thy miserly nature, slrouldst let nrc 
take it, for tliou wouldst get none back, friend. And if I did 
take it, thou wouldst be no nearer to the inheritance than now.” 
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“ But—blit—lie might be slain if he resisted,” said the 
merchant in a hoarse whisper, and bending forward ; “ and I 
think I know what would happen.” 

“ Would he resist?” 

“ I think so; nay, I am sure. He is a strong, active man, 
perfect in athletic exercises, a wrestler, and of good practice 
with the sword.” 

“Ha.! Is it so?” 

“ By your head and eyes, Jemadar, I speak the truth. 
Every one knows him.” 

“ Then, indeed,” said Azrael, drawing a deep breath, while 
the knot of wrinkles gathered together on his forehead, “ he 
might die. Kalee does not suffer resistance to eliosen votaries 
like me. Those who oppose her die; she never spares them. 
J3o, in her name, I spare none—nor man, nor woman-” 

“ Nor child, Jemadar ? ” 

“ Silence! or I will strike thee down,” eried Azrael, savagely. 
“ Do ehildren fight or carry weapons, that such as I should 
kill them ? And yet—and yet—,” he continued, musingly, “ it 
might be in the melee that that child were slain too.” 

“ Yes, yes,” said the merchant,'in an eager whisper ; “kill 
it. Jemadar; kill it, or tell some one to do so; ” and he bent 
forward and touched his companion’s feet. 

“ If thou wert not a coward,” he replied, with a bitter sneer, 
and drawing away his feet as though they had been polluted— 
“ thou wouldst take a sword and do it thyself; who would 
know? We should be busy, and the murder would be laid to 
the Daeoits ; and then thou wouldst be sure of the inheritance.” 

“A good thought, a good thought,” muttered the man to 
himself through his set teeth. “Surely I wi 1 ] come, for it is I 
who must open the gate for ye ; it eould not be forced. Listen! 
Our houses adjoin, and there is a door between. I go to him 
sometimes in the evening, and my wife goes to his. I ean go 
that night and hide in the outer court till I hear the signal; 
then I ean let all of ye in. There is another court and a door, 
but it is weak: after that, nothing; the house is,open. Say, 
when ean it be done ? ” 

“ For myself I like the evening best, about sundown; but 
some of my men are new and uncertain, and would rather have 
the darkness. To-morrow will be full moon, and the night 
before new moon may be the best, though it will be long to 
wait. Say the first night of the dark quarter, and we must get 
it done before the moon rises. I will come myself to see the 
place ; meanwhile take two good men with thee, feed them well. 
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aud show them everything, but give them no liquor. Are there 
police in the village, or watchmen ? 55 

“ There are no poliee, and only two watchmen, Jemadar, who 
are harmless. There is no ehanee of disturbance or hindrance, 
and there is no one in the house after the workmen are gone. 
Come! 55 

“ I will come, friend. Kalee ealls me to do this, and I never 
falter when ‘ the Mother 5 leads. I dare not; I have vowed 
myself to her* Art thou as sure ? 55 

“I am/’ returned the merchant. “I shall lose the jewels of 
my house, exeept thou hast pity and givest me a share; but it is 
better thou shouldst have all than that he should live and keep 
them. 55 

“Be that as ‘ the Mother 5 wills, 55 replied Azrael, gravely; 
“ and now, friend, depart. What remains to be done rests 
between me and my people, and eannot be witnessed by the 
uninitiated. Ho ! Govinda! 55 he shouted, “ eome hither.” And, 
as the man appeared, he said to him, “ Go with this good man, 
you and Jeyram, as ye eame. Stay with him both of ye, and 
observe all he will show ye. The day after to-morrow I will 
eome myself. Till then watch all earefully, and do your duty. 
Your shares will be safe with me, and if ye want money for a 
day or two, he will advance it. Embrace me, Maliaraj,” he con¬ 
tinued, to the merchant; “ and now depart, and be of good 
cheer. 55 

The men who had eoneealed themselves, scrambled through 
the hole behind by whieh they had entered their plaee of con¬ 
cealment, and joined their associates unobserved; and in a few 
minutes all were summoned by their leader to the division of 
spoil, for he had already deeided upon the shaves in reference 
to the aetions of each in the last affair. In this respeet Azrael 
had the full eonfideuee of his men; and now, exeept for an 
offering to Kalee, and a similar amount for himself, the rest 
was gradually divided till the bags were emptied. Then, rising 
to his feet, he eried, “Bring the axe, Munoher.” 

“ Ah, master, that is joyful news, 55 exclaimed the man, who, 
indeed, had been oue of the listeners in the tree. “ Not sueh 
another long tramp aeross the country, we hope; and yet all 
of us would go even to Dwarka or Kameshwur for the master. 
4 Jey Kame ! 5 55 

No one answered: hut instead, the invocation was repeated 
in a loud shout whieh rang through the glen, eehoing again and 
again from the roeks, as though tlie spirits of the plaee had 
taken it up and were repeating it. It was a good preliminary 
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omen. And now tlie sacred axe—a large, heavy blade, with 
a finely tempered edge—was produced by its keeper; and 
its various coverings being unfolded, it was held reverentially 
upon a piece of cloth of gold. As reverently was it deposited 
•by him upon the pile of stones which served as an altar, 
anointed with liquid butter, turmeric, and vermilion—with a 
few flowers, hastily gathered, laid upon it. 

The leader then approached it in a suppliant posture, and 
repeating a wild Sanscrit incantation, cried with a, loud voice, 
“ Behold, behold ! 1 see her. Brothers, the holy Mother comes ! 
Reeeive her, and pray her to vouchsafe us protection in what 
we have to do, and omens to guide us ! ” 

As he ceased speaking and drew himself up to his full 
height, with the clear moonlight falling full upon him, glinting 
from the broad, bright blade of the formidable spear he carried, 
he might he well adored by his followers as an incarnation of 
power, and a fit executant of the will of the dread goddess 
he served; and another shout cf “ Jey Kalee ! ” burst from the 
men, to he carried on from rock to roek till it died away. 

Just then, too, a huge vulture, sitting on one of the hare 
dead branches above, seared by the shout, awoke from his, sleep, 
and with hoarse sereams and heavily flapping wings flew across 
the pool to the right hand, and perched upon a pinnacle of the 
precipice beyond the fall; and for a moment the tree was filled 
with the indescribable twitterings of tlie birds which roosted 
there. But again there was silence, for no orjic spoke. 

“Answer once more, holy Mother! ” cried the leader, spread¬ 
ing out his arms to the sky; “answer, and hid ns depart.” 

Almost as he spoke, one of a pack of jackals in the wood 
above the fall on the right hand, true to its habit of howling at 
the last watch of the night, broke into a short sharp bark, which 
was taken up by a score of others in his company, and swelled 
into a chorus of hideous clamour, which tilled the glen and 
forest, and contrasted strangely willi the monotonous roar of tlie 
waterfall. 

“It is finished, brothers,” cried their leader with an exultant 
smile; “the Mother aceepts the servoee, and we will follow it 
up to her glory. 1 Jey Kalee! ’ ” 

When there was again silence, he said: “Go not far away; 
he in the villages'round about. I shall go to Shall Gmvje °to 
meet Buldeo and some others. My name will he the Brahmin 
4 Karra in Das,’ and I shall be in the Temple of Krishna, with¬ 
out the‘town. Now depart. Ye have mu h money among 
ye; he careful; drink no spirit; boast not, and be cautious and 
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discreet. Ere long I shall have need of ye, and all must 
come/’ 

The orders were obeyed ; and long ere morning broke, the 
glen* was left to its usual condition of solitary beauty. 


CHAPTER III. 

THE GOLDSMITH’S HOUSE. 

The family affairs of Hurce Das, goldsmith, putwary, and 
banker of Gokulpoor, were prosperous as his cousin and bitter 
enemy Ram Das had described them to the Dacoit leader, and 
as they have been recounted in the last chapter. His father, 
and his uncle the father of Ram Das, were both dead; and he 
and his cousin had inherited their several portions as left by the 
brothers. During the life of their grandfather, he. being old 
and infirm, had divided his property equally between his two 
sons, and there had been no further dispute. On the death of 
his uncle, however, Ram Das had taken counsel of one of the 
native pleaders in the district court, who advised him to lay an 
action against his cousin Iluree Das, for half his property, on 
the ground that it had been the usufruct of the moneys received 
from the first division made by their grandfather. 

Now the fathers of Huree Das and Ram Das had both fol¬ 
lowed the hereditary occupation of bankers and goldsmiths, 
being also putwaries, or hereditary accountants and registrars 
of Gokulpoor and other villages; but they had been unequal in 
their fortunes, and of the two the father of Huree Das had 
thriven and become wealthy, while his brother, an idle, thriftless 
character, had not only made nothing on his fortune, out had 
dissipated much of what had come to him in extravagant house¬ 
hold and religious .festivals and pilgrimages. The ancestral 
lands, however, had yielded him a comfortable income, and up 
to the death of the father of Ram Das there was no interruption 
to the harmony of the families. 

It was not till his father’s death that Ram Das knew how 
much the property had deteriorated; what heavy mortgages had 
to be paid off; and how entirely the moderate banking and 
trading business of his father had declined; and he had set 
himself earnestly to work to retrieve the neglect. He was an 
unscrupulous man in business, and frequently made despe v ate 
ventures in loans at usurious interest, to landholders of broken 



THE GOLDSMITH'S HOUSE. 


15 


fortunes. He speculated deeply in the produce of tho eountry, 
and had gradually been drawn into connection with Baeoits, 
and other professional robbers, who, bringing him ornaments 
and rich eloths from a distance, eould sell them to him without 
fear of the detection of either party. Of such proceeds of crime 
had been his dealings with Azrael Pande, and all were extremely 
profitable. His eousin, Huree Has, was, however, rieher than 
he, and more respected; and prosperity seemed to attend him in 
every undertaking. Huree Has had married Seeta, the grand¬ 
daughter of Narendra, the goldsmith banker of Shah Gunje, a 
person of reputed great wealth, and high respectability and 
influence in the district. The eousins, in fact, had both been 
candidates, through their fathers, for the hand of the beautiful 
Seeta; but Huree Has had been preferred, and the marriage had 
been concluded, and in due time consummated. 

Thus it will be seen that many elements of discord had arisen, 
if not of avowed enmity, between the eousins—whieh, on the 
part of Earn Has, had grown into bitter hate. He hated his 
cousin for his increasing weal oh and prosperity; for the in¬ 
creasing respect he was obtaining from all elasses; for his 
charity and hospitality; and for the possession of Seeta; and 
when the great suit failed, the cup of detestation overflowed. 
I v ill not trouble my readers with an explanation of the abstruse 
points in Hindoo law, on which the suit depended. Suffiee 
it to say that Mr. Mostyn, the English judge of Nuorpoor, who 
deeided it, had come to a correct conclusion; but his award, 
carrying eosts, was an additional suhjeet of discontent to the 
disappointed litigant, and a deep, deadly desire of revenge had 
taken possession of him, and haunted him night and day. He 
had often thought of Azarel Pande. whom he knew to be one 
of the most desperate and even dangerous characters of the 
eountry; but he came seldom, and years might elapse before 
he returned. Yet it was not so to be. Hot many days before, 
he had received a message from him to eome for what he had 
brought, and Earn Has had then gone to the glen privately. 
The ornaments brought by the gang had been delivered up, 
melted down, and, with the gold coins, given to Earn Has 
to sell. 

Earn Has might have made his hideous proposal at their first 
meeting, and intended to have done so, for he had fully made up 
his mind to the issue; but there was no opportunity. I lie few 
days that had elapsed had produced no alteration in his deter¬ 
mination, and the certainty of a terrible revenge bail grown on 
him the more, while he knew that tho present was his only 
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ehanee. Azrael Pande would not, he was sure, linger where 
he was, even in disgube; and there was no eertainty of his 
return. The rich booty of his eousin’s house was, he had felt, 
a bait that eould not be ref'nsed by the Daeoit; and, for the rest, 
that his eou>dii would resist and be slain, he made no doubt; 
and even if he lived, lie would at least have lost most of his 
detested wealth. TVhat followed has been detailed; was there 
no misgiving, no remorse, no pity? None. Instead, only a 
feverish desire for consummation. A hideous and devilish plot, 
truly; but sueh an one as many an Indian judge has had to 
unravel in all its siekening details, while shuddering over the 
mental depravity whieh they disclosed. In this ease were two 
separate phases. The one depending upon the bitter hate and 
envy of an otherwise apparently respeetable and inoffensive 
individual; the other theealm, eool determination of a ruffian 
devoted to the hideous worship and profession he followed— 
looking to booty as his reward, utterly eareiess of life, whether 
his own or another's, and prepared to clo murder, if needs be, 
as an ordinary oeenrrence in pursuit of his objeet. 

The village of Gokulpoor was, as has been already stated, 
a small one. Two large stone houses oeeupied the centre, and 
round them clustered a number of more unpretending dwellings 
inhabited by farmers, and the artizans necessary to so small a 
community. A humble temple, built by an ancestor of th 
goldsmith's family, w r as the only religious edifice. The house 
of the goldsmiths were, however, of some pretension for sueh 
a plaee.. They were partly built of basalt-stone neatly squared, 
and partly of red briek ; nor was there mu eh difference between 
them. They were heavy blocks of buildings, with no openings 
to the outside ; but open within to courtyards, round which were 
the dwelling-rooms of the family. At the base of the buildings 
were wide enclosures, which contained stacks of eorn and straw, 
sheds for eattle and merchandise, and rooms for farm servants. 
In front of each was a narrow entrance-court, the high wall 
of which was joined to the house, and to this was a handsome 
gateway of carved stone, wdlli an open guard-rc >m behind it. 
The gate itself was made of massive wood, bound with heavy 
bars of iron, and could not Lave been forced if fastened behind. 
Above the gate, and round the upper eoping of the house wall, 
the masonry par pets were pierced for musketiy, showing that 
they had been designed in troublous times, ’when every man who 
possessed valuables used bis best means to defend them. Two 
narrow courtyards lay between the houses, and a eonmon 
door led irom one to the other. In the old times it had been 
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used daily; but since the estrangement began it had seldom 
opened. 

It was the evening of the planned Dacoity, which nothing 
had occurred to hinder. The scouts had examined the house 
of Huree Das, and, on one pretence or other, had been sent into 
it on several occasions. The outer gate they saw would have 
defied the axe, but Earn Das had showed them how it eould 
be opened from within, and where the openers might be con¬ 
cealed. The inner door which led into the body of tho house 
was weak, and could be forced. Azracl Pancle, who had taken 
up his abode in a temple at Shah Gunje, four miles distant, had 
been giving recitations in the town, and was invited both by 
Huree Das and Ram Das to Gokulpoor. He had gone to tho 
latter, had visited Huree Das, and noted the position of tho 
household oratory, where, as Ram Das told him, the jewels 
of the family and all the ready ruonev were buried under the 
floor, close to the altar, on which the household gods were 
placed. So far, then, all was prepared; and the gang was to 
assemble in the glen, which has been described, as evening fell. 

At that time the household of the goldsmith Huree Das was 
in perfect quiet and peace. The business of the day was over, 
and by the light of a large lamp, Huree Das was checking the 
accounts oi the day with his head assistant. This finished, the 
master rose, and went into an outer verandah, where several 
of his apprentices were still at work on some silver ornaments 
which had been commissioned. The execution did not appear 
to be satisfactory to the master, for he pushed one of the youths 
away from the pan of lighted charcoal, before which he had been 
employed, and seating himself in his place, took up the work 
which had been in progress, and began fashioning a stout 
silver wire into an intricate pattern, for an anklet, with great 
dexterity, while the apprentice looked on in amazement at tho 
skill displayed. 

‘‘That is the way, you see, Govind,” he said. “A slight 
blow here, a twist with the pincers there, then the two ends 
welded together thus, and the link is made. There, that will 
suffice thee for a pattern to-morrow ; and if needs be, i will help 
thee further; hut had work w r ill bring disgrace on us, boy, and 
. ye need all of ye. to be as careful of your master’s honour and 
credit as your own.” 

“You are ever kind, master,” replied the lad, “and I think 
I can do it now; hut not if you look on.” 

♦ Well, try; I will return presently,” and he left them and 
went into the inner part of the house. Ere he had gone a lew 

c 
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steps, however, lie was recalled; one of the workmen had been 
summoned to the court door, and returned saying that Earn Das 
desired to he admitted. 

“ Ho would have speech with thee, master,” the man said, 
“ hut cannot stay long. May he eome?” 

“ Surely,” said the goldsmith; “ though,” he added to him¬ 
self, U I wish he would stay away; his visits are painful and 
useless. What eon I do in the matter? It has been his own 
seeking from the first. Yes,” ho continued aloud, “ bring him 
hither.” 

The goldsmith sat down on the cushion near his account 
books and the lamp, and in a few moments his cousin entered. 
He rose to meet him, and they seated themselves together. 
There was a great contrast between them. Hurce Das was a 
tall powerful man, and his habitual practice of athletic exercises, 
with which he began and ended the day throughout the year, 
had fully developed his fine figure, which, as he partly reclined 
against a large pillow, was fully displayed. Ilis features were 
strongly moulded, and juight become coarse; but tlicir expression 
was manly, honest, and fearless, and his bright eyes w r ere as 
soft and tender as a woman’s. His cousin was spare and thin, 
and the thick quilted jacket he wore seemed hardly to increase 
Ins bulk. The hands wore lean and bony, and the features 
harsh and forbidding, bearing the unmistakable expression of 
greed and deceit. His eyes wore small, oal-black, and deep 
set in his head, overshadowed by thick bushy eyebrows, and 
were restless and furtive. As the man seated himself, he tried 
to smile; but his mouth seemed to forbid the effort, for the 
corners were drawn down, and the lips quivered as if with ill- 
suppressed hate, while he looked, as he was wont to do, in every 
direction, to see if any one were within hearing. 

“ There is no one near,” said Hurce Das, smiling. “ You 
need not be afiaid, brother. Have you aught to say to me 
to-night ? ” 

“I fear I interrupted your work, for they told me that you 
were at the old trade; I ask pardon for it.” 

“ They were blundering, and I set them right for a while, 
brother ; but those lads need looking to, and I keep my hand in, 
as you know. I will not say you are welcome, Earn Das ; and 
yet, why not? If your heart is as mine, why not? I bear no 
malice, and what has happened can be repaired.” 

‘ c It can, brother, if you will listen to reason. Allhough I 
havo lost my cause in one court, there are others, and the 
English are just in the end.” 
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“Yes, they are just; and I will trust my ease, even to 
Calcutta,” was the reply. 

“ You have won the cause, and are confident; what if you 
lost it, after all?” 

“ Then I should he obliged to pay all you demand ; and I 
would pay it, too, to the last penny, without a murmur.” 

“ The honour of your house would be lost if you did not,” 
replied Earn Das, with a sneer. 

“ It is in my own keeping, brother, and has never been sus¬ 
pected yet. You, least of all, have reason to question it.” 

“ I least of all ? then why these disputes, and why have I 
come to-night ? ” 

“I know not; your thoughts are your own, not mine. I 
did not send for you, and would rather you had stayed away; 
or, if you have any proposal to make, that you should have sent 
your agent. As it is, speak out like a man, and I will reply as 
openly.” 

“ Send them all away, and I will speak.” 

“ All! who ? ” 

“ The workmen. I would not have a word of our con¬ 
versation overheard. It may be the last between us.” 

“ I hope not, brother; but as you will. They have worked 
hard to-day, and may go. I can take up what there is to do 
after you are gone; ” and he reso up, went into the outer 
verandah, and dismissed the men, leaving one stove alight for 
his own work. When lie returned he seated himself as-before. 

While he was away, Earn Das pondered deeply. It might 
be that a ray of compassion had entered his soul as the time he 
had fixed drew nigh, and impelled him to save his cousin; and 
yet it was hardly that, unless another point of his deliberation 
should confirm it. He would make’ another distinct offer of 
compromise to his cousin, and would lay before him all the 
arguments under which his wily pleader had extracted so much 
money from him. Should this succeed, the Dacoity could be 
averted. Some police could bo summoned from a village about 
two miles distant, and posted in tlio house. The outer gate 
could bo locked and barred. Iluree Das might even loe told of 
his danger, and thank him as his deliverer. Then eame before 
him the dread of Azrael Pa rule's vengeance, and of detection, 
and the certainty of his eonvietion should the police obtain 
information, and ho shuddered as he sat, as if a cold wind had 
smitten him. So his thoughts surged hither and thither con¬ 
fusedly, finding no rest: but as his cousin again sat down and 
looked him full in the face, telling him that he should proceed, 
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a child’s cry came out of an inner room, and the man’s worst 
passions leaped to it. 

“ I was a weak fool,” he muttered; “ a weak fool for a 
moment; let the matter go on as the dread Mother wills.” 

“I told you, brother-, before,” lie continued, as Huree Das 
sat down, “that I would maintain the suit to the last. You 
have wronged me, and the English judge, who knows nothing 
of our law, has helped yon. Nay, be patient and hear ail; ” for 
the gestures and half-spoken exclamations of his cousin were 
unmistakable. “ My pleader has consulted an eminent adviser 
in Galeutta, who has laid the case before men even wiser than 
himself, and they all agree that the judgment of the Noorpoor 
Court must be reversed on appeal. Here are their letters, if 
you will read them.” 

“ I tell you, Earn Das, once for all, I will have nothing to do 
with them, or with you, hut in the open court; and you are 
wasting your words on the air,” said Huree Das impatiently. 

“ Nay, hut hear reason, brother. Besides the adviee of my 
pleader, I now make you one more offer, and it is this. Let 
the expenses of tho suit ho shared between us amieably ; and 
do you make over to me the lands in dispute, which your father 
bought out of the general stock, the jewels and—-— ” 

“ And if I did, brother, ” said Huree Das, interrupting him 
haughtily, “should not I proclaim myself a cheat? Should I 
not become the laughing-stock of the eourrfcry, to hush up a 
matter in which I had been proved right ? Another might do 
it who was a coward; but I, though only a goldsmith, am no 
coward; and no shame shall fall on my father’s memory from 
his son! ” 

“ I have brought the agreement ready drawn up, if you will 
sign it,” persisted the other. “ There will be no disgra.ee in a 
friendly arrangement, and no one need know of it, for it is a 
matter between you and me. Head it; you will see that I 
make no further claim, and the shame of the defeat, if there he 
any, rests therefore with me; we can arrange the remainder 
ourselves. See, the deed is on stamped paper.” 

“ It is thus I read it, brother,” said Ilureo Das indignantly, 
“thus and he tore it in two pieces. As he held them in his 
hand, Earn Das tried to snatch them away, but his strength was 
as a enild before his cousin’s, who held him with the grasp of a 
viee with one hand, while with the other he pushed him violently 
hack; and, setting tiro to the paper, let it burn. 

“ So let' our brotherhood bum,” said Earn Das savagely, 
“ and become ashes like that; the act well became thee, Huree 
Das.” 
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“ Thou liast a foul tongue, Ram Das, and beware bow tbou 
usest it,” said Huree Das, releasing his eousin. “ I am in no 
humour to bear with thy insolence.” 

“Nor I with thine,” returned the other; “as thou doest 
now, Huree Das, so will the end be to thee and thy house. I 
have spoken,” and he moved hastily away. 

“ Oh, husband,” said a sweet low voiee elose to Huree Das, as 
he still sat moodily in his aeeustomed seat, “why didst thou 
provoke that fearful man? What did he want of thee? His 
last words—I heard them as I was passing the door—sounded 
like a threat. What could he mean ? ” 

“So I thought, too, my life,” he replied; “and I was think¬ 
ing, also, what they eould mean, when thy sweet voiee drove 
his vile words pleasantly out of my thought. Let him threaten 
if he will ; I am not afraid of him, or of his suit, and what ean 
he do more than he has done? His last game was plausible 
enough; but I eould not give him what belongs to our boy, 
Seeta. No! it is a fair fight in the eourts of justice, and, if 
he likes, he can go on with it. I burnt a paper he brought me 
to sign, and he was angry, that is all.” 

“Nay, but I fear him, husband; are the gates fastened?” 

“ I think sometimes you are a little fool, Seeta, for all your 
learning; a fond little fool,” he said, smiling. “Let it pass; 
there is no harm in him; eousins always quarrel, yon know, and 
make it up again; and I, for one, bear no malice. When lie bas 
got all this litigation ont of his head, I will set him up again; 
he has had losses lately, and they have soured his temper. Why, 
we have quarrelled, wife, sinee we were hoys; and yet here we 
are, growing old.” 

“ I pray the gods it may be so,” she said; “ and I may be 
foolish, husband, but I do fear him, and, most of all, to-night; ” 
and she shuddered visibly. 

“Get thee to thy bed, wife,” lie returned, laughingly, “and 
sleep away all these fancies. I will go and work a while, to get 
the sound of his bad words out of my ears, and his wicked face 
out of my sight. I will not be late, and will see that the gates 
are fastened when I have done. Go to the ehild; he cries for 
thee, and I will have the door of his eourt built up to-morrow; 
will that please my Seeta?” 

Seeta went away; but her husband’s words had not cheered 
her, and her thoughts had been lieav} r all the day. Sinee the 
strange Brahmin had eome to recite, and had appeared to peer 
about everywhere with a restless curiosity, her mind had been 
filled with suspicion—with tales of robbers’ disguises, ajid of 
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fearful crimes in the country. Yet why should she suspect a 
Brahmin—a holy man who was so noble a reciter ? She knew 
all he had so passionately poured forth, by heart. “ Savitri ” 
was her most loved poem, and he had recited it till many wept, 
for all the neighbours had come to hear. Still her mind was not 
at rest. She heard her husband for some time hammering the 
silver bars upon his anvil, then he went out and barred the 
gates, and came to her. 

“ Spread my bedding in the front verandah, Seeta,” he said, 
“ it is so hot; ” and while she was doing so, she heard him in 
the oratory, reciting the evening worship. Then he went into 
his exercise room, and worked his el ubs for* some minutes. She 
was with her child, and heard him go to;his bedding and lie 
down. It might be then about ten o’clock, and she could not 
sleep. 

Without, Bam Das was busy. As he passed out of the 
house, the night was entirely dark, and, as he entered his own 
door, he found the two scouts standing behind it, where he had 
told them to await his coming. Then he shut the door, and 
barred it within, and the three men sat down in silence. After 
a while they heard Huree Das bar the outer gate; after which 
his steps crossed over to the private door, which he pushed and 
shook heavily, but finding it fastened, went away, and returned 
to the inner court, wdrieh he shut behind him. Presently Bam 
Das arose, and whispering to the men to follow, softly withdrew 
the bar, opened the door, and they passed into the enclosure. 
The large guard-room by the entrance, open to the court, was 
filled with bales of cotton and safflower, and behind these they 
hid themselves, close to the door, and waited. Two or three 
times the village watchmen on duty came to the gate, and 
finding it fast, went away. So they awaited the signal, the 
scouts with the indifference of practised robbers, and grim 
anticipations of an unusually rich booty; the other with a dull 
numbness of heart, though it throbbed fearfully, and with a 
passive anticipation of a life-long revenge. “ Y hat the goddess 
wills must be. Jey Kalee! ” was al] he could think, and ho 
continued to say the words to himself mechanically, though no 
sound escaped his lips. 
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CHAPTER IY. 

THE BANKER’S H01IE. 

About four miles—hardly so much, perhaps—from the village 
of Gokulpoor lay the town of Shah Guuje, a eonsiderablc place, 
and one of the principal mercantile marts of the province. 
About three centuries before, one of the Mahomedan kings— 
whether an Emperor of Dehly, or a King of Khandesh or 
Malwah, no one remembered, and the name had been forgotten 
—passing through the country with his army, had encamped 
near the spot, where forage and good water were abundant, and 
had established a depot of grain and supplies there, which had 
assumed the title of “ Shah Gunjc,” the “ King’s Mart,” and in 
course of years had become a thriving town. It boasted of a 
cliowkc, or market-place, which was surrounded by the houses 
of rieh bankers and tradesmen; and at the weekly markets held 
there every Friday in the year, all the produce of the country 
round—cattle and sheep, grain, condiments of all kinds, eotton 
ar d safflower in their seasons; becs-wax, honey and gums from 
the forests, brought in by the wild tribes who lived in them; 
cloths of all kinds, native and English; some English hardware, 
and copper and brass vessels made by workmen in the towns 
and villages about. These, with extensive stalls of sweetmeat 
and toy sellers, vendors of shoes and sandals, of parched rice and 
pulse, a few small goldsmiths and money exchangers, shoemakers, 
bangle-sellers, and women with hanks of cotton yarn, made up 
a motley but interesting assemblage of articles for sale, while 
the rich perfume of flowers, fruits, and vegetables, mingled 
pleasantly with all. 

A busy scene, too; for there were throngs of people—a few 
spectators, perhaps; but for the most part buyers and sellers—- 
dressed in their best. The men with clean, bright-coloured, or 
white turbans, and white cotton tunics; the women in sarecs, 
or cloths of gay colours, white, red, blue, orange, or green; 
many with children on their hips, as the} - walked from stall to 
stall, or sat gravely behind the produce or merchandise they had 
to sell. The toy-sellers’ booths were perhaps tiro most attractive 
plaees of the market, and many a stout lad went home that night 
proudly, with a wooden sword at his waist and a shield on his 
arm; while for the girls, were unlimited supplies of dolls, clay 
figures of tigers, eows, and goats, gaily painted, though rude in 
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form ; and for all, clay images of various gods and goddesses, 
as gaudy with red and yellow colours as the toys or the dolls. 

Here and there were groups of Hindoo ballad-singers, 
quaintly elad, chanting the praises of Yishnoo, or Seeva, or 
Krishna, who appeared to be the favourite; Mahomedan fakeers, 
who sang eouplets in praise of God and the Prophet, and seemed 
to receive as much as their Hindoo fellow-beggars from all 
classes; while in one quiet corner a burly Brahmin, naked to 
the waist, and with his long thick hair falling over his shoulders, 
was reeiting an episode of tbe “ Ramayan ” to a crowd of listeners 
seated before him, and taking up from time to time the copper 
pice and cowries, with an occasional rupee, which were thrown 
on the sheet before him by the erowd. 1 There were only two 
men with him, one of whom bawled his piaster’s merits to the 
crowd; the other, a huge sullen fellow, who seemed to be a 
soldier, as he wore a sword, was chiefly engaged in twisting up 
his mustachios, and scowling at the people about him. 

The Brahmin was Azrael Pande, now ornamented with the 
most elaborate marks of easte in streaks made of wet sandal¬ 
wood paste, which had dried to a dull white. On his forehead 
was painted the broad trident of Yishnoo, filled up with the 
vermilion of the votary of Kalee; on his broad chest and 
muscular arms were other stripes and marks of the same 
substance, which enhanced the breadth and power of his form; 
and, as silent for a time he appeared to rest, he drew up his 
figure to its full height, and standing as he was on a heap of 
earth, was raised above the people, and had become an object 
as well of attraction as veneration. 

' The more active of the two men who attended him was 
Buldeo; the other, the bearer and guardian of the holy axe, 
which, except when it was used, was seldom absent from his 
person. It lay behind his waist, fitting into the hollow of his 
back, with all its coverings; and he held in his hands its helve, 
which could bo instantly fitted to it, but which now seemed to 
be no more than a stout walking-staff. 

“ Come, my friends,” bawled Buldeo stoutly, in his shrill 
voice, “eome and hear my master. The loves of Krishna will 
be the next piece. Come all, men and women, and hear the 
merry stoiy. Come and hear the learned Sliastree, who has 
arriveu from Benares and is going to Rameshwur, and help him 
with your charity. Give to the holy Brahmin ! Give ! give ! ” 

“ Cease thy bawling,” said Azrael, in a low tone. “ Hast 
tbou watched the house ? ” 

“ I did, master, when you were too busy with the Shastree 
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to notice it. I saw Huree Das mount his pony, and a palankeen 
was carried out at the gate. They arc gone home.” 

“ Good! ” replied the leader: “ and they had no attendants ? ” 

“ None but two of the banker’s guards, whom I know, and 
they will be back by sunset.” 

“ Then it is complete, 0 Kalee! ” he said to himself, “ and 
the rest will be done. Dost thou see any of the men near ? ” he 
added, aloud. 

“ They are everywhere about, master, and none will fail 
thee at the tree. I will collect them, and bring them on ; ” and 
so saying, Buldeo resumed his cry, “ Come and hear the Shas- 
tree, come and bestow charity! lie who gives to a Brahmin 
delivers himself from hell. Give ! give ! ” and the like, till the 
recitation began again, and, with a private signal to his leader, 
Buldeo departed. 

Gradually, as the sun declined, the market broke up, stalls 
and booths began to be removed, and goods unsold to be packed 
Families and fellow-citizens trudged away to their homes, or 
mounted their low carts and were driven off; and ere the sun 
set, but few of the motley busy crowd were left. What re¬ 
mained of it were also preparing to depart ; but, as they were 
chiefly townspeople, they seemed to be in no particular hurry. 
As the first lamps were lighted in the houses and shops, the 
space was clear ; and beyond a few daily sellers of grass, fire¬ 
wood, and vegetables, would remain so till the next Friday 
came round. 

Although there were several substantial houses in this 
market-place, that of the goldsmith and banker, Narendra, was 
the principal. Part of it, behind, was of two stories, neatly 
built of red brick and stone, and rose to a considerable height. 
This was the dwelling-place; and, except a few narrow windows 
in the upper stoiy, was closed outwardly. Inwards, the rooms 
or galleries were open to a court-yard, and in the hottest weather 
a stout cloth awning could be stretched from side to side to. 
keep the court cool. In front was another court, of larger 
dimensions, surrounded by a verandah, supported on richly 
carved teak-wood pillars, which, as well as the carvings on the 
frieze and architraves, showed a high amount of skill. In the 
central portion of these outer rooms was a deeper portion than 
the rest, elevated on a basement which was ascended by several 
steps; and over it, in the story above, was a spacious apartment 
which had a large oriel window, or covered balcony, of wood, 
also" richly carved, and projecting from the wall, from which 
the female members of the family could observe not only all 
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that passed in the market, but had a noble view of the country 
round for many miles. This room was now, however, seldom 
used. It had been the favourite resort of Seeta, the wife of 
Huree Das, before she left the house for her husband’s, and she 
had sat in the balcony most part of the day with her great-aunt 
Ella, playing with her fine boy, of whom both were very proud. 
The old banker seldom came there. He sat always in his usual 
place of business at the head of the lower hall, on a well-stuffed 
mattress with a thick pillow behind him, both covered with 
muslin of spotless white; and he was in his accustomed place as 
the lamps were lighted. Towards the street, and opening into 
it, was a large gateway with double doors, in one of which was 
a small wicket; and above the gate, another small room with 
an oriel window, but not so large or so handsome as that above 
the hall. On each side of the archway were guard-rooms; and 
without, in the square, were verandahs 01 covered sheds on 
both sides of the gate, Avhere the attendants of visitors could 
rest themselves. Within and without the house was scrupu¬ 
lously clean and pure, and without ornament, except the Sanscrit 
text, 44 Sree Govind Prussun,” painted in bright yellow letters 
on the architrave of the outer gate, and in a neatly designed 
niche in gay colours and pretty patterns, which were traced 
upon the wall over the master’s seat. 

The owner of the house, Narendra, was, as has been before 
mentioned, a goldsmith by trade, and a banker of much reputa¬ 
tion. He was now more than sixty years old, but was hearty 
and vigorous still, and his age sat very lightly upon him. His 
fine figure was as erect, his eyes as clear and soft as they had 
been twenty—aye, even thirty—years before, nor had his great 
prosperity left on his features any traces of care, or greed of 
money. No one could have said he was handsome ; but even at 
first sight, the kindly cheerful benevolence and natural dignity 
of his countenance could not be overlooked, and knowledge of 
his disposition only enhanced admiration of his character and 
its solid virtues. If he had a grief, it was that he had no son 
to inherit his wealth and the business which he had created, 
now extending to many parts of India; but two sons had died 
in youth, and his first wife did not long survive them. He had 
married again, hut the second wife died also; and all that re- 
mainca to him was Seeta, the daughter of his eldest son, whose 
mother had lived some years after his death, hut had in her 
turn passed away. Residing with him was 44 Aunt' Ella.” as 
she was usually called by every one—even by her brother him¬ 
self—a widow, who will become known to us gradually; and 
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by them both Seeta, the darling of the house, and the light of 
their eyes and hearts, was brought up. It was a sorrowful 
day for all when the fair girl had to Have them and join her 
husband, and Aunt Ella had pleaded hard that Huree Das, of 
whom she was very fond, should leave Gokulpoor, and come 
and live with them. Could he not go there when he pleased— 
it was so near—and see after his business ? And Seeta, too, had 
pleaded as well as she could; but her husband was firm, and 
told her she must be mother of all who depended upon him, and 
do her duty v and so the matter had passed away. But Seeta 
was often allowed to go to Shah Gunje; and before her child 
was born Aunt Ella had come to stay Avith her, and see her 
safely through her trial. Then, when the child had been taken 
to Shah Gunje, there had been a great rejoicing. All the caste 
people had been invited to a feast; all Seeta’s companions had 
joined in the festival, and sang hymns of praise over the child’s 
cradle.;.and I am not ashamed to record, that all the dolls of 
the various houses were brought to the feast gaily dressed in 
silk clothes, and some of them with real gold ornaments and 
real pearls. Others perhaps were not so well off, and this 
caused their young possessors some envious feelings; but I am 
bound to say that all enjoyed the feast, all caressed and admired 
the baby, and went home very happy. Even now, the garlands 
of leaves and flowery, which had been hung over the outer gate, 
and round the pillars of the court, and over grandfather’s seat, 
still remained there, though they had withered up long since. 

Seeta had been there that day, and had sat in her old seat 
in the oriel window. She and Aunt Ella had looked over the 
bazaar, and she had held up her crowing baby to see it. and 
said to it in the joy of her heart: “ Thou wilt sit here and be 
master -one day, Laloo. Oh ! may the gods grant I see that 
before I die.” 

It had been a busy day with Narcndra. He had bought 
much and sold much; he had received payments from farmers 
to whom he hod made advances for cattle, or seed, or produce, 
and he had lent money to others. He had received letters from 
correspondents in Mirzapoor, in Benares, in Calcutta, in Bombay, 
in Nagpoor, in Oomrawutec, and other places widely apart. 
He had received large remittances in bills, and some in treasure., 
and all had to be balanced and registered before the day’s work 
ended. The day-book had, however, been made up, and he had 
just signed it; and the cashier, putting his pen behind his ear, 
and sticking his spectacles into a fold of his turban, was about 
to bring him the daily casebook, which he would sign also* 
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As the old man came up. he pointed with his finger to the 
balance, which was very considerable, and sat down awaiting 
his master’s examination. Hastily easting up the totals, Na- 
rendra found the amount was correct, and rising and going into 
the treasure-room, the bags of a thousand rupees each were 
weighed one against another, the odd balance counted, and the 
place closed and barred for the night. By this time it was 
about eight o’clock. Some workmen, who had been busy with 
silver ornaments in the verandah below, were directed to cease 
work, and one by one they, with the clerks, departed. Narendra 
then went to bathe and eat his evening meal, and after a while 
returned and sat down in his old seat; and a prosperous day 
would he hardly complete without a game of chess with his 
friend the priest, whom he found waiting. 

“ Namascar, Maharaj ! ” said Narendra, with the usual saluta¬ 
tion to a Brahmin—on perceiving the pnest sitting by his 
cushion. 64 1 worship you ! Have I kept you long? ” 

44 No, friend,” replied the other. 44 As you went to bathe 
and eat I came in; but I told the servants not to disturb you. 
And how has the day gone with you ? Prosperously, I hope ? ” 

44 Eight well,” replied the merchant gaily and happily, 44 as 
you said it would this morning. I have seen Huree Has and 
his wife; I held her child in my arms, and I saw the loveliest, 
happiest face bending over it and looking up to me, that ever 
existed.” 

44 She might he a nymph of Indra’s paradise,” said the priest 
warmly ; 44 no fairer woman ever lived : and the best of her is, 
that she still reads and studies. She bid me come to-morrow to 
Gokulpoor, and help her through a passage in a drama of Kalidas, 
which she cannot interpret. I will go, I think.” 

44 If you go I will go with you,” said the banker. 44 1 want 
to see,” he added, after a pause, 44 whether you and I cannot 
patop up that quarrel between the cousins, which appears to get 
worse instead of better.” 

44 thought it was at an end,” replied the priest. 44 Huree 
Has told me lie had won the suit.” 

44 So lie has, my friend; hut Ram Das lias served him with a 
notice of appeal, and the whole matter will begin again.” 

44 He is a fool, then,” said the priest. 44 1 warned him that 
his pleader’s advice was wrong, hut he did not believe, me. You 
see, it cannot hold in law that-” 

44 Well, I don’t want to hear of the law, and I am sick of the 
whole affair,” returned the banker. 44 All I want is that there 
should be an end of the matter, and I would gladly pay all Earn 
Das’s expenses if he would take them.” 
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“He will not take them, I think,” said the priest. “He 
wants the lands, the office, and the jewels, and will he eontent 
with nothing less.” 

“ Perhaps we could do something with Iluree Das ? ” observed 
the banker, after a pause. 

“He is just as obstinate as the other,” replied the priest, 
“ and X don t see that he should give up the smallest fraction. 
But let us see what the stars say. The suit is under Saturn ”— 
and lie took an almanac from his pocket—“ now Saturn to-night 
comes into conjunction with the moon. Let me see: Aries, 

Taurus, Gemini, Cancer, then-” Here his voice grew lower, 

as he looked up and made calculations upon his fingers. “ I 
ean t well make it out,” he resumed, “ but the inference to be 
drawn from the calculation is, that the case will be settled at 
once, nay, perhaps to-night. It is the disturbing element which 
puzzles me, and till I am at home and consult my books, I eannot 
tell what it may be.” 

“ I uare say,” replied the old man. “ As he talked the affair 
over with me to-day, X told iluree Das to be moderate, and 
indeed he seemed inclined to be reasonable; perhaps he sent for 
Earn Das, and they have made it up somehow. He is not a bad 
fellow.” 

“ I say he is a very bad one, old friend,” returned the priest. 
“I know him well, and never found good in him yet. Perhaps 
lis new adviser is tac Brahmin, who has been putting up in the 
temple yonder, and who was reciting in the bazaar to-day. Ah ! 
he is a powerful Brahmin, Narendra. He knows the most awful 
mysteries of Ivalee j he has all the sacred books on his tongue; 
give him but a cue anywhere, and away he goes like an arrow. 
But I never saw so villainous a face. Bah! it makes me ereep 
to think of it; and some such ruffians for attendants, too. 
Well, thank Krishna, he is gone : he was mounting his pony as 
I left the temple, and may I never see his face again ! Law? 
why, he had the whole Mitacshara by heart, and his tongue is 
as sweet as honey.” 

“Ah, yes,” replied the old man indifferently. “.Seeta told 
me that he had come to her house to recite, and haft made her 
weep over the tale of Savitri; but that she dars not look at him, 
he was so ugly. But we are neglecting our chess, and I have 
been so lucky to-day that I must beat you to-night j. and others 
may drop in. But you look tired ;• lmd you rather' hot play'? ” 

“I will play one game with you, and you arc sure to beat 
me, for my heart is with the stars,” said the priest. “ I wish I 
had not looked at them; but I will find it all out. X think I 
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see that tlic Brahmin.is the disturbing power ; hut I must say 
no ill of so great a Shastrco, and I may be wrong. 55 And they 
"began to play. 

Several friends dropped in gradually, and, as is customary, 
ranged themselves on either side, advising by turns; but the 
banker was the victor in the end, as he said he should be. 

“Have yon heard the news? 55 said Amba Das, a neighbour 
and banker. “ Things go on strangely now’-a-days. 55 

“ No, 55 said Narendra, “ I have been too busy to attend to 
any. What is it ? No new war, I hope. The English have no 
one to beat now. 55 

“ No, no war, friend, 55 returned the other; “ but my firm at 
Benares writes, and I received the letter by express to-night, 
that the King of Oudh. is to be deposed by the English*and the 
country taken by them. They expect the order daily, and men's 
minds are troubled. 55 

“ Is it so? 55 said tko banker sadly. “ They have taken 
Nagpoor and Jkansy ; is not that enough ? They are all-power¬ 
ful, and in the main they are just; but why so greedy? Is no 
one to be left ? 55 

“ Now you mention it, 55 said the priest, “ the Brahmin told 
me that there were rumours of English interference in Oudh, 
and asked me if there was any news in the town. He said, too, 
that there would bo trouble if thoy took the country, and was 
not over-complimentary to them, I think. 55 

“ They have their friends, and their enemies too, 55 said 
Narendra, “ and they might have more of the former than the 
latter, if they were wiser. But they know their own business, 
and we, least of all, who live and thrive under their protection, 
should say a word against them. 55 

“There is to be a new land assessment, too, and they say 
that rents will be raised, 55 said a Zemindar who sat near; “that 
would be tyranny. 55 

“I have heard nothing of it, 55 replied the priest. “The 
settlement has yet some time to run, and when the new one 
comes, as it must, we will talk about it. Now, farewell, friends ; 
I have work to do, and must be gone. 55 

“ Iiomcmber to-morrow, 55 said the banker. 

“ 1 will, 55 returned the priest, “ and will go with you. 55 

I do not think the rest of the conversation need be described. 
The prices of exchange, of money, of produce, and the gossip of 
an Indian country town, would hardly interest my readers. 
The guests, however, sat far into the night, and as they left, the 
old hanker went to his bed and slept soundly, while all his 
household, except the guards at his gate, were at rest too. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE FULFILMENT OF THE BARGAIN. 

The night passed. Seeta, after arranging her husband’s earpet 
and pillows in the outer verandah, had lain down by her child’s 
cradle, dozed for a while, then awoke, and eould not sleep. She 
was nervous and restless, and eould assign no reason for it. 
She had had a happy visit to Shah Gunje, and her grandfather 
and Aunt Ella had been as loving as ever, while the old man 
had taken the ehild in his arms and blessed him. Why should 
she fear ? All was seeure around her; two women servants in 
the room were asleep, the child, too, slept calmly, and the snores 
of some other servants in a distant chamber were the only 
sounds in the house. She did not now feel afraid of her 
husband’s eousin, for had they not disputed again and again, 
and as her husband had said, what eould he do more than ho 
had done ? Other enemies they had none, and her husband 
was honoured and beloved. Yes, he would be like her grand¬ 
father, and thought carried her on to a distant time when her 
son would be at the head of the guild, and *would help his 
declining years. 

A lamp was burning, and she took down one of her books 
from a shelf, and began to road “ Savitri.” How grand it was, 
where the young bride follows her husband’s spirit, which 
Yama, the God of Death, had taken, and how tenderly had the 
Brahmin reeited the passage two days ago ! Yet what a fear¬ 
ful man he was ! He seemed almost to be near her now ; and 
she shuddered and looked around her. The thought of this 
man had put further reading out of the question, for a dull, 
heavy feeling at her heart seemed to he eaused by him. Could 
it he that he had east an evil eye upon her ? Then she arose 
and w r ent to the altar without in the inner verandah wdiere tho 
sacred fire was smouldering, trimmed it, and rubbed some of 
the saered ashes on her forehead and breast, and prayed that 
the evil spirit might pass away from her. She heard her 
husband moving, and v/ent gently to the door and looked at 
him. He appeared only to have turned in liis sleep, and 
night-lights were burning in the niche of the w r all and :*n tho 
oratory. “ I will bring the child here and sit by him,” she 
»said to herself, and returning with her hoy, sat down on the 
edge of the earpet. The night v r as far spent now; her husband, 
though he muttered sometimes in his sleep, as was usual with 
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him, rested well, and she fanned him gently with her hand¬ 
kerchief to keep the mosquitoes from his faee. 

It seemed as if sleep would never come to her eyes. She 
was not tired, she was not drowsy; she suekled her child and 
laid it down by her, where it slept sweetly. Her whole 
faculties seemed to be strangely roused, and now she was near 
her husband, the indefinable dread which had possessed her 
had passed away. In the house there was not a sound audible ; 
the very silence was almost painful. Without, in the village, 
tho dogs barked sometimes, and the jackals bayed; but these 
were the ordinary sounds of the night, and she was used to 
them. Suddenly, however, she thought she heard a noise, far 
away in a small street, at the end of the village, as though of a 
challenge,which was followed by a groan, and she sat up erect, 
and listened with her heart throbbing ; but the noise was not re¬ 
peated, and there was again dead silence. She was glad she 
had not awakened her husband, as she had nearly done, and he 
still slept on profoundly. By this time, the wan moon had 
risen. She saw its light rest upon the wall of the inner eourt,- 
and watched it as it spread, dimly lighting up the gate, arc! 
the familiar objeets about it. The village dogs were still 
harking, and seemed to be excited; most likely they were 
quairelling, or baying at the moon. 

While she was thus thinking, she heard—there was no doubt 
about it now—the outer gate move as if it were shaken, but, 
that sound ceased almost in an instant. It did not alarm her, 
for she knew it was the duty of the village watchmen to shake 
the gate in their rounds, and the noise she heard made her feel 
almost more secure; but the assurance was rudely dispelled, as 
the sound of shuffling feet, treading lightly, came from the 
outer court; and as she still listened, with her hand stretehed 
out to wake her husband, a man’s head appeared above the wall, 
on wliieh the dim moonlight rested for a moment, and she saw 
the muffled face distinctly. 

She could not speak ; she could not ery out; she seemed to 
be faseinated and incapable of movement. She saw the figure 
rise rapidly, eross the wall, and drop to the roof of the guard- 
room, and then leap lightly to the ground, and with several 
sharp blows of an axe, break down the wooden bar fastening. 
Tlier the light of several torches suddenly blown into flame, 
dazzled her eyes, and a crowd of men armed with broad spears, 
rushed into the eourt. 

She had almost in vain pulled desperately at her husband; 
out he awoke tardily, and it was only when the blows of the 
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axe resounded through the eourt, that lie seemed to realize the 
danger, and rising to his feet, snatched down a sword whieh 
hung from the wall, drew it, and erying to his wife to save the 
child, advaneed to meat the Dacoits. He eould see none of their 
faees, for they were muffled; but their eyes glaneed savagely 
upon him, while none of them spoke. For an instant they 
seemed uncertain, as the goldsmith strode to the head of the 
steps, yet for an instant only. A tall, strong man, backed by 
several others, rushed upon him; a blow that the goldsmith 
aimed at him was parried adroitly, and by the lunges of several 
spears he felt himself desperately wounded; still Huree Das, 
elosing with his antagonists, struggled bravely, as he retreated to 
the door of the oratory, into which he fell, powerless and dying. 

Seeta had seen all, and yet preserved her senses through the 
horror of the scene. She had at first fled into the oratory with 
her ehild, and eould not eseape from it; and now, rallied by a 
desperation she could never afterwards aceount for, she stepped 
across her husband’s body and eame forth, with her boy resting 
upon her hip, and drawing the end of her saree from her head, 
apd holding it in both her hands, she spread it out before the 
Daeoits. Her great beauty, the courage and devotion of the aet, 
her sweet presence, elothed as she was in pure white muslin, 
stayed them for a moment, as she said in a low, musical voice, 
whieh hardly trembled : “ Give him to me; 0 give my husband 
to me as my bridal gift! If you be men, do not refuse a wife 
and mother’s petition, and ye will he blessed for it in years to 
eome, ye and yonr children. Take all tliat is in the house, I 
will show it to ye; but 0 hear my supplication, and spare my 
husband! ” 

But there was no reply to her simple but impassioned appeal. 
The tall man and several others, with their spears raised, pressed 
forward, and a savage from behind made a desperate lunge at 
the girl with his spear, whieh she at once felt had wounded 
both herself and her child, for its warm blood gushed out over 
her arm, and she grow siek and fell. Then she heard a man 
with a squeaking* voiee say to another, who had raised his 
weapon to strike her again, 44 The ehild is dead, and the woman 
is dead, thon shalt not strike them again.” Others had passed 
into the little room, and as she heard them pierce her husband 
again and again, she knew that all hope for him was gone. Sl>o 
felt that her wound was not fatal, and that her ehild still 
breathed: and sho lay as if deaci, listening to the sereams of the 
servants, and to the noise of plunder of all that could ho found. 
A man, pulling at her foot, had succeeded in unfastening one of 

D 



34 


SEETA. 


her gold anklets, but be could not loosen the other. Another 
tore from her breast her gold necklace, and the bangles from 
her wrists; while, within the room, the dull thuds of a piekaxe 
near the altar, proved that the robbers knew where the jewels 
were, and were taking them. 

Just then several shots were suddenly heard in the village, 
and a violent elamour arose; and several men rushed into the 
court crying out, 44 Away! away! the poliee are upon us ; fly 
and save yourselves !” Azrael Pande had been busy in the 
oratory. He had tried several plaees, and was just about 
pushing away the body of the goldsmith, which had indeed 
fallen over the spot where the valuables were buried, when he 
heard the elamour without, and listening for a moment as he let 
fall his pickaxe, and heard the cry of the men, and the shots 
that were fired : 44 They dare not close with us/’ he said, 4i the 
eowards ; but we must go; come away ! ” As he passed out, he 
raised his spear over the body of Sceta; but she saw that his 
hand was held by a man near him, and the same squeaking 
voice said to him, 44 Ho not strike a dead woman, master, I 
killed her myself,” and they passed out. 

The robbers had extinguished their torches, and without all 
was dark; but the lamp in the oratory still burned, and by its 
light as he passed over her, Seeta thought she recognized the 
bold features and fieree eyes of the Brahmin. Her quick ear, 
too, had eaught the sound of the words he had spoken to his 
companions, for he had been alarmed, and had raised his voice 
above a whisper. Yes, it might be he, she thought; but her 
mind was stunned and eonfused, and her heart throbbing as if 
it would burst. Her husband lay beside her dead, yet she dared 
not move; they might still bo there, lurking till the disturbance 
was past. Who would come to help them ? Presently her child 
moved, and cried faintly, and she put it to her breast. He at 
least had been spared to her. 

It seemed to her long ere any one appeared. She heard the 
sounds of musket shots and clamour; at first near, then dying 
away in the distanee. She could see the court door, and people 
seemed to come and look in ; but no one entered. Then one of 
the women servants with a scared face, and holding a lamp in 
her hand, came from within, and looking round the verandah’, 
shrieked at the sight of the blood, and fled back into the body of 
the house. Seeta tried to rise, but was now weak from loss of 
blood; she even eried aloud to the woman, i4 Bhcemee! Bheemee! 55 
but no one answered. It was a fearful time. Should she die 
there with her husband ? Yes, alone she would have died with 
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him hut the child whom the gods had spared, for him she 
would live, she thought, if they spared her too. 

But she was not long in suspense. There was a sudden 
clamour of cheery voiees in the outer court, and by the light of 
several torches, the Darogah of police, some of his men, and a 
crowd of armed villagers, entered the inner court. Many kind 
hands of humble women helped her to rise, and carried her 
away from the seene of blood, and bathed her wound, and 
changed her clothes. It was in her side, and had bled profusely, 
and the same thrust had wounded her ehild also, in its thigh; 
hut the baiber who had been sent for said there was no fear for 
him, and her own hurt was skilfully bound up. She had lost 
every hope for her husband, and he had been found, literally 
pierced all over by terrible spear thrusts, any one of which, in 
his body, would have been fatal. 

Presently Ram Das’s wife came to Seeta, and shrieking 
wildly as she saw her, fell at her feet. “ They have arrested 
him,” she said. “ Come away to our house, and save him.” 

“ Who?” asked the girl, faintly. 

“ My husband ! may he come ? ” 

“ No ! ” said Seeta. “ I will not go. 0 keep him from me; ” 
and amidst a torrent of adjurative denial of crime from the 
woman, the police Darogah entered the room. 

“I would not enter, lady,” he said, respectfully, “but I am 
a Rajpoot, and there will be no pollution. I have sent men for 
your grandfather and aunt, and they will be here presently. I 
have arrested Ram Das, whom I suspect, and my duty is to take 
your deposition, if you can give it. I have convened an inquest, 
and it is now sitting; and if you are strong enough to relate 
what happened, I have a scribe with me who will record it.” 

“ And the robbers ? ” asked Seeta, “ are they gone ? ” She was 
now very weak, and passed her hand over her eyes, dreamily. 

“ Yes, lady,” said the Darogah. “ I only regret that wc 
were but three men, and one of them was wounded, and so they 
were too strong for us. They had slain one of the watehmen 
before they attacked your house; the other met us just as we 
neared the village on our nightly patrol. It is lucky we were 
in time. One of the men, however, is dying from a musket shot, 
‘and is past speech; the rest plunged into the tall jowaree fields, 
and wc could not trace them. Now will you tell you*' story; 
are you strong enough ? ” 

“ I will,” she said; “ I will tell all I know, but do not let me 
be removed from hence. My child is with me, and they will 
soon come from Shah Gunje.” 



36 


SEETA . 


“ Yon shall stay here, lady,” replied the officer; “ the members 
of the inquest can sit without, and hear what you say. No, no 
one shall remove you, lady. Be comforted, and all will be well 
with you. You have many friends, and the peoplo love you.” 

Then he went out; and Seeta hoird the shuffling feet of the 
members of the inquest come up the corridor, and as they eat 
down many were sobbing audibly. She gave * her evidence 
calmly and distinctly— as will be detailed in another place— 
and signed tho paper with a firm hand in the beautiful cha¬ 
racters she had acquired. When this was finished, the members 
came in, and touched her feet in silenee. They were mostly 
tenants of the houso, aiid some of her husband's workmen who 
wero householders. None of them could speak; but Seeta felt 
their kind homely sympathy, and was greatly comforted by it. 
Then they sat down outside, and gave their verdict as follows :— 

“ We [and their names were entered], being all householders 
of the village of Gokulpoor, were summoned by Bam Singh, 
Darogah of police, on the morning of the night of the fifteenth 
of August, 1855, about the third watch of tho early morning, to 
the houso of Hurec Das, Zemindar, goldsmith and banker of the 
aforesaid village, to inquire into the cause of his death. We 
have taken the evidence attached, and examined the deceased’s 
body; and w r e find that the said Huree Das was murdered by 
Dacoits, by twenty-three wounds of spears. 

“ Item, And we find that the house was robbed; but the 
property carried away is not yet ascertained. 

45 Item. And we have no evidence to prove who the Dacoits 
were who inflicted the wounds or who stole the property: but 
we unito in declaring that wo suspect Bam Das, Zemindar of 
the aforesaid village, of knowledge of and participation in these 
crimes; and we have advised that he bo confined by tho police 
till the pleasuro of Government be known. 

“ Signed by Gukga Bam, Farmer, with his own hand, for 
the rest. 

“ Written by IIunrAL, Scribe.” 

By the time these brief proceedings were finished, the dawn 
was breaking. The body of the unhappy goldsmith had been 
washed md laid out, and the stains of blood effaced as much as 
possible by tho servants. Seeta had not been able to sleep, bnt 
she was quiet, and her neighbours watched her by turns. The 
police had chargo of the house, and sc<ds had been set upon all 
the rooms except the oratory, before which two men kept guard. 
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The wounded Daeoit had died without speaking. He was ap¬ 
parently a Boondela, and thenee it was supposed that the 
Daeoits had eome from Bundelkhund, or the provinces bordering 
on it; and the inquest, having left the house of Huree Das, held 
a further inquiry upon the bodies of the Daeoit and the un¬ 
fortunate watehman. 

So, before morning broke, the Darogah had completed all his 
duty, and reported to his official superior as follows:— 

“ The petition of Bam Singii, Aeting Darogah of Soorpoor. 

“ Your servant "was proceeding with two men from Soorpoor 
to Gokulpoor on the night of the 15th August. It was the 
bazaar day of Shah Gunje, and it was well to see that the roads 
were safe. We had nearly reaehed Gokulpoor, when Siddoo, 
one of the village watehmen, met us, and said another watehman, 
Kama, had been speared by Daeoits, and they were plundering 
the house of Huree Das, Zemindar. When we entered the 
village, the Daeoits opposed us in a large body, but by the good 
fortune of Government, one of them was shot, and one hundred 
and twenty-three rupees were found on him; the rest ran away. 
When we reaehed the house of Huree Das, we found he had 
been murdered, and his wife Seeta Bye, and his infant son 
Gopaldas, wounded. Some property had been taken from the 
house, but it is of no great value. One of my men, Shelth 
Emam, was slightly wounded, but that did not prevent him 
from doing his duty. 

“Your servant, with some of the villagers, followed the 
Daeoits, but they eseaped into the jowaree fields under the 
darkness; about this your servant is helpless. 

“ He endorses the verdiet of this inquest and depositions, and 
requests orders. 

“ The signature of Bam Singh, Aeting Darogah.” 

The plans of Azrael Pande had failed, though laid with his 
■aceustomed skill. As ho left the bazaar at Shah Gunje, he had 
gone to the temple, and taken leave of the priest, sayipg he must 
make a stage towards Nagpoor that evening; and, attended by 
• two men, departed. Then he proceeded to the glen, and found 
his men eoneealed in the temple. Besting there till nightfall, 
he had performed the necessary eeremonies to the saered axe 
with due solemnity—a eoek being sacrificed to it, and its blood 
sprinkled upon the weapon. What interest for him had the 
family quarrel of the goldsmith? None whatever; but there 
could he no doubt of the booty to bo obtained. It might be ten, 
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or even twenty thousand rupees, and with that what might not 
be done ? At the last he disclosed to his men the place and the 
time, and by midnight all 'were to assemble in the mango grove 
close to Gokulpoor. He knew them too well to donbt that any 
one would be absent; and proceeding thither through the lonely 
fields, in parties of two and three, they had all assembled at the 
appointed time. 

The rest wm know. The bloody work was done; and as 
morning broke, the gang and their leader were again at the 
waterfall, bathing and washing the blood-stains from their 
persons and weapons. There had been little booty, and what 
had been found was divided on the spot; and when the division 
was over Azrael addressed them ;— 

“Where I go, brothers, ye need not know. When I can 
rejoin ye again, I will send word. T*his affair has been a failure : 
why, I know not; we must submit. Separate, all of ye, and 
take to the forests. For many weeks this district will bo 
dangerous to all. I have divided what there was, and taken 
nothing for myself; but ye are all rich, and need only to be 
careful. Now begone.” 

Then the gang separated. Each man took the blade from 
his spear-staff and hid it in his waistband; and by paths through 
the deep jungles only known to themselves, were soon far beyond 
pursuit. As to their leader, he had protectors who afforded him 
refuge, and who will play their parts in this history. 


CHAPTER YI. 

WIDOW AND MOTHER, 

Aunt Ella was always the soonest to awake in her brother’s 
house, for she had many things to do. First, to trim the sacred 
fire, and prepare the oratory for her brother’s morning sacrifice; 
then there were lazy women servants to be aroused and set to 
work, when all the rooms and the court had to be sw'ept, and 
the floors washed with liquid mud, which dried soon, and kept 
them cool; there was water to be carried, and the kitchen to be 
attended to, and hot water prepared for her brother’s bath; in 
short, the morning was perhaps the busiest time of the day. 
Aunt Ella was no Sybarite; her bed w r as a cool mat spread over 
a rarpet on the bare floor, and her covering a sheet in the warm 
weather; all of the simplest materials, and when she arose, 
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these were rolled up and put away. When Seeta was with her, 
they used to sleep in a room in the upper story; hut on her 
departure with her husband, Aunt Ella had established herself 
in a chamber on the lower story, opening into the court. As 
she awoke, she called to the woman servant who slept near her, 
who rose and brought her water, and then the house was 
gradually aroused. It was now nearly daylight, and the cocks 
in houses around were crowing loudly to each other; the sacred 
fire had been trimmed, and the toolsee leaves gathered for the 
morning worship from the altar in the centre of the court. 
Presently the gardener would bring his usual small basket of 
flowers, and then she would awake her brother, and the morning 
ceremony would follow. 

But suddenly a great clamour arose at the gate, and she 
could hear the gruff voice of Bala Earn, the Eahtore Jemadar of 
the guard, asking hurried questions. Then the gate was sud¬ 
denly opened, and as she hastened on to ascertain the cause of 
so unusual an uproar at so early an hour, she saw the head 
police officer of the town, Euteh Ivhan, who was intimate with 
her brother, dismounting from liis horse, and several of his men 
■with him. What could it be? what could have happened? It 
was barely dawn, but by the dim moonlight she saw him 
advance across the court with Bala Earn, and went to meet him 
at the head of the steps. Aunt Ella was not one who concealed 
herself, or shrank from seeing men who came and went, and her 
agitation was too great to stop her now. 

“ What is it, sir ? ” she asked hurriedly; “ why have you 
come so early?” 

“Where is your brother?” he asked, not replying to her 
question ; “ wake him and bring him here.” 

She had hardly turned, when the banker, hastily throwing a 
shawl over his bare head and shoulders, appeared at the door of 
the court. 

“ Why, Khan Sahib! what has happened ? ” he exclaimed. 
“ Speak ? ” 

“ Send her away,” he replied, pointing to Aunt Ella, “ it is 
for your ears only.” 

“ Go, sister,” said the banker ; “ this is private.” 

“I will not go, brother,” she said, gasping for breath; “I 
fear, oh ! I fear for Sceta and the child. Let him speak. I will 
not go.” And she sat dowm, covering her face. 

“Proceed,” said the banker: “good or evil, joy or sorrow, 

my sister shares all; and if the news concerns my children-” 

and the old man’s voice broke down. 
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“It is bad news,” returned the officer; “very bad. Thero 
was a Dacoity on the house of Hurce Das this morning, and he 
was killed.” 

“ And his wife, sir? 0 my child ! my child! ” eried Ella, in 
a voice of anguish. “ She died too ? ” 

“No, lady, she is safe. Somewhat wounded I hear, but 
safe. Come with me; she needs you and her grandfather. I 
have sent on a body of men already, and have eome for you both. 
Be quick and get ready.” 

Aunt Ella did not lose her presence of mind. She arose and 
took her brother’s hand, and led him away. She could not 
weep, she could hardly speak; but sho knew what they must 
do, and do at once. 

“Secta lives,” she said at last; “be thankful to the gods, 
brother, that she and the child are safe. I must order the 
palankeen and your pony. I ean ride him, and you can go in 
the palkee; be quick and dress yourself. And here is the priest 
too : he will come with us; won’t you, Maharaj ? ” 

“ 0 Wamun Bliut! 0 friend ! ” cried Narendra, now burst¬ 

ing into tears. “ You are kind to come ; wliat evil hath fallen 
on us? So young, so beautiful, and already a widow ! 0 Seeta! ” 

“ Nay, weep not, old friend; only thank God she and her 
ehild are spared to you,” said the priest, earnestly. “ Come, 
waste no time, there is much to do. We will bring her here, 
and you will have your old joy in the house; come. Ah! if I 
had only sought the stars sooner, this might have been prevented ;* 
but we, who know them best, are but blind fools. I tried when 
I went home, but the calculation was too abstruse, and I gave 
it up.” 

“Was it tho Brahmin then after all?” asked the banker; 
“ you seemed to suspect him.” 

“ I will not say now, friend; there appeared many concerned, 
and I have my own thoughts about it. Come away, -wo lose 
time. She will be looking for ns.” 

If a fresh, pleasant morning, as the day grow bright, with a 
heavy dew lying on the grass and fields of corn, could have 
made the morning ride agreeable, they -were not wanting ; but 
all were oppressed with grief and care, and went on in silence. 
Aunt Ella would not allow her brother to ride. Tucking up 
her gar- rents, she mounted his ambling pony stoutly, and kept 
by his palankeen, while the priest and the police officer rode in 
front. Around them were the household guards with Bala Bam 
at their head, wliilo two of the men ran beside the open doors of 
the palankeen, bidding their venerable master be of good cheer 
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and trying to comfort him after their homely fashion. And so 
they reached Gokulpoor as the sun had just risen, and were met 
by the villagers with eries and tears. They shuddered as they 
entered the house of Huree Das, so lately the seeno of violence. 
Everything appeared in disorder. Household articles, dropped 
by the robbers, were lying about the court. The body of the 
goldsmith had been removed after the inquest, and was being 
bathed fot the last ceremony; but the blood-stains had hardly' 
been obliterated, and, though women were washing the floor, a 
faint, sickly smell pervaded the house. It was a sad meeting 
between Seeta and her grandfather and aunt. She was very 
weak. She seemed seaTed and absent, as if she hardly knew 
them, and could say little; but as they knelt down by her bed 
and put their arms round her, she drew away her garment from 
the child, who nestled in her bosom, and showed him to them. 

“ He is safe,” she said; “ I thought he was dead, but he lives 
and is well. Do not disturb him; see, he sleeps peacefully.” 

“ And thou, O my darling,” said the old man; “ surely the 
gods saved thee ? ” 

“Yes,” said Seeta,faintly; “but he—my husband—is dead. 
They have not told me, but I feel no hope.” 

“ There is none, Seeta,” said her aunt. “ Think not of him, 
my darling, but of thyself and the boy.” 

“ O take me hence! ” cried the girl, throwing her arms 
round her aunt’s neck; “ take me away! My eyes are full of 
blood; I smell it everywhere; take me away ! ” 

“ Come to me, my darling,” said the old lady, sobbing; 
“ come to my heart, where thou hast lain many a day; ” and 
she gathered the girl’s yielding form to her bosom. “ Fear 
not now, Seeta. It is a heavy fate for thee so young; but thou 
wilt bear it bravely, I know.” Then she told Narendra to go 
away; he could do nothing there, and had better see to what 
was to be done ,* and he submitted, and left them. 

The banker went to the front room and sat down. As he 
looked around, he saw that the stains of blood had been removed 
from the floor; but the lintels of tho oratory were splashed with 
it, and within was a black pool, on which he dare not look. 
Ram Das was now sitting there, and was guarded by two poliee 
and some villagers. He appealed to the banker for protection. 

“ Why am I suspected, why am I confined ? ” he cried, 
passionately. “ Because he who lies there dead ”—and he 
pointed to the body, which had already been prepared for 
cremation—“ and I had a family quarrel, am I to be thought 
his murderer? Is my honour to be dragged in the dirt? Did 



42 


SEETA. 


I not come to him last night and make him a hnmble offer 
of settlement ? His Avife knows this; let her speak.” 

“ Peace,” said the police officer of Shah Gunje; “ enough 
that this is a case of murder, and neither Earn Singh nor I 
can neglect our duty. I caution you, Earn Das, to say nothing* 
to us; keep your defence for the magistrate, now you mi ght 
commit yourself. Be careful and he silent.” 

“ At least,” he said, sullenly, “ let me perform the usual 
ceremonies. I am his nearest relative, and there is none 
other to do them.” 

“ Of course, we would not hinder that,” said Earn Singh; 
“ let it he so; they are making the preparations, and it Avill 
soon be done. You can bathe here and he ready.” 

“I cannot,” he replied, surlily; “I cannot be pure in a 
house full of blood; I must go home.” 

, “Impossible,” said both the officers in a breath, “and whether 
you go or whether you stay, it matters little; there are Brah¬ 
mins to do the work, and Wamun Bhut is directing them.” 

But Earn Das’s thoughts were now set upon the inheritance 
and the family jewels, and he would not willingly forfeit one 
tittle of his claim by the non-performance of the ceremony. 

• “ I will bathe anywhere,” he said; “ I will be ready.” 

So the ceremony went on. Near the stream Avhich ran by 
Gokulpoor the funeral pyre had already been built up. Many 
Brahmins from Anllagcs around had assembled, and AA r ere repeat¬ 
ing holy texts. There would be a large dole at the burning of 
the son-in-law of Narendra the great banker, and they sat in 
eager anticipation of it. What mattered to them the grief and 
misery inside—the widow and her infant son! 

Presently the bearers for the body came in and said all was 
prepared, and they must take it away; and it was raised, dressed 
with flowers and the caste marks, and placed on the bier. 
Narendra got up and looked at it. The manly features were 
not distorted; but they wore the grim expression of the struggle 
in which Huree Das had died. Then the bier, which rvas made 
of pieces of green wood tied together, was raised, and those 
who had gathered around it moved on, and among them aa^rs 
E arn Das, who was guarded as before. 

Then Wamun Bhut came to Narendra and said in a whisper, 
“We must take the child to light the pyre; where is he?” 

“ Seeta Avill never part with him,” said the banker. 

“ She will if I ask her,” returned the other, hastily; “ where 
is she ? ” 

Narendra pointed to the inner court, and the priest went in, 
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and found the room in which Seeta was lying. She was awake, 
though she had been sleeping a little. 

“ We must take the child with his father,” he said, briefly; 
“.where is he ? ” 

“It is impossible,” said Aunt Ella; “ the child is weak from 
loss of blood.” 

“ He must come; 0 Seeta, be firm, my daughter, and send 
him,” said the priest, anxiously; “else Earn Das will perform 
the ceremony, and your child will lose the inheritance.” 

“ Canst theu not do it, master ? ” said Seeta, raising her¬ 
self up. 

“ I could,” he replied, “ if the boy were not there, not else ; 
be quick, give him to me.” 

“ Take him, aunt,” said Seeta, firmly ; “ it shall not be said 
of me that I lost my child’s rights through foolish weakness. 
Take him, keep him from the sun and wind. You will not be 
long away ? ” 

“ It is but ten steps,” said the priest; “ when the child is a 
maq he will bless his brave mother for this. Come, lady, they 
await us.” 

Aunt Ella had hardly been prepared for this result. She had 
always thought Seeta firm, but she had not known the strength 
of her niece’s character: and how often is it that by desperate 
events alone some characters are developed ! She said nothing, 
but she knew the priest was right; and she took up the child, 
and, throwing a saree over her head, covered the boy with it. 
He was fast asleep, and did not awake as' he was carried out. 

“ O, but she is noble, my daughter, my beloved child,” said 
the priest to Narendra, as they passed out; “could any one 
have given me thousands, they would be dirt before such a 
triumph as this. Now you will see! ” 

The bearers had carried on the bier, and the body-—its many 
gaping wounds now visible to all—was laid on the pyre, with 
its face to the north. "When Wamun Bhut and the banker 
arrived, the last ceremonies were being performed; and the 
sacred ball of rice and sugar, with other condiments, was offered 
to the corpse, and its name, Iluree Das, the son of Earn Das, 
called aloud. 

As the words were spoken. Earn Das advanced with a wisp 
of lighted straw in his hands to light the pyre as heir-at-law 
and nearest of kin, but "Wamun Bhut drew him back. 

“ "While his son is here tliou hast no place in this matter,” 
he said, sternly; and there was a shout of applause as Aunt 
Ella, bearing the child, uncovered it; and they took it as a good 
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omen that tlie boy opened his eyes wide and erowed. Then 
Wamim Bhut took him in his arms, and walked round the pyre 
three times; and putting a wisp of straw into the boy’s tiny 
hand, guided it to liis father’s face, and applied it to a eorner 
of the pile; while others, watching for the signal, lighted it all 
round. Earn Das had slunk back as the pile blazed fiercely up, 
and his look of hate, as he watched what was done, was never 
forgotten by those who saw it. Then Wamim Bhut said the 
prayer to the Regent of Fire, and the ceremony was complete. 

Aunt Ella did not stay; she bore off the child in triumph to 
his mother, and laid him in her arms, and he looked up smiling 
and crowed in his mother’s face. Perhaps it was then, and then 
only, that Seeta had become thoroughly conscious. Her eyes 
had been staring and glazed, and glittered with a fearful lustre. 
Der mouth was parched, and her body burned with fever. Then, 
us she strained her boy to her heart and bent over him, a pas¬ 
sionate flood of tears broke from her and relieved her. Aunt 
Ella was too wise to check them. 

“Weep on, my child,” she said; “ the boy-was a hero, a brave 
fellow indeed, and how all the people shouted for joy when 
they saw him ! Be comforted, Seeta ; this day thou hast saved 
his inheritance. Wamun Bhut was right; if he had not warned 
us, Ram Das would have lighted the pyre as heir-at-law.” 

Seeta did not reply, but her tears were now flowing silently. 
They did not remain long; Seeta would not eat in the house, 
but some milk had been given to her, and she was able to travel. 
Aunt Ella made the palankeen eomfortable with soft pillows, 
and Seeta was earned out to the verandah, and placed in it, and 
attended by the household guards it proceeded to Shah Gunje, 
followed by Aunt Ella on her brother’s pony. 

But Narendra remained, for there was much to do. lie was 
determined to leave nothing of value in the house ; and in his 
presence, and that of the two police officers, the floor of the 
oratory was dug up, and everything that had been deposited 
there, with the treasure and partly finished ornaments, was 
.recorded in a list drawn up by the village registrar, and signed 
by many who witnessed these proceedings. Ram Das alone 
refused to sign it. 

“ The property is mine,” he said, “ and for all the trickery of 
to-day I shall get it. Meanwhile, it is safe in thy keeping, 
Narendra.” 

After this, all that was moveable in the house was earned 
out, paelced in carts, and sent off to Shah Gunje. Outside were 
bales of cotton and other merchandize, with a granary full of 
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grain, and these were left in charge of the police. Then the 
rooms of the house were sealed up, a seal placed upon the gate 
of the inner eourt, and the house loft to its own desolation. 
The last aet of Narendra was the charitable dole which had been 
anticipated, and it was ample and liberal; while the widow of 
the watchman who had been slain by the Dacoits, received a 
generous donation. 

The magistrate’s decision eame after a few days by expi-ess. 
All that had been done was approved of; but he did not see 
eause for detaining Earn Das as a prisoner, and he was to be 
released on bail, and his own reeognizanees in a heavy sum. 
He was a man of much substance, and had friends as well as 
Narendra ; and when the bail was given, the police were with¬ 
drawn from his house. 

The next night, as he was sitting alone, poring over Iris 
accounts, a servant said, “ A man without would speak with 
you; he would rather not enter.” 

Earn Das’s heart leaped within him. 

“ It is the Brahmin,” he muttered; “ I cannot avoid him. 
Yes,” he said to the servant, “ tell him I eome.” 

As he passed out of his gate he saw a figure in the gl5om, 
sitting on one of the steps. 

“ I must have five hundred rupees, Earn Das,” said Azrael, 
in a hoarse whisper; “ that matter did not succeed, and I have 
no money. Quick, I dare not eome while the police were here, 
and now my life is nowhere safe. I have lurked about and have 
often eome here by night, but had no chance of seeing thee. 
Quiek, bring the money in gold.” 

“ But give mo my bond,” said Earn Das, 

“ I will not,” replied Azrael ; “ there is more due on it.” 
'“But-” 

“ I tell thee I will waste no words on thee. Give me the 
money. I am desperate—and if thou wilt not, it will be an 
easy thing to enelose the note to the magistrate, and write that 
it was the priee of the murder of Huree Das. Ha! dost thou 
understand?” 

“ I will give it,” said Earn Das, humbly. 

He eould, he saw at onee, make no terms. For good or for 
evil, he was in the hands of the Daeoit. 

“ If thou goest in, the door may be shut in my face,” Laid 
the Brahmin. “I will go with thee. There is no one 
there ? ” 

“ No one, by your head and eyes; come ! ” 

“ You know,” said the Daeoit, grimly, “ I know where the 
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treasures are, but you need not be afraid. One affair like the 
last suffices for some time, and I would not harm thee.” 

They went in together, and receiving the sum he had asked 
for in gold pieces, Azrael Pande departed. But the next night, 
the merchant dug another hole in a far-off court, and buried his 
treasure within it. 


END OP PART THE FIRST. 



PART THE SECOND. 


CHAPTER VII. 
seeta’s anklet. 

More than a year had elapsed; but no discovery had been made 
as to tho Dacoity, and the crime remained as a blot upon the 
police administration. It had been preceded by several others, 
alike undiscovered, and one more had occurred subsequent!}^ 
though not of so serious a character. Still, it was evident that 
Dacoity was a normal crime of this province—as indeed it was 
of but too many others. The Gokulpoor affair, with the murder 
of Huree Das, was, however, so remarkable an event that the 
utmost energy and circumspectness was enjoined upon the 
police authorities by a high official, who did not scruple to 
record a very low opinion of the district police in general, and 
of the English magistrates in particular; which, if it had an 
effect of extreme irritation, and was entirely undeserved, was 
not the less provocative of the most untiring efforts to trace the 
crime to its perpetrators. 

The case of Ram Das, in particular, which promised to afford 
a clue, had undergone the most rigid scrutiny. He had, as has 
been already recorded, been suspected, and almost denounced, 
by the inquest; but though the fact of his having received two 
strange men and kept them up to the day on which the Dacoity 
occurred was proved—he had been able to show from his books 
that he bad received a large remittance in coin from a corre¬ 
spondent in Berar, which had been brought by professional 
rokurreas, or treasure-carriers, strangers to the country, whom, 
after they had rested, he had sent away. On the body of the 
Dacoit who was shot a considerable sum of money had been 
found, which denoted a recent division of spoil; and among the 
coins were several rupees marked with the private die of the 
merchant. This, however, amounted to no proof of complicity 
or guilt, for his transactions in money were considerable,-and 
the coin issued by him was always marked. These rupees, 
being in general circulation, might therefore have been obtained 
in any bazaar of the country. Nevertheless, they were separated 
from the others and kept. 
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Earn Das gave an unreserved aeeount of his last interview 
with his eousin, and detailed what we already know. He pro¬ 
duced also the letters of his legal adviser in Calcutta, and his 
notice of appeal against the late judgment against him was on 
record in the local court. Seeta, again examined by the head 
native authority of Shah Gunje, corroborated Earn Das’s ex¬ 
planation ; but owned she had been alarmed by his threat as he 
left her husband. She acknowledged, however, that her husband 
had used strong language; and, as this would naturally provoke 
a sharp rejoinder, Earn Das’s words were attributed to the heat 
of passion, and he expressed his regret for them. Finally, a 
reward of five hundred rupees to any discoverer of the gang, 
and a free pardon to any two participators in the erime who 
lmd not actually committed the murder, was proclaimed in every 
town and village of the district. Narendra, on his part, offered 
a similar sum. A detachment of the Thuggee and Daeoity 
police, under an experienced deteetive officer, was sent into the 
province, and, so far as was possible, every means to discover 
the authors of the erimo had been adopted. • 

So the months passed; and perhaps the first singular interest 
of the event began to grow more and more dim.. Not only had 
the British portion of the provinee been ransacked for informa¬ 
tion, but the two chief native dignitaries, who held independent 
estates of large value, had been urged to assist; and they had 
professed their readiness to do so, with much zeal and cordiality. 
The Nawab Dil Khan Bahadoor had visited the Judge and the 
Commissioner, deplored the existence of Daeoity, and declared 
that if any of his subjects were found to have been connected 
with the Gokulpoor affair, he seriously hoped they might be 
blown away from guns, or hanged. He admitted that his 
soldiers were rude folks, and at times unruly, even to himself; 
and it must be confessed that the English civil officers had no 
high opinion of them in any sense. The Eajah Hurpal Singh 
was a boorish, rough person, believed to have been descended 
from the wild Gonds, and living on the borders of tho Gond 
forests; but he was somewhat popular with the young military 
officers, always ready to assist them in their hunting and shooting 
expeditions, and profuse in his hospitality ; and he, in his turn, 
promised whatever assistance he eould afford. 

Seeta was now settled at Shah Gunje.' She had never 
returned to Gokulpoor, and whatever related to her house, and 
to her husband’s affairs, was managed by her grandfather and 
his agents. Narendra had the accounts of her husband’s estate 
kept separately from his own; and it furnished a handsome 
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ineome, which he held at her disposal. lie had accepted the 
charge under trust, and associated with himself the priest 
Wamuii Bhut, a respectable Zemindar, and two hankers of the 
town; and thus a punehavet, or hoard of five persons, was 
formed, who audited the monthly accounts. In outward ap¬ 
pearance Sceta was not ehanged; nay, she had even become 
more lovely. Her growing beauty, indeed, almost distressed 
her aunt and grandfather. Why had it been given to her? 
Why should such charms be vouchsafed to a widow? They 
watched anxiously whether, when the anniversary of her hus¬ 
band's death came round, she would desire to perform the duties 
and ceremonies of a widow in full—have her beautiful hair shorn 
off, and break her ornaments on the plaee where his body had 
been burned—but there was no sign of this. Once, when Aunt 
Ella hinted at the propriety of such a eeremony, she drew herself 
up, and said, proudly— 

“It is not a shaven head or a coarse garment that makes a 
virtuous widow, Aunt Ella! What I am, I will remain. Am 
I to disfigure myself to shock my hoy ‘when he grows up? No ! 
if his father's death were avenged, this might—might—bo 
thought of; but, till then, let it not he mentioned.” 

So her grandfather and aunt gave the matter up, and 
vcatched her. She v r as not the same simple girl in character 
that she had been before she left them, to be moulded and 
influenced as they would. There w r as now a strange aspect of 
determination in her eyes which v r as new to them, though with 
it, none of her sweetness had diminished. She v 7 as quicker in 
decision and more fluent in speceh : more keen in her discussions, 
especially with the priest, whose pupil she had again bceonie— 
than she had used to he; and even he was often astonished and 
perplexed by her ability, w 7 hich put his own to sharp tests. 

For her child, her love amounted to a passionate devotion, 
which afleeted all who saw it very deeply. She was almost his 
sole attendant, anticipating every want, and never allowing him 
out of her sight. By this time, too, the little fellow had begun 
to toddle about, and even to say a ^vord or two; and ho was very 
handsome, for the soft, regular features and lovely eyes of his 
mother seemed to be blended with the more manly form of his 
father’s countenance. Secta was — what Indian mother is not?^ 
— fearful of the evil eye, and she had hung round her *on a 
necklace of charms set in silver and gold, which reached to his 
knees. When she took him to the temple for any eeremony, the 
doors of her palankeen were closed before she went out of her 
house, and never opened till she was within the sacred precincts 
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of her teacher’s temple. Between her books and the child, 
therefore, Seeta’s time ought to have passed pleasantly; but was 
it so ? I think not. If her grandfather had never allowed her 
to be educated, and if her education had not progressed to the 
point it had—which often caused Aunt Ella, who could .not read 
a letter, great uneasiness—Seeta might have settlect’down into 
the dull, usual widowhood of Hindoo life; pious, absorbed in 
household cares, charitable, and patient, with no hope for the 
future, and praying that a dull mechanical life might pass 
away when her child grew up and entered upon his work 
in life. 

But Seeta was not like this: the high spirit within her 
refused to be satisfied with what she saw in others, of whom 
her beloved Ella was a type. She indeed had no children; 

and she had no cares or aspirations. If her brother got his food' 
regularly, if the servants were kept busy, if the poor were fed, 
if the household condiments, and the vermicelli in particular, 
were nicely prepared, if the buffaloes and cows were milked, 
and the butter boiled into ghee, if no ceremony, general or 
household, were neglected—she was satisfied; and if there were 
an error anywhere, she was miserable till it was corrected. 
Seeta could do all this as well as her aunt, and in some things 
she excelled her. Her grandfather would never eat vermicelli 
except it was prepared by her dainty fingers, and whenever 
he was ailing no one could please his palate but Seeta. 

Isot less devoted to her household duties than before she lefc 
them, Seeta was not else the same. Though she only read the 
sacred books and some poems and dramas, yet there were 
thoughts recorded in them which seemed to leap up to her own, 
to set her brain aching and her heart throbbing, not only at 
the Divine revelation, as she believed it to be, hut at the 
language in which the strange metaphysical arguments were 
conveyed. Sometimes she failed to follow them; and, when 
she applied to her master, was often refused help ! “ They were 
mysteries which none but a Brahmin should know,” he would 
tell her; “they were not fit for the tender minds of women,” 
and so : evaded her request; but Seeta was not satisfied. 
There were other passages, however, in which she revelled; the 
descriptions of natural scenery by Kalidas and Bawa Bliut, the 
rich episodes of the Mahabharut and Iiamayan, were like new 
senses to her. She could hear the rushing winds and waters, 
of the poems, watch the glowing skies, and smell the perfume 
of the beauteous flowers. These were realities, not inventions; 
and often, as she sat in her oriel window while her hoy played 
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near her, she would lay down her book, and gaze on the wooded 
hills, the rich corn-fields, the stately groves, and the distant 
villages, glowing under the noontide sun, with a swelling heart 
and tearful eyes. And there was love too. The seers and 
warriors ofjold loved, and women loved; else wha had written 
of love?** What would it be to feel as those who so wrote and 
described it?—her heart gave back no echo. 

Seeta had never loved. She had held her husband in 
respect; she was even proud of him, and he was fond of her— 
she was his darling ! But that was not the love of the books. 
His life had not been her life, nor hers his. Yet such as that 
was not the poet’s love—the pure ideal of a love which could 
be perfected only in Paradise ! Ah! she had never known it; 
never would know it now; never could have known it with 
him! He would have gradually drawn her down to his own 
intellectual level, and her mind would have been stunted as it 
tried to grow. Now it was free! Yet who was there, among 
all she knew, to whom she could trace in her mind any real 
semblance of the divine passion ? In truth, the quick, powerful 
intellect of her nature, so difficult to arouse, and so uncontrollable 
when once awakened, was leading her on by thoughts far beyond 
the scope of her ordinary life, and she could not stay them. 

Amidst these dreams and unreal speculations, Seeta’s life 
passed; and often as the good priest caught a glimpse of them, 
which he dared ifot follow, he would mutter to himself, “O 
that I had not taught her ! and yet, who could restrain her 
ardent mind ? Now she must follow what she gains, and I must 
lead her to the good, and put the evil of it far from her. 5 ’ But 
the course of her life, monotonous as it was, and promised to be, 
was suddenly changed by an event relating to her husband’s 
fate, which was this :— 

Noovpoor was a large provincial station, the head of all the 
administration of the province. There lived the Judge and 
the Civil Commissioner: and there were besides English troops 
and their officers, and a large town which had a great trade. 
It was an .event in the life of any inhabitant of Shah Gunje to 
go there, and even her grandfather very seldom visited it; yet 
the news of Noorpoor reached Shah Gunje by letters and from 
visitors; and between the two towns were such relations, 
public and private, as belong to the ordinary affairs of life*. 
Noorpoor had its weekly bazaar or market like Shah Gunje; 
and late in the month of August, 1856, an incident occurred 
which revived the story of the Dacoity at Gokulpoor. with an 
intense and fearful interest. 
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On one of the market days, a petty goldsmith, sitting behind 
a stall on which a few coarse ornaments of gold and silver were 
displayed, was accosted by a man bearing a sword and shield, 
who looked like a soldier, and asked whether he would buy 
some gold. Now L’oopa, the man who was spoken to, was poor 
and old. He had made little that day, and the prospect of a 
transaction in gold, with one who could not know its market 
value, was not to bo resisted. On the other hand, the soldier 
had selected the old man as the poorest goldsmith he could 
find; because while he might obtain from him a fair portion 
of the value, he would be less likely than another to disclose 
the nature of the transaction. 

“ Of course, valiant sir,” said Eoopa, “ it is my business, and 
I will give as fair a price as any goldsmith in the market. 
What have you to sell?” 

“ It would be well if we were more private,” said the man. 
“I don’t like exhibiting my family ornaments in publie. If 
you would leave your stall and come with me, I would show 
them to you in a more quiet place than this.” 

Eoopa looked here and there to see if there were any of 
his friends disengaged ; but his stall was, in truth, by itself, 
and there was no one very near it. “I cannot leave my things 
here,” he replied; “ and I have no one upon whom I can depend. 
Do not be ashamed: ‘ The goldsmith and the washerman, you 
know, must be trusted in the house,’ ” and he quoted a familiar 
proverb. 

“ Well,” said the man, “ I want the money, for my rent is 
due, and I must pay it; so look.” And unloosing some folds 
in his turban, he produced a gold anklet of much beauty, and 
held it out. 

The goldsmith took it and examined it earefully. “ If you 
have more such jewels at home,” he said, “ happy is the woman 
who wears them.” 

“ Ah, yes,” returned the man carelessly; “ they made good 
things in the olden days, and if luck had remained with my 
house, I had no need to sell this. Say, what wilt thou give 
for it?” : 

“ The gold is good,” said Eoopa, “ and the anklet is heavy,” 
he continued, tossing it in his hand; “but there is the alloy. 
Let nm look at it with my spectacle;*” 

As he did so, Eoopa almost started and gasped for breath. 
Below the rim at the baek, were the private marks of Narendra 
of Shah Gunje, and Huree Das of Gokulpoor, and both were 
(fuito distinet; but ho had seen enough, and hastily turned over 
the anklet to look elsewhere. 
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“"What ails thee?” said the man; “why didst thon shake? 
Is the gold bad ? ” 

“ Noble sir,” replied Boopa, “ I have ague in this damp 
weather, and a cough, that was all. Do you know of any 
medicine for it, you soldiers ? ” 

“ We kill sometimes, but seldom cure,” he cried, laughing; 
“ but let us settle this business first.” 

“ Well, of course,” said the goldsmith, “ I mean to do so. 
Will you keep the anklet, and remain by my poor stall while I 
fetch seales and a touehstone ? I will be back in a moment; 
Gunput Das yonder has them, I know.” 

“Don’t be long, then,” replied the man; “ if you are, I may 
help myself.” 

“ Ah, sir! they would not be worth the taking; I will 
return in the twinkling of an eye.” 

So the soldier remained at the stall; while Roopa, under the 
vision of free hundred rupees’ reward, which would be wealth 
to him, hurried to his fellow craftsman’s stall, that lay beyond, 
passing two of the policemen, however, in a crowd of people, he 
whispered to one whom he knew : “ There is one of the Dacoits 
in the Golculpoor case now at my stall. Get near it gradually, 
and while I am weighing his gold, seize and bind him. Hd is 
armed.” Then he wont and borrowed the scales and the touch¬ 
stone, and went back to his stall. 

“Well, you see, I was not long, sir,” he said, “and I have 
run fast. Let me first try the gold with the stone, and I will 
weigh it Avhen my hand is steadier; no doubt the gold is very 
pure,” he continued. “ Good, good ! Look! ” And' ho held up 
the touehstone to the man’s faee. “ Its mark is better than that 
or that: but there is a good deal of alloy and sawder to be 
deducted. What do you say to fifteen rupees a ..tola-?” ,, 

“Say sixteen,” said the man; “you, goldsniiths: are all 
cheats. If I had to buy it you would charge, rue twenty or 
more.” vv 

“Of course, of course, my friend,” returned' the- goldsmith, 
laughing, “else how could we live, sir? how could, we live? 
But sixteen is a long price nevertheless.” 

“ Weigh it, I say,” cried the man, impatiently, “ and bo 
quick : you talk too mueh.” 

Roopa had talked on purpose, and was rubbing the stone 
with the gold to gain time. Now he saw the police were 
approaching, and that his customer evidently grew uneasy. 

“ I don’t like those fellows; do they ever interfere with 
you ?” asked the man, looking round. 
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Never,” replied tlie goldsmith. “ I have a good character 
with them, and they never look into my doings. See, sir, the 
gold is exactly fifteen tolas and a half ; ” and he held up the 
scales between his finger and thumb. “ Fifteen and a half 
tolas: you can see for yourself. My hand is steady, and a hair 
would turn the scale. Are you satisfied'?” 

The man’s attention was completely absorbed by the pro¬ 
cess of weighing. The goldsmith had put a red seed into the 
scale, taken it out, put in two, taken them out, and so had pro¬ 
tracted the operation as long as possible. 

“ Yes,” said the man, “ it seems right; now for the money/’ 
As he spoke the words, he was roughly seized from behind; 
and as one of the policemen held his arms, the other slipped a 

} >air of handcuffs over his hands, and took away his sword. He 
ooked from one to the other savagely, but made no disturbance, 
“ If I had ye both in a clear, held, 1 would give an account 
of ye,” be said, grinding bis teeth ; “ now I am helpless ! ” 

“ And here is the anklet of Sceta Bye, the wife of Huree 
Das,” said the goldsmith, triumphantly. * £ See, here is his mark 
and Narendra’s ; I know them. Ask him about it. Take it, 
sirs, and register my claim for the reward.” 

“ You must come with us to the station,” said one of the 
men, “ and swear to this matter ; ” and drawing their bayonets 
they moved on. The mere fact of a prisonei escorted by two 
policemen was little heeded in the bazaar, os it was an act of 
very ordinary occurrence; hut others joined them as they passed 
through the crowd safely. 

The examination proceeded rapidly, hut was strangely inter- 
nxpted by the prisoner’s confession. “ It is all true,” he cried 
out suddenly, “ and there is no use asking questions or writing. 
I will tell all. I was in the Gokulpcor business, but I did no 
murder; the man who did it is in the bazaar, if you have 
courage to take him.” 

■ “ Who and what is he?” asked the-police officer who was 
taking the depositions. 

“ Never mind who he is, or what his name is,” replied the 
ruffian; “ for the matter of that he has a hundred. Go ye to 
the Mutt of the Gosayn Bheem Geer, and you will see a tall 
Brahmin of Oudli, teaching: that is tho man, bring him to 
me.” 

A plan was arranged at once, and two parties set out. The 
Mutt, a smaB temple in the centre of a street, would intervene 
between one party and the other ; and only one of them might 
be seen by any person at the steps of the Mutt. Some of the 
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men liad observed tlie Brahmin already, and liad even listened 
to bim. They knew exactly wliat to do. 

Azrael Pande was sitting on tbe steps of tbe Mutt, painted 
to the waist, as we bare seen bim at Shah Gunje, and teaching. 
He saw four policemen approaching bim, and for an instant felt 
uncertain what to do ; but similar parties, patrolling tbe bazaar, 
bad passed bim several times in tbe course of tbe afternoon, and 
this no doubt would do the same. But as the men neared him, 
two of them rushed upon him assisted by tbe others, tbe patrol 
from tbe other side followed; be was thrown down, and tbe 
handcuffs forced on bis wrists. 

He bad struggled violently, and was out of breath. As be 
panted, be cried, u Lo! the tyranny of the Feringees. "Who 
see this insult to a poor Brahmin and will not avenge it ? ” and 
again he writhed fearfully, but was held down. 

“ Be quiet,” said tbe corporal in command of tbe party, 
u take it easy; the armlets will hurt you if you don’t. Come 
quietly.” 

‘‘For what am I arrested?” lie asked. 

“ For the murder of Huree Das, goldsmith, of Gokulpoor,” 
was the reply. 

Azrael Pande made no answer. He at once rose to his feet, 
and as the party closed around him, he was marched on, guarded 
carefully. 

The police Darogali was waiting the result anxiously; and 
the prisoner once said sharply, “ He will kill some of them, if 
he has time to fix his spear.” 

But Azrael had not had time. The shaft of the spear was 
lying beside bim like an ordinary walking staff, and tbe spear- 
bead was found in bis girdle; but tbe policeman wbo bad first 
reached bim, as powerful a man as himself, bad pinioned bis 
arms at once, and be was helpless. 

“ Salaam, Jemadar ! ” said tbe prisoner, as Azrael was brought 
in, “ I am here before you, and I shall tell all. Dohai Feringee 
ka ! ” he cried with a loud voice, “ Justice from the English ! I, 
Beerbul, demand my life according to the proclamation, and I 
will tell all. Dohai! Dohai! But first take his spear from 
him,” he continued ; “ if he gets a hand loose, some of ye will 
be killed. It is in bis girdle.” 

A policeman felt for it, and produced tbe blade. Broad* 
and with a long, fine point, the edges were as sharp as a razor* 
and there were two rings, with dots between them, of inlaid 
gold on tbe lower end. 

’“Now fit it on tbe staff,” continued tbe prisoner, “and you 
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will see. wliat killed Huree Das, tlie goldsmith, and many 
another.” 

It was in truth a fearful weapon, and was put aside. 

Then silence fell on all, as the prisoner, in a clear voice, # 
begun his tale. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
seeta’s testimony. 

The evidence of the Dacoit tallied in all respects with the facts 
already recorded. The poliee offieer had cautioned him that 
what he said would he used against him, and that he himself 
had no power to confirm the proclamation in his case; but the 
man was excited, and only cried the more, “ Dohai! Dohai ! let 
me speak ! let me speak ! ” 

These arrests, and their consequences, spread at once over 
the bazaar. Several of the best goldsmiths were ealled upon to 
examine the anklet, and one and all not only recognized the 
marks of Narendra and Huree Das, but one man deposed that 
ite links of it were the work of Narendra’s own hands, and that 
no one could make such but him. After hearing the proceedings, 
Narendra’s correspondent at Noorpoor wrote a full account of 
the whole to him, and promised further news as it should 
transpire. 

Narendra had been much affected by the news. It was, as 
it were, beginning the miserable affair over again, and lie 
dreaded its effect on Seeta. The letter, had come by private 
express, and very rapidly; and it was next to impossible that 
any one in the town could have heard of the event but himself. 
He would not have Seeta learn it at second hand; and though 
his clerks sitting round the room, the cashier and the book¬ 
keeper, were most curious to hear the news, Narendra would 
tell'.them; nothing, and at once Went Upstairs to his grand¬ 
daughter. Tie had the letter in his hand as he entered her 
room, ahe? Seeta; who was playing with her boy, looked up in 
some, amazement. 

“Thou shouldst not see me thus,” sheiaid, hastily gathering 
up ;hev beautiful hair, and drawing lief sarce oyer her head. 
“Q grandfather, what is it? And thou didst not send word? 
W^nld I not haye come to thee?” and she rose and touched his 
feet. # . - , 

v , “ I would have no one know it before Thee,, my child,” he 
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said, sitting down Reside lier; “this letter is.from Noorpoor, 
and it tells me the fellow to thy anklet has been found.” 

“ Found ! ” she eried, “ and the men who took it? ” 

“Not all,” he replied, “only two of them as yet; one had 
the anklet, and he has confessed. The other is-” 

“ The Brahmin! ” exclaimed Seeta ; “ I know it, I already 
know it,” she continued, elapping her hands in her exeitement; 
“ I have thought it, I have seen him in my dreams. Ah! the 
gods are just, and the brave English will not fear him as our 
people would. Justice will be done ! Dohai ! Dohai ! ” 

“Calm tliyself, child,” said the old man, gently; “it is a 
serious matter. I love the English, but they are no respecters 
of persons ; and thou wilt have to go before the magistrate if I 
eannot get him here to take thy evidence.” 

“ No! not here, not here,” said Seeta, now much exeited; 
“let me go to the eourt. What will the magistrate do to me, 
a widow? Do not all men praise him and Jove him? I was 
not afraid of the Brahmin, when I stepped over Ms body to 
meet him and-” 

• The flood of xecolleetion had been too powerful, and Seeta 
burst into a torrent of passionate tears and sobs wliieh brought 
Aunt Ella to the room hastily. At the sight of her Seeta 
rallied. “I will go,” she said, more ealmly; “no one shall 
stay me! ” 

“Where?” said the old lady, looking with bewildered eyes 
from one to the other; “ where ? What is all this ? Seeta, 
what has happened ? ” 

A few words explained all; and Aunt Ella, whose eourage 
nothing could daunt, said at once, “ Yes, she is right; she shall 
go, brother, and ought to go. It is no disgrace to one like her, 
who has never hid her face, to show it for the sake of justice— 
justice to her child! ” 

“Well,” said Narendra, “you are beth against me, and I 
have done ; but think how many will look at her; and if she’s 
afraid, and breaks down, what will become of our house ? ” 

“ I fear nothing, grandfather,” replied Seeta, firmly, 
nothing. In such a time, and to speak out my heart to one 
who would believe what I say, I would go even to Calcutta! ” 

“ Oh ! there is no fear of that,” said Narendra ; “ the matter 
will bo decided either at Noorpoor or here; we shall know 
soon. So if I get a summons, shall I agree that you will 
appear? ” 

“Send it to me if it is in my name,” replied Seeta, “I am 
not afraid to sign it.” 
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And when it came, the day after, she signed it, “ Seeta, tho 
widow of Huree Das/’ The summons cited her to appear as a 
witness in xlie Court of the Hon. Cyril Brandon. Acting Deputy 
Commissioner of Noorpoor, at Shah Gunje, on the tenth day of 
September. It was now the twenty-sixth of August. 

At Jsoorpoor, the examinations went on rapidly. The full 
confession of Beerbul Singh, the approver, had been recorded; 
and for the apprehension of some of the Dacoits concerned, who 
lived in the teiritories of the Nawab and the Rajah, parties of 
the Dacoity police had been despatched, who brought in ten of 
them in the course of a day or two. They seemed to be des¬ 
perate ruffians ; and were heavily ironed and strongly guarded, 
and kept apart from each other. Mr. [Noble, the Assistant 
Commissioner in charge of the station, was a young man wffio 
had recently joined the service. He had already distinguished 
himself in his examinations, and had been appointed to Noor- 
poor; but he did not see his way clearly in so important a case 
as this, and sought counsel from Mr. Mostyn, the Judge, who 
°dvised him to send the case for preliminary investigation on 
the spot by the Acting Deputy Commissioner, now absent on a 
distant tour, -and to prepare him to meet the prisoners at Shah 
Gunje as soon as possible. 

All these matters of official detail were soon arranged; and 
the prisoners were despatched on two carts, under the charge 
of a detachment of police, and a party of the irregular cavalry 
at Noorpoor. Among them was Azrael Pande, who, in all the 
examinations, had conducted himself with haughty defiance, and 
seemed to be indifferent to his fate. He had denied partici¬ 
pation in the Dacoity distinctly, and with some violence. He 
was a stranger, he said, from Oudh—a Brahmin, going on a 
pilgrimage to Eameshwur in pursuance of a vow, and taught 
and expounded the Shastres as he went. But this explanation 
had no effect upon the authorities, and no relaxation of his 
confinement had given him a chance of escape. At the end 
of the first march, however, an old comrade, now one of the 
police, was on guard over him; and was easily persuaded to 
contrive his flight if it'were possible. They Could traverse 
the jungles, Azrael said, with safety, and he had many friends 
who would shelter them both; but the opportunity did not 
occu v , the guards w~ere too vigilant, and in the course of a few 
days the escort reached Shah Gunje, and delivered up their 
prisoners safely, and were detained fur their return. 

Early on the morning of the tenth of September, as Seeta 
was looking from the oriel window over the town, she saw in 
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the grove near the priesis’ temple beyond it, a white tent rising 
slowly under the trees, and knew that the time of her examina¬ 
tion drew near. How often had she seen the tents of the 
English magistrate pitched there before, without a thought of 
him or of his business ? He came and went at stated periods, 
transacted his public affairs, received visits, and d'epaited as he 
came; now, however, it was very different. She seemed to 
have a direct coneern with him. "Would he be kind and con¬ 
siderate with her, or would he be rough and haughty, as she 
heard many English were? 

But she thought kindly of him. Every one spoke and thought 
well of him, she knew, and manyWere warm in his praises. He 
was courteous and just, she had often heard, and harmed no one. 
Surely he would do justice and help a widow and her child! 
If she were excited at the thought of appeariug in an open court, 
she concealed it; and when her aunt came to her presently, and 
told her to prepare herself, she arose and obeyed her cheerfully. 
“ I shall take my child with me,” she said quietly. “ I must 
show his wound to the magistral e.” It was in vain that Aunt 
Ella tried to dissuade her. What evil eye might not he cast 
upon him ? The dreaded Brahmin might curse him, curse them 
both; but Seeta was very firm. “ We are in C4od's hands,” she 
said gently. “ 0 Aunt Ella, help me; but do not try to alarm 
me or turn me from ibis my duty and my solemn vow, and I 
will not fail.” 

Eleven o’clock had been fixed as the time, and Sceta was 
dressed and ready. Wever had her aunt and her grandfather 
seen her look more radiantly beautiful, as she descended the 
stairs, with her child on her hip, and reached the basement 
floor. Aunt Ella was deeply moved, and put her hands on her 
head to bless her. 

“ Put your hands on my head,” she said humbly to her 
grandfather, who was also ready. “ Bless me and the boy, and 
no evil can come nigh us.” Narendra could not well speak, but 
he did'as she wished, and his prayer for her was earnest and 
fervent. “ The priest is here,” he continued, “ and will bless 
thee too, Seeta, and we will all go together.” And then "Wamun 
Bhut came forward and laid his hands upon her head and the 
child’s, and blessed them both. “ Be fearless, daughter,” he 
said; “no one will harm you or distress you, and least of all 
Mr. Brandon.” 

It was not far to the tents. The prisoners had not arrived 
yet, hut were on their way, and the palankeen was put down in 
the shade, where the party seated themselves under a large 



fiO 


SEETA. 


mango tree at a little distance and waited patiently. Seeta’s 
child was in the wildest delight, for the camp was a new sight 
to him. The fresh green grass was covered with tiny wild 
flowers; the white tents, the people moving about them; the 
horses and camels, and a great elephant, almost bewildered the 
boy; but he looked brave and fearless, and his mother caught 
him to her breast with a glow of pride. 

Presently they heard the clanking sounds of heavy irons, and 
the prisoners and their guards moved up the slope of the knoll 
on which the tents stood, at a slow paee. Seeta’s eye at onee 
recognized the tall figure of the Brahmin; but she could not see 
his features. She shuddered as the scene of blood appeared 
onee more before her eyes; but her spirit seemed to rise within 
her as the time passed. At home, and since the summons, she 
had often felt anxious and nervous ; but as her hour of trial 
came near, all feeling of apprehension had passed away. She 
might be ashamed before the magistrate; but she had a solemn 
duty to do, and was fearless. Then they saw the magistrate, a 
tall, fair young man, with a quick, strong step, pass from his 
private tent into the public Kueherry; and after an interval of 
almost breathless silence among them, a messenger came forward 
and cried in a loud voice, “SeeJa, widow of Huree Das, appear 
in court and give your testimony ! ” And the party arose and 
followed him. 

There had been some previous depositions and other papers 
read, such as the verdict of the inquest, the police reports from 
Gokulpoor, the depositions of the goldsmiths of Noorpoor, 
and others; and the magistrate was examining the signature 
of Seeta’s summons with a curious interest. The characters, 
“ Seeta, widow of IXuree Das,” were a r ery delicate and beauti¬ 
ful ; he had never seen such before, and he marvelled that a 
woman could have written them. “ Surely they are not her 
own,” he said to his Serishtadar, or head officer. “ No woman 
could write like this.” 

“She is a strange girl,” lie replied, “and people say she is 
very learned. Yes, the signature is her own doubtle>s ; no man 
could writ© like that.” And hearing this, CyriDSrandon only 
wondered the more. “What would she be like?” In his own 
mind he had concluded that Seeta would be in no wise different 
from other women of her class; quiet, modest, and .timid, yet iu 
no degree interesting; and having directed her to be called in, 
lie looked round. 

The rent was a large one. At one side of it were the 
prisoners, now sitting on the ground, guarded by poliee Sepoys; 
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on the other, the scribes and officers of the eourt were seated 
writing. Near Mr. Brandon were his Seiishtadar, a quiek- 
handed scribe to write depositions, and a pleader from Noorpoor, 
who attended on behalf of the prisoners in general, and of the 
Brahmin in particular. Cyril Brandon was seated before a 
small table, on whieh were writing materials and a book for 
reference. 

As Seeta and her aunt entered with the priest and her grand¬ 
father, the tent door was somewhat darkened; but as she took 
the place assigned to her, the light from without fell full upon 
her, and the young magistrate thought he had never seen any 
woman more lovely, lie could, indeed, scarcely suppress an. 
exclamation, of surprise; hut he checked himself, and holding 
up the summons, said gently, “ Seeta, the widow of Huree Das, 
is this your signature ? ” 

“ It is mine,” she said modestly, raising her eyes to his. 
“ With my own hand I wrote it, and I eoine of my own free 
will.” 

The large dewy eyes were soft and pleading, hut not 
irresolute, and the girl was quite calm. Seeta had dressed her-' 
self in a rich silk saree of a green colour, shot with crimson, 
which had heavy borders and ends of gold thread, and the end, 
whieh she had passed over her head, fell on her right arm and 
contrasted vividly with its fair colour and rounded outline. If 
her features were not exactly regular, they were very sweet 
and full of expression; her eyes were large and soft, of that 
clear dark brown whieh, like a dog’s, is always so loving and 
true. If the mouth were a shade too full for exact symmetry, 
it was mobile and expressive, and the curves of the upper lip 
constantly varied. For a native woman, Cyril Brandon had 
never seen any one so fair or of so tender a tono of colour. 
Such, he remembered, were many of the lovely women of 
Titian's pictures—a rieh golden olive, with a bright carnation 
tint rising under the skin—and Seeta’s was like them. One in 
particular eame to his memory liko a flash—the wife of the 
Due d’Avalos, in the Louvre picture; or Titian’s Daughter, 
carrying fruits and flowers, at Berlin. He eouid not see muelr 
of Seeta’s figure ; but the small, graeeful head, the rounded arm, 
the tiny foot, the graeeful movement of the neek, and her springy 
lithe step as she had entered the tent, assured him that it could 
not be less beautiful than the faee. It was curious, too, that-all 
present in the eourt had been exeited, and a sound as if of a 
long-drawn breath had gone out even from some of the prisoners, 
who still sat on the floor. 
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“You are ealled, lady,” said Cyril Brandon, “to speak to 
painful eireumstances; but fear not, j-ou are under the protec¬ 
tion of the law, and no one can harm you. You must affirm in 
God’s presence that yon will speak the truth, without fear and 
without prejudice. Wliat is your age, and where do you live ?” 

“I will speak the truth,” she said ealmly, “ before the gods 
and you. I have no fear. What I saw I will tell. I am 
seventeen years old, and I live now with my grandfather, who 
is present.” 

“ Will you be seated?” he asked, -when this was recorded. 

“No,” she said, “I am not tired, and would. rather stand,” 
and so was told to proceed. 

Wc know so much already of what she had to say, that there 
is little occasion to repeat it. Seeta narrated how she had spent 
the day at Shah Gunje, how her grandfather had sent her home 
in his palankeen, and how she had employed herself till the 
evening, when Bam Das came in. She had not heard all that 
lie had said; but she had seen her husband tear up a paper, and 
set fire to it; and that Earn Das had tried to snateh it from 
him, but had been held baek, and there was a slight struggle, 
after which Earn Das rose up in anger, and went away. She 
was vexed, she said, and anxious, because there had been already 
*o many altercations between them; but her husband made light 
of it, told her to go to rest, and went to work at some ornaments 
that were needed; and it was, perhaps, midnight when he 
ceased. By his desire she had laid his bedding in the outer 
verandah, where he sat by day; but she did not go to him lor 
some time, as she was tending her child. 

“ I could not aceount for it/* she continued; and wc may 
now follow her deposition. “ I was sad and could not sleep ; and 
I took the boy and sat down beside my husband, and kept the 
musquitoes from him. I don’t know how the night passed ; 
but I was wide awake, and was waiting till sleep should come to 
me. After some time I heard a cry and a groan a long way oft. 
and I had nearly awakened my husband, but nothing followed, 
and I was tranquil again. By this time the moon had risen, 
yet there was not much light. Then I heard a noise as if the 
outer gate were shaken; but I said to myself, it is only the 
watchmen, Rama and Boodoo, and I felt no fear. And there 
was silence again, perhaps for five minutes. Then came the 
sound of treading feet. I thought it might be our people 
eoming in from watching in the fields ; but no one spoke. 

‘•Tln?n the sound eamo nearer— nearer, nearer!” baid the 
girl, with strange action and emphasis; “ I pulled at my 
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husband, but be only turned over and said, ‘Let me sleep. 
Seeta,’ and he would not awake. Then I saw a man's head 
appear suddenly over the wall, about as high as that!—and 
she strelched forth her arm—“ above me and before me. I tried 
to cry out, but my tongue was parched, my mouth was dry. 
I could nut speak or scream, I could not pray. I was as one 
stricken with dumbness. I only pulled at my husband the 
more, and he pushed my hand away. Then the man, who 
I am sure saw me, leaped down on the roof of the guard shed, 
then to the ground, and cut the wooden bar of the door in two 
with his axe; and then, and then only, did my husband 
awake and rise. ‘ Away. Seeta! ’ he cried, as he snatched 
down his sword, * save the child; ’ and as he spoke, four 
men with blazing torches rushed in, followed by others, all 
with muffled faces. I do not know how many. 3Iy husband 
met them at the head of the steps, with his sword in his hand, 
and made a blow at the leading man, who was very tall, and 
stout like him ; the men with the torches were on each side of 
the steps. I had run into the oratory, the door of which was 
not-closed, and I could see everything as if it were day. I had 
my boy in my arms, and he was fast asleep; he rested, as he 
does now, on my hip. It was but a moment, when I saw my 
husband struck by the tall man in the chest with a spear, and 
others struck him also. Ho staggered back covered with blood, 
and fell towards me. I tried to catch him, hut he was too 
heavy, and I fell with him, I believe. I think, sir, now, that 
he was then dead, for he never moved that I remember.” 

She appeared to pause, and Cyril Brandon asked her kindly 
whether she would not have water. 

“ No, sir,” she said ; “ I have not much more to tell, and the 
scribe does not confuse me. He writes exactly what I say, does 
he not ?” 

“ Exactly,” he replied: “ word for word as you speak. 
Go on.” 

Then she continued: “I thought he was not dead, and had 
only fainted, and I know not what put it into my mind, but 
I took my saree thus ”—and. she let down the end from her 
head, and held it out in her hands—“ and stepped over my 
husband, and entreated the men to give him to me as a bridal 
gift, for the sake of their mothers and their children. 0, I 
implored them to hear me for my child’s sake! Yon know, sir, 
I could not make a more solemn appeal, and our fathers have 
told us that it is never refused. Ah, sir! they did refuse it.— 
they did refuse my cry! ” and for the first time, Brandon saw 
the tears rolling down her cheeks. 



04 


8EETA. 


“ The tall man sprang forward with a muttered eurse, and 
lie and two others struek their spears into my husband’s body 
many times; while a Daeoit, ere I had eeased speaking— 
another man—made a lunge at me with his spear, whieh 
wounded me in the side, and my boy in the leg. Look, sii 1 , 
here is the sear of my wound,” and she raised her saree from her 
arm for Biandon to see it; “and here is my boy’s wound too; 
look at it, sir, I am only speaking the truth before you and 
God. 

“ Then I lay as if dead, though I saw all that happened. 
One of the men came and tore my neeklace from my breast; 
another tried to loosen my anklets, and to.ok one. I see it on 
the table now, and this is the fellow-one; ” and she stooped 
down and loosened one from her ankle. “ Compare them, sir. 
My grandfather gave them to me, and he and my husband 
made them with' their own hands, and put marks on them. 
Then, as the man was pulling at the other anklet, I heard a 
shot without, and a great elamour; and the tall man inside 
came out: and as he moved, he lifted his bloody spear to strike 
me again. I was quite eonscious, and saw a gold rim round 
it glaneing in the light, and there were gold dots on it.” 

“Would you recognize it if you saw it again?” asked 
Brandon. 

“ I think so ; nay, I am sure I should,” she said, firmly; 
“ there were two gold rings and some dots between; and I had 
seen them while the man was digging the floor with a pickaxe 
and had put down his spear; the blade was elose to me.” 

“Is this it, lady?” asked Brandon. “Show it to her, one 
of ye” 

Seeta shuddered visibly; but, looking at Asrael Pande’s 
spear, the weapon found on him at Noorpoor, she said, in a firm 
clear voice, “ That is the spear; here are the gold rims round 
the shaft, and the gold dots between. Yes, it was that by 
whieh my husband was killed.” 

“ And were you wounded by it ? ” 

“ No, sir, that was a long narrow blade; but I should know 
it, I am sure, if I saw it.” 

“ Let this weapon be sent for,” said Brandon; “ they ought 
all to have been here. Have you more to tell?” he enquired of 
Seeta; “ if so, proeced.” 

*• I have said that the tall man lifted his spear upon me/ 1 
she continued ; “ but as he did so, a man next him said in a 
craeked, squeaking voice, 4 Do not strike a dead woman, master ; 
I killed her myself; ’ and so they passed on. I owe my life. 
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sir, to that man, and should know his voiee among a thousand. 55 
As she spoke, one of the prisoners, who had stood in the centre 
of the row of twelve, by a desperate effort and in spite of his 
irons, rushed aeross the tent floor and threw himself at Seeta’s 
feet, with his arms spread out, sobbing and crying in almost 
a child’s squeaking treble, “ It was I, lady, it was I ; 0 save 
me ! for I saved you and the child. O, I will tell all ! I will 
tell all! whether I live or die, I will tell all! 55 

“Sir, 55 exelaimed Seeta, again sobbing, “that is his voiee— 
that is the man. 0 spare him for my sake, and the ehild’s 
whom he saved! 55 and she held out her saree as she had done 
before. 

If there was one time more than another in the eourse of 
her deposition in whieh Brandon had been struek with the 
wondrous beauty and spirit of the girl, it was now. With her 
eyes sparkling with exeitement, her cheeks wet with tears, her 
head bare, her bosom heaving, her arms stretehed out to him, 
her figure poised on her advaneed foot, pleading to him—en¬ 
treating him to spare the man who had spared her! Suek a 
scene might be told in a romanee, he thought, but here was very 
grave reality. 

“ I will make him an approver, and his life is safe if he is 
true and faithful, 55 returned Brandon; “and now look round* 
lady, 55 he continued, “look on the prisoners, and see if you 
reeognize any of tKem. Put them one by one in the broad 
light, sepoy, that she may see them plainly. 55 

Seeta looked at them, one by one, but shook her head. 
Azrael Pande was the last but two in the row, and she paused 
before him. “This is the Oudh Brahmin, 55 sho said, “who 
reeited in our house the day before the Dacoity, and in that 
of Ptarn Das the day before that. I remember him perfectly ; 
he has jagged teeth. If he, indeed, was the owner of the spear, 
let it be deeided whether he killed my husband, or another. 
And 0, sir! 55 she continued to Brandon, “when the tall man 
spoke to that man in the oratory 55 —and she pointed to the 
prisoner who had cried out to her—“he said these words, ‘They 
dare not elose with us, the eowards; but we must go—eome 
away. 5 If you will get him to repeat these words, I shall know 
the voiee; but I was almost certain then,.that it was that of 
the Brahmin who reeited 4 SavitVi 5 to me tlie. day before. 55 
* Azrael did not speak. Il'is adviser told e liim to be silent; 
but the prisoner, Buldeo Singh, was irrepressible: “ He said 
them to me—he said them to me, 55 he eried, “just a a he raised 
his spear to strike her. How true she is! 55 
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“ Silenee in the eourt! ” eried Brandon; for a murmur of 
wonder and admiration had arisen. “ There must be no speak¬ 
ing or demonstration. Let the witness’s deposition be read 
over, and let her sign it and depart; that is,” he added to the 
pleader, “if you have no questions.” 

“I have none to this witness,” he replied; “I shall eross- 
examine her on the trial.” 

Then Seeta’s evidence was read over to her, and she said it 
was eovreet; and sitting down, she took the paper, and in the 
same handwriting as before wrote, “ Seeta, the widow of Huree 
Las. This is the truth.” 

“ You may take her home, Xarendra,” said Mr. Brandon, 
“and be proud of her all your life. Never before, in the eourse 
of my experience, have I heard evidence given so elearly, so 
firmly, or so minutely. I honour her, sir, and every one in this 
eourt sympathizes with her, and with yon.” 

The old man broke down fairly; but he said at last, “ To say 
we are grateful for your eourtesy, sir, is little. I would we 
knew how to show it. I thank you, sir, on the part of my 
granddaughter, most humbly.” And as the old man spoke, 
Brandon thought ho saw a soft expression of gratitude on the 
giiTs faeo and in her eyes, which he had not seen before, as she 
passed out. Should he ever see her again? Most likely never; 
for the trial would be held at Noorpoor, and he would perhaps 
be far away. 

He had yet much to do, and many other witnesses had to be 
examined. Of these, perhaps, Wamun Bhut, who swore dis¬ 
tinctly to the prisoner Azrael, to his having lived in the temple 
close by till the afternoon of the Laeoity, and to Buldeo und 
three other men, who were in attendance on him then—was the 
most important. 

So next day the ease was completed, and eleven of the gang 
committed for trial at the Noorpoor eourt. One, Buldeo, was 
held baek as Queen’s evidenee, and the ease at Shah Gunje 
closed; but to the last day of his life, Seeta’s testimony was not 
forgotten by Mr. Brandon. 

“ I told you, grandfather, and you, Aunt Ella, that I should 
not fail,” said Seeta, with flashing eyes, as she went out; “and 
now it is done, and he was kind to me. And was not the boy 
a hero? Did he blench from the trial?” But they w^ere too 
muen moved to reply. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

SOCIETY AT XOOIU'OOR. 

The Honourable Cyril Brandon was at present Aeting Deputy 
Commissioner of the Noorpoor District. He was in reality the 
first assistant; but liis superior officer, Major Grant, broken 
clown by long-continued illness, had gone to Calcutta on leave 
of absence, and had written to saj- he should proceed to England, 
if permitted to do so, on sick leave. Mr. Brandon had, there¬ 
fore, the prospect of a long incumbency. Ho was descended 
from an ancient family- which was possessed of considerable 

estates in -shire; and Hylton Hall, the family seat, a noble 

specimen of the Tudor style of domestic architecture, was ono 
of the show places of the eounty. In the reign of Queen Anne, 
George Hylton, conspicuous for his loyalty and important local 
services, was raised to the peerage under the title of Bax-on 
Hylton, of Hylton. Many thought, in consideration of the 
antiquity and proud local position of the family, that the ac? 
ceptance of a peerage was unnecessary and derogatory, and 
might have been avoided or declined; but the person on whom 
it was conferred was an ardent loyalist, and held that com¬ 
pliance with the wish of his Sovereign was his true test of 
duty. Cyril Braixdon’s father, Cyril, was the youngest of two 
brothers; the eldest, John, held the title and estates, which, 
having been encumbered by heavy mortgages in the lives of his 
father and grandfather, were considerably reduced in income, 
and afforded only a comparatively small allowance to Cyi'il, the 
youngest, who, being educated for the Bar, had succeeded fairly, 
and with his allowance from the estate and his wife's fortune, 
lived comfortably in London and on the Continent by turns. 

John, Lord Hylton, had married; but his wife was delicate, 
and she eventually died childless. About four years before the 
date of this history, Lord Hylton had also died, and his brother 
Cyril had succeeded him. If this event eould have been fore¬ 
seen, it is most probable that he would have provided otherwise 
for his second son than by sending him to Haileybury College, 
and allowing him to enter the Civil Service of India; but the 
young Cyril had ehosen this profession deliberately. India, and 
its history and people, had always faseinated him: and he 
studied the great characters, who had gained fame there, and 
burned to emulate them. In England there appeared to be 
no chance of distinction except by a lifelong strife. He might 





GS 


SEETA. 


accept an annuity from his father, and take his chance at the 
Bar, in the army, or even in the church. He was offered help 
in any of these professions; hut he chose the Indian Civil 
Service in preference to all, and after some opposition on the 
part of his mother, was allowed to do as he wished. 

About two years ago, his father, who had been always some¬ 
what delicate, suddenly drooped and died; and he was succeeded 
by his eldest son, John, the present Lord Hylton, who, with his 
mother and sisters, Florence and Augusta, made up the number 
of the family. Florence was older than Cyril, and had married 
early, indeed before he went to India. Augusta, several years 
younger than himself, was still unmarried. There had been 
two children between Cyril and her, one of whom, a boy, had 
died as a child; the other, Julia, after giving great promise of 
beauty and talent, fell into a consumption, and had died shortly 
before her father, and many thought that this event had hastened 
his end. 

So it was, that Cyril Brandon had come to India ; at first as 
plain Mr. Brandon, but assuming, on his father’s succession to 
the title, the distinction of Honourable, according to custofu. 
It is not necessary for me to follow his progress in India. If 
e^en he had been unconnected with the peerage, his strong 
talent would have soon won him a good position. He had 
studied hard at Ilaileybury; carried off-repeated prizes in 
Sanscrit, of which he was vciy fond, and in Persian, law, and 
other branches of the college course ; and his perfect acquaint¬ 
ance with French and Italian, gained as a boy in the frequent 
residence of his father at Paris, Florence, and Home, gave him 
a great advantage over his fellow-students in regard to modern 
languages. He was deficient, no doubt, in Greek and Latin; 
but had gained enough of both to preserve him from actual 
failure. He was an excellent draughtsman and artist: and hi& 
mother, herself an admirable musician, had had him well taught 
at Florence, both to play and to sing. 

Under the effects of successful examination at Calcutta, 
therefore, the influence of many, and perhaps unusual, accom¬ 
plishments, and a pleasant cheerful manner and presence, com¬ 
bined with the strong interest of his family connection, young 
Brandon was offered his choice of the department he would 
serve in; and under the advico of a friend, who held a high 
official position, he 1 chose the hfoh-Eegulation Provinces, as 
affording the best field for exertion. “ Think for yourself, act 
for yourselfwrote' his friend; “never fear responsibility, and 
when you can seo your Avay to an improvement, state it boldly^ 



SOCIETY AT NOORFOOB. 


69 


and you may bo sure that the present head of the Government 
will not fail to support you, and will notice you when you least 
expect it.” 

Cyril Brandon had now been six years in India. He had 
landed a thin, spare youth, with, as his mother thought, a 
delicate constitution. Indeed, she had feared for him if he 
remained in England : and the greatest reason for her compliance 
with Cyril’s ardent desire to serve in India was, that he would 
grow up in a warm climate. He had now passed over the crisis, 
and from the first his health had been perfect. He was tall, 
extremely well made, and graceful in his movements. His 
features were not perhaps strictly regular, yet lie was, no doubt, 
very handsome. What you saw at once were a broad, white 
forehead, over which his glossy brown hair clustered in heavy 
waves, strong eyebrows, with very clear, earnest blue eyes, 
shaded by long dark eyelashes, a pleasant mouth, a bright com¬ 
plexion, very white teeth, with a full chin, in which, and in 
the face generally, there was much character and determination. 
He wore both moustache and beard, of a rich brown, soft and 
early; and his complexion, always palo in England, was now 
ruddy and healthy. The climate of the high plateau on which 
his district was situated, was, for India, bracing and genial, apd 
3iad suited him exactly. From the first he had followed field 
sports with ardour, and there was no better shot, either with 
gun or rifle, and no bolder rider in the country. 

Among the native people of his district, he had already 
become even more than popular. His never-failing affability 
and good temper, his cheerful patience, his ready accessibility, 
even to the most humble, his evident desire for the improve¬ 
ment and advancement of all classes, and his efforts, as much as 
lay in his power, to soften down the hard mechanical actions and 
rules of official life—had won him, as.I have said, more than 
ordinary popularity; and as he became better known, year by 
year, the fine qualities of his character had heeomc more and 
more appreciated. IIo did not know it, but many a dame, 
humble as she might he, repeated his name with that of her. 
household gods each night, as she lighted the lamp before the 
simple shrine of her faith, and taught her children to say it. 
Many a rude village poet had written ballads, and the minstrels 
had sung them to his praise, at village festivals. He hqd per¬ 
fectly acquired the common vernacular dialect of his province, 
and spoke it almost as one of the people ; and he was able -to 
read and answer his ordinary letters without difficulty or error. 

Cyril Brandon had many native friends of all classes. Re 
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had studied their manners and customs very deeply, and the 
people were therefore perfectly at case with him; but he was 
so strict and so impartial in his duties, that no one ever dreamed 
of taking a liberty. He never permitted flattery, whieh few 
dared attempt. Perhaps Cyril's high birth and family, which 
were known to all soon after he arrived in the district, helped 
him considerably ; for there is indeed no point on which natives 
of India are more curious, and none which, when joined with 
other qualities, so soon or so completely influences popular 
estimation, as gentle descent; and Cyril's justice and generosity, 
and the sweet charm of his manner, blending the real with their 
ideal, won all hearts. He had enemies no doubt, as who has 
not ? for he had put down crime with a strong unswerving 
hand, as far as he could trace it; and he was equally stern in 
the suppression of all petty exaction, oppression, and peculation. 
While he admired the simple habits, the charity, the devotion, 
and faith one to another, in many relations of life among the 
people, yet their faults were equally prominent to him; and 
while his official duties necessarily brought out the strongest 
points of deceit and crime, ho would turn, with never-failing 
appreciation, to the higher qualities by which he was sur¬ 
rounded. 

I wish, I wish heartily, that there were more men like Cyril 
Brandon, though there are still many. Such as he had won 
the highest honours of Indian administration, had been rulers of 
millions of the people, had led armies and eonquered, and still 
lived as household words in the thoughts and memories of all 
creeds and classes. Not such, however, are the men who declare 
India to be “an infernal hole;” who speak and think con¬ 
temptuously of its people, who deny them their S3 r mpathy and 
help, who hold them as “ niggers ” and “ black fellows,” as if 
they were negro savages, who override them haughtily, who 
despise and refuse their society, and never even attempt their 
friendship, and eonsider themselves demeaned by any concession 
to their manners or long-existing customs. „ Are not these men 
understood ? Surely they are, and despised also ! and alas ! that 
only too many such have sprung up in those latter days, who, 
in their arrogance, deem themselves wiser than those good and 
great men, who set a mark upon their times whieh will ever 
live in the annals of India's history. 

If the sketch I have given of Cyril Brandon be appreciated 
by the reader—and it is no ideal portrait—he will understand, 
perhaps, how Narendra and his granddaughter had been 
affeeted by his simple courtesy and kindness, and how, as they 
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returned home, they had reviewed every ineident of tlio day. 
How proud were Narendra and Aunt Ella of their ehild! how 
proud was Seeta of her boy! Every now and then Aunt 
Elia had taken him from his mother, and had tried to amuse 
him: but tho little fellow seemed to think that his place 
was by his mother, and he was restless until he got to her 
again. Never had Narendra seen so much of the magistrate 
before. Oeeasionally, with other members of his guild, he had 
paid an offieial visit, but little passed then. Now he could 
converse freely with Wamun Bhut about him; and I think the 
evening game of chess, as Seeta sat by listening to all they said, 
was badly played by both. The priest had lived more among 
the people at large than Narendra, and had heard more than he. 
Now, he told many a pleasant tale of Cyril’s justiee, and many, 
many an incident of daring in the pursuit and eapture of 
robber gangs, and the slaughter of tigers by the brave young 
magistrate. Many a proof too of the respeet and love in whieh 
he was held by all elasses. And Seeta listened wonderingly. 
Then he was a seholar, as well; and Baba Sahib, the„ Serish- 
tadar, had told him how he had found his master reading the 
“ Bhugwut Geeta” and other Sanskrit books far into the night, 
and had*often to help him, or send for a Pundit to do so. And 
all this sank into Seeta’s heart. 

The day after, they had to go again to the Kucherry, and 
Seeta had seleeted a narrow spear with a long double-edged 
blade, as the weapon by which she had been wounded, from 
among a heap of arms shown to> her, whieh was declared to be 
the property of one of the prisoners, and had been found in his 
house. Narendra and the priest had to be cross-examined by 
the pleader, who tried to browbeat them, but in vain ; and the 
presence of Azrael Pande in Shah Gunje on the day of tho 
Daeoity, and before that, was sworn to by many witnesses. In 
short, the preliminary evidence was complete. Several other 
members of the gang had sinee been arrested, and were in the 
Noorpoor jail: Seeta and others, as a matter of form, had been 
bound over to appear, and the ease was formally committed for 
trial at Noorpoor. But Earn Das had eseaped, at least for tho 
present. 

The soeiety at Noorpoor was mueh like what exists in other 
English stations of the same elass where the civil and military 
are combined; and we may see something of it by-and-by. A 
good deal of excitement had been caused by the recent arrival 
of a young lady from England, Miss Home, who had joined -her 
parents, Dr. Homo being tho chief surgeon of tho station. The 
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mess of the-native infantry had arranged to welcome her 

a ball; and an invitation had conic to Cyril, whose eamp was 
now not far from the station—at least within easy riding distance. 
Writing therefore to his friend Mostyn that he should eomo to 
stay a day or two with him, Cyril rode into Noorpoor on thb 
morning of the ball, called on some of his friends after break¬ 
fast, and took his “tiffin” or lunch at the mess; but lie saw 
few of the ladies, who, it may well bo supposed, were deep in 
the inystcries of their several toilettes. Not that thero were 
many ladies either, and of them only a small proportion danced; 
but there were two unmarried ones present, and to them the 
certainty of the appearance of Cyril Brandon at the ball was 
put forth by those to whom they belonged with much emphasis. 

“ My darling, 55 said Mrs. Home, rushing into her fair 
daughter’s room as Cyril had just left the house, “ lie is coming 
to the ball, for I heard him tell your father so ; now, mind you 
are careful. 55 

“Of what, mamma? 55 asked Luey, looking round—she was 
helping the domestic tailor to take, the creases out of a rumpled 
grenadine dress, whieli had not been improved by its journey 
from England. * 

“Why, of Mr. Brandon, my pet, 55 she replied; “you know 
he is an Honourable, and .the brother of Lord Hylton, and his 
mother is Lady Hylton.” 

“Well, I suppose sheas,” said the girl, laughing; “what in 
the world does it matter*to me? I wish you would explain to 
this stupid man that I‘don’t want the dress pawed, and I can’t 
make him understand ” 

“ Never mind the dress, Luey; it will be the best there, and 
you wall be the prettiest girl. If—if Mr. Brandon now should 
notiee you, Luey, don’t cheek him, don’t snub him—you are 

very fond, I think, of snubbing young men, even when-” 

“When they are staff officers, mamma ! ” she said, demurely, 
and w T ith a low purtsey, “as you told me the other day. Oh 
ho ! I could not think of doing such a thing to the 4 Honourable 
Cyril; 5 but I klaro say he is as great a bore as any of them, 
talking of nothing but what the men of ‘ Ours 5 do, and their 
horses, and the mess, and tigers, and pigs; but if he is nice, 
may I dance two or three, times with him ? ” 

“You may dance, twice, but not more the first time, my 
dear,*' replied her mother; “so bo careful.” 

But Luey Home did find Cyril Brandon very different to tne 
rest of her; male acquaintances: and she interested him, too, 
Considerably. She was very pretty, had a very interesting. 
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soft, expressive faee, and a good figure. She looked like a lady, 
and was by far the best-dressed person in the room; indeed, 

I should hardly like to dcseribe the faded and tumbled con¬ 
dition of many of the ladies’ garments, for fear of being called 
•ill-natured. Cyril Brandon had not felt himself obliged to 
danee the first quadrille, which consisted of twelve eouples— the 
twelfth being made up by two youngsters of one of the regi¬ 
ments—so he stood looking on, ehatting to Mostyn. 1 am 
afraid they were both somewhat free in their remarks in regard 
to some of the ladies. However, when the quadrille was ended, 
Cyril went up to Mrs. Home and begged to bo introduced to 
her daughter—a eeremony whieh afforded her sincere pleasure. 
He had been attracted by Lucy’s gogd style, and asked her for 
the first waltz. Luey bowed her aeeeptanee, and they went 
away together. Mrs. Home watehod them as they flew round 
the room to one of Gungl’s best waltzes; and certainly they were 
a remarkably handsome eouple. Even Mostyn, who looked on, 
said to himself, “ He might do worse than take her, and if they 
don’t try to fling her at his head, he may.” 

They did not converse muchwhile they were daneing; but 
when the waltz eeased, Cyril took Luey to a seat, a long way 
from her mother, and sat down by her. Then they began to 
talk of common things, of ordinary books, of pictures, and of 
music. I should have written he, instead of they, for Cyril had 
gone over all the subjects he eould think of, in the hope of 
interesting or exciting her; but she had replied very little, so 
little that he attributed it to natural shyness; and when she 
had finished another quadrille with a captain of Irregular 
Cavalry, Cyril asked her for the ensuing galop, and danced it 
with her. Certainly, for the time, he was interested, and the 
girl’s sweet pleading faee told him he had interested her; but 
he felt there was no echo of vdiat he had spoken of—none. She 
had not read mueh, she said, only sehool-boobs. She did not 
draw. She had never seen pictures except when IJncle John 
had onee taken her to the Exhibition in London, but she re¬ 
membered none of them. She was very fond of hearing music, 
she said, but she played a very little, and eould never learn 
difficult pieces or sing in parts. Yes, she had learned some 
ballads of Claribel’s and others, whieh were very sweet; but 
they did not teach her more, and perhaps she did not care 
enough about musie to teaeh herself any. Novels? Oh no; 
her aunt would never let her read novels at home ; but the girls 
at sehool had some, whieh were delieious, and she had read some 
in the station library. Perhaps we need not further dilate 
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upon Lucy Home’s accomplishments, wliieh were indeed but too 
few. French ? She only kneAv it from her exercises, she said, 
but could not speak it. Italian ? Oh, not at all! I believe 
Cyril would have gone on with his quiet cross-questioning, 
which did not appear to disturb his partner in the least; but he 
became ashamed of it, and rattled on to her of matters of station 
life, told her he lived like a wild Indian, which perhaps she 
partly believed, and proposed another war-danee, as he called it, 
which was a polka mazurka, and whieh he daneed after a wild 
German fashion. Then he took her in to supper. 

Mamma did not interfere; she was, indeed, in the highest 
condition of delight; but other matrons thought Lucy a terrible 
flirt, and the captain of Irregular Cavalry had stood beside one 
of the doors gnawing his moustachios in cruel vexation. Why, 
ho thought he had made some impression, but that fellow Bran¬ 
don with his airs- 

“ Well, mamma,” asked Lucy, when they got home, and she 
was undressing, “ did I snub him ? ” 

“No, indeed, my darling, you behaved beautifully, but you 
shouldn’t have danced tho last mazurka with him; there was 
that poor Captain Hobson looking quite miserable.” 

“But oh, mamma, he dances so beautifully and lightly! 
Hobson can’t danee a bit. I eouldn’t refuse Mr. Brandon.” 

“What were you talking about, Luey, so long?” 

“ Oh, nothing,” she said; “ only books, and music, and 
pictures, and all that sort of thing; but he is too clever for me, 
mamma; I was afraid of him; I could not say a word.” 

“Nonsense, child,” replied her mother; “all I know is that 
there was no one there to eompare with you, and I am sure he 
thought so too.” 

“ Cyril,” said Mostyn, as they walked home, “ you have been 
flirting desperately, young man. What will the matrons say ? 
Is it to be ? ” 

“Don’t be a goose, Philip,” replied the other, laughing— 
they always called each other by their Christian names—“ I was 
only picking her brains.” 

“ And did you find anything in them ?” 

“ Much chaff, but no grain,” said Cyril; “ and yet she is 
very pleasant, for all that—a relief, you know, after the jungles’ 
monotony.” 

* “ Then get you back to them as soon as may be, my deaf 
boy,” he replied more gravely, “ else you may do her harm and 
yourself too.” 

“ I will only wait for the mail, which will come in to-morrow, 
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and answer my letters, and then farewell to the fair Lucy. X 
assure you I talked no nonsense to her; not a bit, upon my 
honour.” 

“ So much the better,” said his friend drily ; and they sepa¬ 
rated for the night. 


CHAPTER X. 

LETTERS FROM HOME. 

The friends were sitting at an early breakfast next morning, 
when an attendant brought in the letters for both. The English 
mail had arrived; and setting aside a heap of newspapers and 
official despatches, Cyril hastily opened “ the family budget,” as 
he cheerily called it, and took from it several letters. The first 
was from his mother. As he read it, Philip Mostyn, who was 
reading his wife’s despatch, thought ho saw Cyril’s brow con¬ 
tract and his features grow grave as he refolded the letter and 
put it down. 

“ No bad news, I hope, Cyril ? ” he said. “ You looked grave 
as you read.” ‘ 

“ Well, I couldn’t help it,” he returned. “ You see, my lady 
mother has lost so many of us, and my father too, that she is 
getting all sorts of faneies into her dear old head about Hylton, 
and thinks he is delicate; and then she writes me a sermon 
about speculative young ladies, and implores mo to avoid them— 
just as if-” 

“ You hadn’t been flirting with Lucy Home all last night. 
Eh, Cyril? Oh, not at all. You needn’t blush.” , • 

“ Don’t talk nonsense,” was the reply. “ What did I tell 
you last night ? I did not talk nonsense; and upon my word, 
Philip,” continued Cyril, “now that I think of it,-I am quite 
ashamed of my * Mangnall’s Questions ’ sort of examination; 
but when she said she knew nothing I could not-believe her, 
and went on trying to find out whether she did not know some¬ 
thing. It was too bad, wasn’t it ? ” . ; .- 

“Ah!” said Mostyn, “that is the sad fate, of too many of 
the bright children me Indians send home. We think; and are 
told, that they are being taught everything, and ‘too many of 
them return to us knowing nothing. But what does it matter 
after all ? ” 

“ Not matter ? ” cried Cyril. “ Why ? ” 

“ Well, there is an example in point in poor Lucy. She is 
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very pretty, very; so lady-lilce too, and dances like a fairy. 
She can sing a song or two tolerably, and play a waltz or a 
quadrille, but is no musician; and upon my word I believe that’s 
all. She has evidently no msthetie tastes, but she is a capital 
hand at worsted-work and crochet, for I saw some of it myself. 
She appears very good-natured, too, and bears with that dreadful 
old mother of licrs sweetly. Perhaps she won’t object to sew 
buttons on her husband’s shirts when she gets one, and so she 
need be in no fear of a long spinsterlrood.” 

“ You are horribly satirical, Philip.” 

“ I am only speaking the truth,” he replied. “If all men 
in India were as aesthetic— -that’s the word, isn’t it?—as you, 
girls would have to be specially educated for them in England, 
and we should have flights of blue-stockings coming out by 
every mail. But they are not, you know; and so girls like 
Luey Home do very well, and settle down into capital wives. 
"What do you want more ? ” 

“ Well, I want something more, certainly. But let us see 
what my lord has to say. I hope he’s not as croaky as my 
mother. There,” he continued, after a time, “ that does >not 
read like a sick man’s letter.” And he threw it across the table. 
“ You may read it all, Philip.” 

It was a record of good sport, and hearty enjoyment of it. 
Lord Hyltcn had done well on the Moors in August, and was 
then anticipating good sport with the partridges at Hylton. 
There would be plenty of pheasants too, and they Avould have 
a pleasant party. Because he had caught cold last winter, and 
had a bad cough, his mother chose to be anxious, and wanted 
him to go to In' ice! But the whole thing was absurd, and he 
looked forward to the hunting with a determination to enjoy it. 
“ As to your coming home, which any lady is always thinking 
of,” ran one sentence, “ don’t think of it on my account; and 
unless you like, or need, to come, stay where you arc. I think 
you would get tired of England in a month, and long to he back 
among your own people. What would I not give to he with 
you one cold season and shoot tigers ! ” 

“ A very good letter,” said Mostyn, as he handed it back, 
“ and there is no sign of failing health in it. But I hope, Cyril, 
you are not thinking of going to England; it would be madness 
to give up your chance here. I had a letter from Calcutta 

yesterday, and my friend - mentions that lie liad seen Grant 

put on hoard the steamer with no hope of life, only the barest 
chance, and you are sure to succeed him.” 

“I trust lie may recover with all my heart,” said Cyril- 
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“but when lie comes out again it will be quite time for me 
to think of a ekange home. Till then, nothing will irnluee me 
to go; and if anything happened to poor Grant, and I am ap¬ 
pointed, there is really so mueh to do. No, I shall write to my 
mother to-day and tell-her I eannot eome.” 

“ That will be better than going to eall on Miss Lucy,” 
returned Mostyn ; “ but I must be off to Kueherry, and I leave 
you to your ehat with my lady. Of course you will tell 
her that you danoed sis danoos last night with the prettiest 
girl-” . 

“ Will you bo quiet?” eried Cyril. But Mostyn had fled, 
after discharging this parting shot. 

Cyril thought for awhile before going to his room to write. 
He had lighted a eigar, and went out into the verandah to one 
of the luxurious eliairs which were always there, and smoked in 
peaee and quiet. lie felt no anxiety for his brother, whoso 
strong, manly writing and its cheerful tone he read again. and 
put the letter into his poeket with a sigh of thankfulness. “ I 
will tell him to get a wife and settle clown,” he said, “for we 
all desire to see him happy; and ho might do so, now that the 
estate is lightened of; its load. 35 Then there was Augusta’s 
letter to read; and that sprightly young lady, after a detail of 
some balls and parties, had taken up her mother’s injunctions 
against marriage in Ipdia and wrote thus:— 

u I don’t urge you to eome home, Cyril; you arc very happy 
and very useful where you are; and though we should be 
delighted to have you, I for one—and John is quite of my 
opinion—should bo miserable if you eamo home and gave up 
your work while your heart is in it. Still we have our fears, 
mamma and I; ■ and I quite share her dread of your marrying 
and settling there. We feel how lonely you must often be, with 
nohody hut natives about you; and wo fear lest some bright 
damsel, who might eome to Noorpoor, should captivate you and 
take you from us. Don’t bo angry with me for writing this, for 
mamma is really anxious about it, and frets herself, darling old 
thing. Ho, dearest brother! by-and-by yon shall eome homo 
and take your ehoico. I have fully determined on being ono of 
your wife’s bridesmaids, and I will wait patiently till the time 
eomes. If you were to marry out there, what should wo know 
of her people ? They might he horrors , you know. But enough 
of this. I would, I declare, rather you married an Indian 
prineess than any of the young ladies who go out—the lovely 
Banee Gowreepoolee, if you like, who no doubt is first* cousin to 
the great Panjandrum.” 
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So Cyril, having finished his cigar, went into his room to 
write, and wc, who are privileged, may look over his letters and 
see part of what he wrote to his mother:— 

“ I eannot eome home,” he said, “ and yon would not wish to 
see me if you knew all I had to do, and how unfavourably sueh 
a step might influence my future prospeets. Grant, poor fellow, 
owing to his weak state of health, has left the affairs here in 
mueli arrear. The authorities are urgent with me to set them 
to rights, and I will, I must do it. There are a thousand things 
wanted: roads, bridges, sekools, dispensaries, police reform, and 
revenue reform; but I may spare you the detail, whieh you 
could not follow. If poor Grant w r ere to die—and I have heard 
the worst aceounts of him—I think I should' suecccd him, for 
my friends would not forget me, and I know Lord Dalhousie has 
put a good mark against my name. In any case I am safe, God 
willing, as aeting for Grant for two 3 r ears, and I can do muek in 
that time—not all, perhaps, that I wish, but a good deal; and 
should he rJuirn, and there is then nothing else to do, we ean 
diseuss th‘. subjeet again—not before. For myself I should 
prefer not returning till my first ten years arc over, and I ean 
demand my furlough. And altogether, when yon think the 
matter over, I am sure 3 t ou will agreo with me. As to John, he 
has written me the heartiest letter I ever got from him, and 
there is not a traec or a sign of failing in it; so I pray that 
he may be spared to us many, many years, and that he may 
soon marry and be happy. 

“ As to myself, dear mother, do not be anxious on that seore. 
In a station like Noorpoor, girls come and go, of eourse—many 
have eome and gone; but I want none of them. My work is 
wife and children to me. I live in it, I love it, and there is no 
room for a wife in my mind—none in my oeeupations, none in 
my designs. What eould I do with a wife in my eonstant 
travels about in this rough eountry ? She would either have to 
stay alone at Noorpoor, or be sent to the Hills. I have seen 
enough of sueh miserable separations not to attempt them my¬ 
self, or expose one I loved to them. I shall write the same to 
Augusta, who has delivered a homily to me after her own 
fashion, and says I may many a Eancc if I like—not one of 
your dreaded young ladies; and I am quite of her opinion, only 
I don’t see where the Banee is to eome from, or know where her 
cousin, the great Panjandrum, lives; else I might leave a eavd 
on him. Don’t be angry with this foolishness, dearest mother, 
but content yourself with my assuranee that I am as much; 

* afraid of speculative young ladies as you are! 
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“ I wish you could see how beautiful my dominions are at 
present. The weather is like an English spring, and I can ride 
or shoot at all hours. But I have not been shooting latety. I 
was obliged to go to a distant part of my distriet, to investigate 
a horrible case of murder and Daeoity, which has created an un¬ 
usual sensation, as the person murdered was a very respeetable 
and even wealthy person. I had never been there before, as 
that portion of the country was under poor Grant ; but I 
enjoyed it greatly, and the scenery is quite indescribably 
beautiful. There are deep glens breaking down from the table¬ 
land, covered with wood, and giving the loveliest views of the 
low country far away. There are waterfalls and precipiees, 
forests which seem to have no limit; and where the country is 
open, sueh fertile plains and undulating ground, studded with 
thriving towns and villages! O that I could show them to 
you I and indeed for a while my wild life would be pleasant to 
you, though you would soon tire of it. I have to go there 
again soon, for I want to lay out a road, and to have a dis¬ 
pensary and hospital built at Shah Gunje; and you know I 
haVe to be my own surveyor, and civil engineer, and architect, 
and all sorts of things. I shall have plenty of shooting too, for 
•nobody has interfered with the tigers there as yet, and there 
are abundanee of them, with bears and panthers, and deer ; and 
if I have time I can perhaps, get to where the bison are. I 
should like to send you a skin and a head of one for the hall. 
Don’t be anxious about my health. I assure yon I am a great, 
big, stout fellow, with rosy cheeks, a thick beard, and a noble 
appetite; and the more I am out after game of all kinds, the 
better for me. Some day or other I will take notes of one day’s 
work of all sorts, and when I have time write them out for 
you. I think they will amuse you immensely. Now, I can’t 
write more, for I have to answer John’s and Augusta’s letters, 
and have a heap of offieials to reply to besides. I am not in the 
station for good, only for the day, and shall ride out to my camp 
in the morning, which is thirty miles off. I only came in for a 
ball, and was daneing—with a very pretty partner too—till 
two o’cloek this morning! What will you say to such gay 
doings at Noorpoor ? ” 

“Well, have you finished your despatches?” asked Mostyn,_ 
as he returned from his Kuelierry in the afternoon. “ You' 
have had a quiet day, I hope, and no one to disturb you. Now 
I shall sit down and have a smoke, to soothe my nerves. Come 
and talk ; you have written enough.” 

“I harm written to them all, and even told the mother that 
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I liad been daneing with a very pretty girl till two o’clock in 
the morning . Was not that valiant?” 

44 Very, ” said Mostyn. 44 And you didn’t go and see her— 
on the sly, you know ? pour faire les adieux ? ” 

“ No,” replied Cyril, laughing, 44 I leave that to you, on mf 
behalf, to morrow. Go, my dear fellow, and tell her all sorts 
of stories of work, work, work; and that I am departed out of 
sight for many a day—gone to the wild Indian life I told 
her of And I hope Captain Hobson and she will have settled 
everything before I return.” 

4k I hope so too,” said Mostyn. 44 Hobson is a very good, 
kind fellow, and she could not do better than take him. If my 
wife now were here, she would have it all over in a fortnight. 
Yes, I will go to-morrow and make your excuses. I am not 
afraid of Lucy; but I know mamma will hato me for ever and 
a day. 4 For ever and a day I wears a green will-il-low,’ ” he 
sang dolefully. 44 Oh dear! Oh dear! And you really go to¬ 
morrow, Cyril? ” 

44 Yes, I have ordered my horse to be ready at four o’clock,” 
he replied. 44 And please tell your Khansaman to get a cup of 
coffee ready for me.” 

44 Of eourse, of course, and some hot toast. They shall be 
ready. But I had hoped you would stay for that Gokulpoor 
trial. I have been reading over the papers to-day. By Jove, 
what a case it is! and what evidence that girl Seeta gave! I 
never read anything like it. She will como to the trial, I hope.” 

44 1 think so,” said Cyril; 44 nay, I am sure of it; and if she 
gives the same evidence before you as she did to me, you will be 
as much surprised as I was. I shall never forget that morning 
of her first examination. Even old l'< ba Sahib was moved to 
tears, and I can’t say much for my own eyes.” 

44 Indeed! Well, I wish you would come in to see how the 
caso goes. I have fixed the trial for this day week; and Noble 
tells me there may .be one or two more apprehended of that 
desperate gang.” 

44 All that I hope, Philip, is that this trial may break up the 
Daeoityj system in the district. Ordinary crime one can pre¬ 
vent, perhaps; but these systematic combinations, like Thuggee, 
are hard to break. Here is Noblo coming,” he continued; 44 he 
may tell us something.” 

44 1 have got four more of them! ” exclaimed that young 
man, as he aseended the steps. 44 Hurrah ! ” 

44 Where ? ” 

“ Oh,” said he, 44 lurking about ; one in the town, another in 
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a village close by, and two more of the Nawab’s precious 
ruffians. They had bolted, it seems, on the first alarm; but the 
approver said they would come back, and some of those Dacoity 
police laid hands on them last night very cleverly.” 

• Then they fell to talking of the case, and the district affairs 
generally, and with these we have no concern; but my readers 
may like to hear something of Mr. Mostyn, and I will tell what 
I know. 

Philip Mostyn was the judge of the province—-judge civil 
and criminal^ and judge of appeal in certain cases. He, too, 
was of a good English family, but not a noble one. His eldest 
brother, Edward, held the Mostyn estates, and resided at the 
family seat, Morton Hall, which was in the same county as that 
of the Hyltons, but they were some distance asunder. There 
were two other brothers; one a Chancery barrister in fine 
practice; the other, the rector of the quiet parish of Morton, the 
living of which belonged to the family. Mr. Mostyn was at 
least ten years senior to Cyril Brandon in the service, if not 
more; but the fact of being fellow-county-men had first drawn 
thorn together, and a certain congeniality of mind completed an 
intimacy which now was like brotherhood. Mostyn had no 
accomplishments; he was not very aesthetic in his tastes or his 
pursuits. He could neither play nor draw, though he could 
sing a little; nor had he the refinement which much of a con¬ 
tinental education "had imparted to Cyril. He was not a 
sportsman in a very great sense of the word. His principal 
amusements and means of taking exercise were in an early 
game of racquets in the station court, and as many games of 
billiards on his own beautiful table as he could get any.of the 
youngsters of the force at Noorpoor to play with him, after he 
came from Kucherry. 

But in all that pertained to his official work, Mostyn was a 
valuable and excellent officer. A good linguist, and deeply 
read in Hindoo and Mahomedan law, as well as in that of 
England, his eminently judicial mind led him to clear and 
practically correct judgments, and there were fewer appeals 
against them than was the case with most others. Plis business 
was never in arrear, and from his high independent character, 
ability, and profound legal acquirements, it was supposed, with 
truth, that he would be removed to the highest court when there 
‘should be a vacancy. Mostyn possessed the entire respect and 
confidence of the people of his province; but he was not, so to 
speak, popular. lie might have been so, perhaps, had he served 
in the miscellaneous department to which Cyril belonged; but* 
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he had adopted the judicial line from the first, and this had 
kept him more apart from the people than others; yet he was 
courteous to all, and very patient, and these are qualities deeply 
appreciated by every class in India. There was not a man in 
the whole province who did not feel that in the Judges’ Court 
all were equal in his estimation; that the chicanery of native 
pleaders was transparent to him; that exercise of undue in¬ 
fluence was impossible; and that every case was safe to be tried 
on its merits. 

Philip Mostyn was married. Before Cyril was ready to 
come to India, Mostyn had taken his furlough, and had married 
in England a lady, the daughter of a neighbour of his brother’s, 
and they had gone at once to India. They were at Noorpoor 
when Cyril arrived there, and was received by them with a 
warm welcome, whieli grew into affeetion. 

Mr. Mostyn had heard from his wife by that mail; but 
beyond telling Cyril, when he asked how she was, and when 
she was eoming out, that she was well, and sent her love to him, 
he had said nothing. The fact was, that an arrangement, long 
canvassed, had been made, by which his wife was to bring out 
with her his half-sister Grace, who was the only offspring of his 
father’s second marriage, and was now nearly eighteen. Mostyn 
did not mention this in consequence of his badinage regarding 
Miss Home. He thought perhaps it might be misunderstood; 
but Mrs. Mostyn had written that she was coming out by the 
next mail, and her husband wished to get over the Daeoity 
trial before he should be obliged to proceed to Caleutta to 
meet her. 


CHAPTER XI. 

A DISCUSSION AND A THEORY. 

The day of the Daeoity trial had arrived, and the ease had 
excited so much publie interest on account of the parties con¬ 
cerned, that long ere the hour of assembly the Court House had 
been crowded, while hundreds of people had assembled without 
to gather information. The Nawab Dil Klian Bahadoor, of 
Euttehpoor, had already seated himself near the judge’s chair, 
and his swashbuckler retinue were swaggering about outside, 
A strong guard of Sepoys was drawn up before the entrance, 
and inside was a body of police to preserve order. Cyril 
Brandon had ridden in from his camp early in the morning, and 
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after breakfast the two friends, with Mr. Noble, had proceeded 
to the court together. There had been some struggle in Cyril’s 
mind as to whether ho should attend at the trial or not; but, on 
reflection, he thought that his presence might give support 
and encouragement to the girl who had so deeply interested 
him, and he was very anxious she should not fail. On the 
conviction and punishment of this desperate gang and its no¬ 
torious leader—for many particulars of his former life had come 
to light—the suppression of Daeoity in the province mainly 
depended, and this was a question he had much at heart. He 
had therefore come, as he had promised Mostyn he would do, 
and took a seat apart from him, so as to avoid the appearance 
of influencing the proceedings in any way. In a short time the 
clanking of the irons of the prisoners was heard without, and 
sixteen men were placed in the dock, strongly guarded by 
police with drawn swords. An Englishman who did not know 
the customs of Indian procedure would have missed a jury, for 
Mr. Mostyn tried the ease entirely himself. 

After the usual preliminaries, which need not be detailed, 
the first approver who had claimed the protection of the pro¬ 
clamation, Beerbul Singh, was brought into court. His irons 
had been removed, but he was still guarded. He was called 
upon to affirm the truth before God, the act of accusation was 
read to him, and he gave clear, bold evidence against his former 
comrades, specifying the duties which had been assigned to 
each in the Gokulpoor Daeoity. He himself had carried one 
of the torches, and one other torch-bearer was now present, 
whom he pointed out; two more were not yet apprehended, but 
he had told where they might be found. He declared Azrael, 
the leader, to be the first man to spear Huree Das, by several 
thrusts; that he himself had taken the anklet from Seeta, and 
had not given it up. He pointed out the leader’s spear, and 
said that he had washed it when the gang bathed at the water¬ 
fall, before they separated. The approver was slightly cross- 
examined by the pleader on the defence, as also by Azrael at 
great length; but his evidence was far more confirmed than 
shaken. 

Buldco, the man with the shrill voice, who had thrown 
himself on the mercy of Seeta and Brandon at Shah Gunje, was 
the next witness. He too had received a free pardon, and had 
given much and most valuable information, through which a 
good deal of the property carried off in the Daeoity had been 
recovered in various places, and was now spread out in court. 
He produced the sacred axe with its coverings, which he had 
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buried in liis house, and deelared the number of Dacoities in 
whieh it had been used; that preceding the Gokulpoor affair 
having been done in Western India. No attempt was made 
to eross-examine him; and every word he had spoken had the 
impress of exaet truth. From first to last of the murder of 
lluree Das, from the meeting in the glen to the attaek upon his 
house, he never failed in a single particular; and his statement 
in regard to Seeta eaused a thrill of agitation in the eourt, 
whieh had to bo suppressed. 

Next followed the evidence of the old goldsmith, Eoopa, 
whieh need not be repeated; he swore to the transaction be¬ 
tween himself and Beerbul Singh, and again recognized the 
anklet. 

The next witness was Seeta, who was led into eourt by her 
venerable grandfather, earrying her boy. A ehair was offered 
to her, but she simply declined it; she was not used to sit in 
one, she said, and would rather stand. It was impossi le for 
the judge not to be struek by her exeeeding beauty and graee. 
Tie, like Cyril, had never seen sueh an Indian woman before, and 
he eould fully understand Cyril’s warm description of her in 
tho letter he had written after the enquiries at Shah Gunje. 
Seeta saw Cyril, for she was not far from him, look at her 
earnestly and encouragingly; but his presence gave her mueh 
assurance, and her examination proceeded. 

She was far less exeited than when she had given her first 
evidence, and she told all that had happened at Gokulpoor, with 
a gentle firmness and clearness, whieh deeply impressed Mr. 
Mostyn and all that heard her; and there was breathless silenee 
in the eourt when she pointed out the leader of the gang as her 
husband’s murderer, and to other men, whom she saw for the 
first time, as having also speared him. She pointed out the 
anklet and portions of her neeklaee as her own property, and 
the leader’s spear as the weapon by whieh her husband had been 
killed; and she _ showed her wound and her child’s. The 
attempt to eross-examine her by the prisoner’s counsel broke 
down after a few trivial questions, and finally she was told by 
Mr. Mostyn that she might retire. 

“ You have done a painful duty, lady,” he said, mueh moved; 
“ but you have done it to your own honour. If I could now 
express to you the respeet I feel for your character I would: 
but this is not the plaee. You may go. You will not have to 
attend again.” 

If the excitement in the court had been hitherto kept down, 
it was now irrepressible* The address of the judge had broken 
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down Seeta’s firmness, and she was sobbing passionately; and 
the cries of the spectators, both of pity and admiration, rang in 
her oars as she was led away by her grandfather. She thought 
Cyril Brandon had looked at her kindly, as indeed ho had; 
but though he had longed to say a word of congratulation to 
her, as sho passed out, lie was silent. Then ail the other 
evidence was gone through, which occupied the judge till the 
evening, and as the sun was near sotting, the pleader was 
called upon to make the defence of the prisoners; but he broke 
down. “I have nothing to say or to urge,” he said; “let my 
lord the judge do justice, according to the evidence;” and Mr. 
Mostyn was pricf and stern in his judgment. 

“Azrael Tande,” he said, “you wore formerly a private in 
the old 34tli “Native Infantry, and were discharged for insub¬ 
ordination. The marks on your person, and your description, 
whieli I have obtained from your old regimental register, agree 
perfectly. Afterwards, you were a notorious leader, under the 
name of Gungah Singh, in the insurrection in Bundelkhund, 
where you escaped. Since then you have been a Dacoit, and 
might be tried on many charges of murder, and robbery with 
violence; but the present is sufficient. You have led a merciless 
career of the worst crime, and for the last, the sentence of this 
court is, that you be hanged by the neck in the gaol of Noorpoor 
till you are dead.” 

The prisoner did not reply. Ho was heard to mutter some¬ 
thing indistinctly. Then two were sentenced to death; and 
the rest, some to penal servitude for life, others to various terms 
of imprisonment. The court then rose, and the famous trial 
was* finished. It Avas strange, perhaps, that the originator of 
the crime had escaped detection; but there were reasons for 
that, which will be known in their proper place. 

Mostyn had invited a small party of the officers of the 
station to dinner, but I fancy he was too much engrossed by 
the trial to entertain his guests as he was wont to do; indeed, 
he looked exhausted, and the party broke up early. Mr. Noble 
had, however, excited much interest at his end of the table as to 
the bearing and evidence of Seota: and was several times 
obliged to appeal to Cyril and Mostyn to confirm what he said; 
and thus it arose that the ineidents of the trial eame to be 
discussed by all parties in the station, and in particular by 
most of the English ladies, whose subsequent applications to 
Mostyn to be allowed to see Seota, beeumo amusingly impor¬ 
tunate. Seeta, however, with <hor grandfather—for Aunt Ella 
had been left in charge of the house—had quitted Noorpoor the 
morning after the trial, and Avere on their Avay homo. 
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When the guests had departed, Mostyn said he could nor 
sleep, and proposed to Cyril that they should “take a weed.” 
It was a balmy, moonlight night, and the flowers of the garden, 
and creepers about the porch and pillars of the verandah, sent 
forth an exquisite fragrance. “ I am keeping you up, Cyril,” 
said his friend, “which is a shame, considering your long ride 
to-morrow; but it’s yet earl)’, and I for one can’t sleep. I can’t 
get that girl out of my head. What a lovely creature she is, 
and so modest, yet so firm and dignified! Did you ever hear 
such evidence?” i 

“Never,” replied Cyril, “as I told you in my letter. But 
the first timp she was excited; to-day she was calm, and, if it 
could be, more beautiful. Yes, you are right, there was true 
and real dignity about her. She knew where she was. She 
knew what to do; and if ever there was self-possession in the- 
world, she displayed it firmly, not only in her bearing, but in 
her speech. Didn’t you remark that ? ” 

“ I did, Cyril; but it seems so strange.” 

“No,” he replied; “it only proves how little we know of 
native women, and how impossible it is to know anything mole 
exeept in a ease like this, which breaks the ice. Here is a girl 
who, I hear, is well educated; she is a good Sanscrit scholar, arid 
you see at once that her intellect is expanded. How many there 
may be like her we shall never know. We could not ask her 
grandfather to dinner,” he continued, laughing; “nor could 
Seeta go to a ball, exactly. Yet, were she at one, I can imagine 
the sensation.” 

“And really,” added Mostyn, “upon my word, if Bose were 
here, I would have asked her to go to Seeta, and-” 

“ You would not, Philip. What! After trying her husband’s 
murderer, and sentencing him to death, ask Seeta to your house ? 
Would not that be thought odd by the people?” 

“ Perhaps,” he said; “and I can well wait till I can interest 
Bose about her. She is sure not to leave Shah Grunje.” 

“It is not likely, Philip; and yet such imaginative girls 
among Hindoo widows often tako up religious penanees, and go 
pilgrimages, or devote themselves to charitable aets. I should 
not be surprised in the least if Seeta did something of the kind; 
for she must have some vent for the feelings of her passionate 
nature.” 

“Oh yes,” returned Mostyn. “You see sho can’t marry 
again ; and yet she might, for she is only a Soodra. But I doubt 
whether sucli a girl, with her intellectual perceptions awakening, 
would willingly marry any dull, ignorant fellow of her caste. 
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Indeed, I often think that if there were not our horrible social 
prejudices against it, many of us would be happier with such a 
wife than with some of our own people, I think such a one as 
that girl would be more interesting, more useful, more easily 
satisfied, and-” 

“But they eould not be married/’ interrupted Cyril; “and 
such a girl as that could not be a mistress. It would be simply 
shameful! ” 

“No, eertainly not; but I am not so sure about marriage,” 
he replied. “ I think if any Englishman married a Hindoo or a 
Mahomcdan* girl, after the eustoms and belief of her seet, and in 

the good faith that such a marriage would be binding on him- 

why! have not many of our old dignitaries done this, and lived 
happily all their lives?—and—and—and many others. What a 
grand effect had the marriage of Akbar to a Bajpoot princess 
upon the people at large! How it harmonized with all the 
jarring interests of those days! what a hold it gave him of the 
eountry and its affections ! ” 

“ And do you think, Philip, that any Bajpoot prinee, or Mus¬ 
sulman nabob, would give his daughter to a ; Feringee ’ ? ” 

“Faith, I do,” replied Mostyn, “if the marriage were fully 
recognized by the eustoms of our society and by the legislature. 
As to family considerations, none of us, proud strangers as \Ve 
may be, need be ashamed of theirs, which arc as old, as noble, 
and as great as oui* own.” 

“You would be a bold innovator,” cried Cyril, laughing; 
“but all the spinsters would be up in arms against you.” 

“ Ay! and their mothers too,” returned Mostyn; “ but you 
know I am only putting the case hypothetically. I don’t 
suppose it will ever be ; but for all that there is many a Hindoo 
girl, like Seeta, who would be an ornament and a blessing to 
any man, and to his family also; though, perhaps, it is best, 
after all, that it is not attainable.” 

“Why, Philip?” # 

“Beeause of our social prejudices, which you and I can’t 
overcome. Beeause of old Mrs. Grundy, who is as powerful 
here as elsewhere in the world—more so, perhaps. Beeause our 
pereeptions are narrowed with our isolated positions, and become 
ineapable of extension; and beeause, if a man, one of us, married 
a native lady—manned, I say—he must exclude himself from 
society, which would require a strong mind; and must undergo 
temptation if he entered it, which would require even a stronger 
to resist.” 

“ Then the thing is impossible, Philip ? ” 
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“ I did not say it was,” lio replied, laughing. “ I have stated 
the arguments for and against, as well as I could, and leave 
them to you. Any way, you and I can have no concern with 
them. If the question ever arises, it will only be after many, 
many years. Now you had better go to bed, and I too. By the 
way, did I tell you that Rose was coming out, and that my little 
sister Grace is to accompany her?” 

“ No, you did not,” said Cyril; “but I am very glad to hear 
it, and I hope she will bring a new piano and a lot of new music 
with her. Can you write to tell her to do so?” 

“No; she will be in Calcutta by the mail after next, I hope, 
and I have applied for three months’ leave to meet her ; and she 
is bringing out the piano, and, no doubt, heaps of music.” 

“ I don’t suppose I shall see you then till they come,” said 
Cyril, “ and don’t get up in the morning. So good-bye. I wish 
you all a happy meeting, and will come in and see you w r hen 
you are settled. Good-bye, and God bless you.” 


CHAPTER XII. 


NO ENGLISH. 

From the court Azrael Pande was removed to a solitary con¬ 
demned cell in the gaol, and guarded more closely than before. 
At last justice had overtaken him, and his execution must follow 
when the confirmation of his sentence should arrive, lie had 
no hope of its commutation, none; and indeed lie would rather 
meet death than undergo transportation over the black water— 
the sea—to a strange land, lie knew that when the sentence 
arrived he should be visited by the magistrate and warned for 
execution in two days, or at most three; then, when the time 
came, lie would feel the hands of the outcast hangman about his 
neck, and he should die, die polluted, and he buried like a dog. 
There would be no fellow-caste man to perform those needful 
ceremonies for his soul, which must perish in Nurruk, the worst 
hell of his faith, or live there for ever and ever; and she, that 
witch Seeta, had been the cause of all. But for her, who would 
have seen him striko down the goldsmith? who could have 
brought the crime homo to him? 0 for revenge on her, for 
revenge on the faithless comrades who had betrayed him! 0 for 
freedom once more, and a better band of followers to strike down 
the traitors; and men should yet tremble at his name, while the 
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proud Sceta should be his slave—far away in the Eastern lands, 
she should be his slave till she died. As his mind revelled in 
her beauty, he raved in the night; and his fearful dreams and 
shrieks of vengeance were listened to by the sentinels and 
gaolers who gathered round the eell with shuddering awe, till 
they were stopped by his being awakened. 

Again he thought whether the confession of all his erimes, 
the denunciation of all his old associates, the recovery of all the 
property he had robbed, might save his life; and, more than all, 
whether the first mover in the Gokulpoor transaction might be 
denounced! Would that save him? Not now; he could have 
no share in the pardon of the proclamation. No, he would die ; 
and perhaps in the evil nature of this ruffian, a rude sense of 
honour, the remembrance of his first vows and oaths to the 
fearful profession he had followed—still lingered. 

And so the days passed, till one morning he heard Mr. 
Noble, the assistant-magistrate, with the Darogah of the gaol, 
approaching his eell, attended by an escort, and he knew his 
time had come. His name was called, and he came forward, 
and was told that the sentence passed on him had been eon- 
firmed. and that on the fourth day he would be hanged at six 
o’clock in the morning. Had he any last wishes? None, he 
said, with an air of bravado, as he twisted up his moustachios ; 
“ I will leave my curses on the English. If they will give me 
some hot Julaybees (sweetmeats) to eat before I die, it is the 
last favour I shall ask of them.” 

But Azrael was not even then without hope. Among the 
guards present was his old comrade, Gokul Tewary, who looked 
at him significantly; and all that day Azrael watched for his 
coming in a fever of impatience. As night fell he heard the 
sentinel relieved: and a few moments afterwards he saw a hand 
raised to the bars of his cell, which dropped something through 
them. Nervously opening the rag in which they were wrapped, 
he found two small files and a lump of butter in a leaf, and 
understood that his friend was faithful. It was an easy matter 
to file through the rivets of his irons without noise, and when 
he had completed this, he tied the rag, which he had before 
asked for as a cover for the iron which hurt his leg, over the 
rivets again, and was ready to obey any signal which might be 
given him; but, as the third morning dawned, he had almost 
given up hope. On that day, however, Gokul Tewary was on 
guard over him early, and had told him what eoulcl be done. 
Some work was going on in tho gaol, and the workmen would be 
paid in the evening. If he dared to attempt escape, he must go 
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out with them then. They would fly together to one of the old 
unknown haunts, and be soon safe from pursuit. “If you are 
detected and taken,” he continued, “you must die to-morrow 
morning, for the scaffold is put up over the gate, and the execu¬ 
tioner is here—I have just seen him.” 

Azrael Pande had few misgivings as to the course he would 
take. If he refused his old comrade’s offer he must die, and die 
in pollution of, to him, a Brahmin, the most horrible character. 

If he escaped, there were his old wild freedom, the surest 
anticipation of revenge on the hated English, on Seeta, on his 
faithless betrayers—on all who had been concerned in his 
detection and sentence. In another matter, too, there was much 
to be done and little time to do it in; and he knew he was 
expected in quarters and by men of whom as yet we know 
nothing. If he were detected, then death would follow; but fpr 
that he was prepared. These thoughts had hardly passed 
through his mind, when Gokul Tewary came again to the door, 
and asked him what he had determined to do. “ I have the 
duplicate key of your cell,” he said, “ and I am on duty over you 
in the evening again. When the time comes, I will open it and 
lead you out; be ready soon after the sun has set.” 

“You should not speak with the prisoner,” said the Darogah, 
who passed on his rounds. 

“ He was restless and making a noise,” replied the man, “ and 
I was telling him to be quiet, that is all; ” and tlic Darogah, 
after shaking the door of the cell, went on his way. 

By the evening, Azrael Pande had removed his irons, and 
was ready for flight; and as dusk was falling, he heard the key ■ 
of his cell turned gently in the lock. A moment after he was in , 
the courtyard of the gaol, and the door of the cell was locked i 
after him. Throwing a coarse black blanket, which his comrade r 
gave him, over his head so as to conceal his face, he passed on, 
and joined a throng of workmen who were leaving the gate of i 
the gaol. He saw, too, that his comrade was close behind. In 
the gateway was a guard of police, which he must pass; but they ' 
did not interfere with the workmen, and without a challenge, „ 
and unnoticed, he passed out, and was free once more. For a j 
moment Gokul Tewary had been detained by the corporal of 
the guard, to ask where he was going; but he had Satisfied that [ 
functionary, and now followed Azrael; and, as he joined- him, 
the two men made off towards the open country in the fast-fall¬ 
ing darkness, and were soon beyond* chance of pursuit. They ’ 
spoke little; once Gokul Tewary asked where they should go, and 
Azrael had answered to Futtekpoor, and they were again silent. 
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Now running, now walking fast, and avoiding all habitations, 
they had reached their destination, some seven miles from Noor- 
poor, ere their flight was discovered. 

Futtehpoor was .the capital of the Nawab Dil Khan’s small 
dominions, where he always resided, and kept up a retinue of 
disorderly retainers, who, in many respects, and for excellent 
reasons, were the terror of the country. The judge and magis¬ 
trates of Noorpoor were unanimously of opinion that the whole 
of them were Dacoits and common thieves; and the fact of the 
majority of Az v ael Pande’s gang having been apprehended there, 
and in the villages about, had materially strengthened former 
suspicions. The Nawab had expressed the highest indignation, 
and had given up the men at once—indeed, he dared not refuse 
—and, as we know, had asked permission to attend the Dacoit’s 
trial, and had heard—perhaps with some satisfaction—the sen¬ 
tence of death upon their leader. Upon the principle that dead 
men tell no tales, he would be relieved from all chance of detec¬ 
tion in having shared the Dacoit’s plunder, and urged him on to 
the commission of several notorious affairs; and after congratu¬ 
lating Mr. Mostyn on the purity and dignity of his justice in 
the case, he had taken his leave. Till, however, the news of 
the confirmation of the JJacoit’s sentence had reached him, the 
Nawab’s mind was not at ease; but as he heard that the day of 
his execution had been fixed, he had resumed his usual serenity. 

Much astonished and perplexed was the Nawab, therefore, 
when, early in the morning, after the escape of Azniel and his 
accomplice, an attendant awoke him, saying that the magistrate 
of Noorpoor was at the gate of the citadel, and demanded instant 
speech of him. There was no denying an official visit, which 
was evidently of importance, because of so unusual a time and 
character; and the Nawab, hastily rising, and desiring Mr. 
Noble to be admitted, threw a shawl over his shoulders, tied a 
muslin scarf about his head after a rough fashion, and went out 
and seated himself in the verandah which opened into a small 
courtyard. The Nawab was hardly pleasant to look on now; 
his bloated features, deeply pitted by the small-pox, had an ex¬ 
pression of alarm and weariness combined; his eyes were heavy 
and red, for he had not slept off his nightly dose of opium; he 
was unshaven and unwashed, and his large sensual mouth was 
marked with the red stains of the pan he had eaten overnight. 
His thick bull nock looked flabby and dirty, and the fat, hairy 
arms and hands, which protruded from under the shawl, com¬ 
pleted an appearance which was, in truth, most forbidding. 

In a few moments Mr. Noble entered, booted and spurred, 
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with an unmistakcable revolver in liis leather waistbclt, which 
tlic Nawab regarded with some alarm; but he rose to meet his 
visitor, and advanced a step or two with his arms outstretched, 
as if to embrace him. This was, however, declined; Mr. Noble 
had evidently no idea of near contact with so unwholesome a 
looking person, and he bowed and stepped back. He was a 
slight, fair young man, with a pale face, and somewhat red eyes; 
and, being very shortsighted, usually wore blue spcetaeles. His 
appearance was not, therefore, very formidable, in spite of his 
revolver, and the Nawab, looking at him from head to foot, 
backed into his own scat, and asked his visitor civilly to be 
seated. 

“ I cannot sit, Nawab Sahib,’ 5 he replied, “ and I cannot 
wait,” and the Nawab rose again. “ I demand of you the 
Daeoit Azrael Pande, whom we know is in Fnttelipoor.” 

“ Azrael Pande ? Puna-i-khoda ! protection of God ! ” cried 
the Nawab; “ why, I thought you had hanged him this 
morning ! ” 

“ He escaped from the gaol last night,” replied the magis¬ 
trate, “ and 011 c of the police, an old comrade of his, we suspect, 
with him. The trackers have brought us here, and the tracks 
do not go farther; you must either produce him or be respon¬ 
sible for him.” 

The Nawab was really alarmed. A g^cafc wave of disagree¬ 
able thoughts came up in his mind. He had made sure that 
Azrael would be hanged as the sun rose, and now lie had 
escaped, and was tracked to his old lair. What was to he done? 

“ Escaped ! ” he exclaimed. “ What were the guards about ? 
what was the Darogah doing ? Escaped ! and from the con¬ 
demned cell! Ajaib! Wonderful, I can hardly believe it! yet 
you are here, Mr. Noble.” 

4,> Yes,” said Noble, calmly, “ I am here, and shall not go 
away till the man is given up. Remember, Nawab Sahib, how 
many of his gang were found among your people ; you would 
do well to free yourself of suspicion by Government, in giving 
him up .. no.” 

Dil ivlian would have blustered if he had dared ; but he was 
not brave, and he feared to provoke the quiet determination of 
the young Englishman, backed as he was by a native officer of 
the Irregular Cavalry who stood by him, and by twenty troopers 
outside, the tramping of whose horses was heard distinctly. 

“ I am a poor servant of the English Government,” he said, 
“ and my life and my estate arc at their disposal. I have not 
seen Azrael Pande, but at his trial. He has not dared to come 
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to me. Sir, let your trackers come into the town, and let every 
house be searched, including this poor palace of mine. If Azrael 
Pande is found, take him away and hang him at once, and the 
world will be rid of a villain and a murderer. Shall I come 
with you ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Mr. Noble, “come. You need to do all you can 
to free yourself from any doubt of your good faith.” And the 
Nawab, calling for his shoes, put them on, and followed his 
visitor out of the castle. 

They sea:.-bed everywhere, but to no purpose; and what 
place is there like a native town for eluding pursuit ? “ If ho 

has only taken to the old place,” thought the Nawab, “ no 
tracker that ever lived could find him; but I would the English 
had hanged him.” So till late in the afternoon Mr. Noble and 
his men remained. After all, the trackers might have been 
mistaken. With what wonderful instinct they had taken up 
and followed the impressions of two men’s feet-, over fields, over 
grass, and through copses of jungle—now losing,‘now gaining 
them again—excited Noble’s admiration ; but near a garden of 
the Nawab’s, under the hill on which his castle stood, they had 
finally lost them and did not recover them. The Nawab had 
hindered nothing; on the contrary, had appeared to assist to the 
utmost of his power : and -when a slight breakfast was sent to 
him from the castle, he had washed his hands, and inviting 
Noble to eat some of it, had helped him. “ It is but a hunting 
expedition,” he said, laughing, u and you must not fast.” 

“ I shall leave some of the Dacoity police here,” said Mr. 
Noble, as be was about to depart, “ and I am sure you will help 
them.” 

“ That will I, sir; I have already offered a reward of a 
hundred rupees, and if the man is caught, I will bring him to 
Noorpoor myself, and wait there till I see him hanged. To 
think only that he should have caused you so much trouble! ” 

“ He will cause more before he dies if ho is not caught,” 
said Noble. 

“ And you will not forget my compliments to the Jndgo 
Sahib, and the Colonel Sahib, and to bear witness to what I 
have done. Mashalla! if I can only catch the fellow, it will 
make a good name for me. A safe journey to you, sir,” and 
they separated. Nor was the Nawab sorry, as he sat at his 
favourite oriel window in the castle, when he saw the arms and 
spear-heads of the troopers glinting brightly as they passed up 
the slope of the Euttehpoor valley, and disappeared over its 
ridge. “ Now they are gone, I must see if Azrael is there/’ he 
said to himself, “ and get rid of him as best I can.” 
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To tlie garden already mentioned, a flight of steps, cut partly 
through the rock, descended from the interior of the palace. 
They were intended for, and used by, the ladies of the Zenana, 
when they wished to take the air; and by them the detour of 
the fortification, and part of the town, was avoided. In the 
garden was a large well with which these steps were connected; 
for they opened into two underground chambers, always neatly 
kept, which were used by the ladies in the hottest weather, and 
which were connected with the gallery of the well by a passage 
now filled up with brushwood. These chambers had often been 
the retreat of the Dacoit before, and Azrael Pande had made 
directly for them after his escape. Ide had forced his way 
through the dry sticks as he reached the place in the night, and 
they had been carefully replaced by him and his companion 
before daylight. Even should the passage be discovered from 
without, a way of secure retreat up the steps into the Nawab’s 
citadel, would enable them to escape. As Azrael Pande lay 
there with his companion, they had heard the voices of the 
searching party, and even distinguished that of the Nawab; 
but they had passed away, and all was still. Dil Khan had at 
least been true, and Azrael waited impatiently for his coming, 
for he knew he would come. 

In the evening the Nawab went down the steps and entered 
the first of the rooms. He had some time ago purchased a 
revolver, had learned its use, and had placed it in his waist 
carefully covered, yet so disposed that he could use it in a 
moment. He found the men seated before the embers of a fire, 
and a small lamp, in a niche above, threw a flickering light on 
their faces. Azrael had heard the Nawab’s step, but he did not 
rise as he entered the place. 

“ And you escaped and are here, my friend,” said the Nawab. 

u Yes, I have escaped, and I am here,” was the only reply. 

“ And I saved you to-day, Azrael. Else they had found out 
even this hole in the earth,” continued the Nawab. 

“Eor your own sake, Dil Khan, not mine. It \vould have 
pleased you had they hanged me as they have the two poor 
follows .who died to-day.” 

u And why for my own sake ?” 

“Because I know more them they do. I have paid you 
often, Nawab, for protection, and now you must pay for mine. 
Do you understand that ? ” 

Dil Khan trembled; and he thought for a moment whether 
it would not be better to shoot the Dacoit as he sat, and take 
his chance with his companion; but he feared the man too 
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much. If the shot failed, his life would not exist for a 
moment. 

“Don’t he surly, good friend,” he said, after a pause; “we 
have served each other, and are so far even. If you have given 
me money, I have saved your life; and now I think I have the 
best of it. What would you have ? ” 

“ I want money to travel,” replied Azrael; “ and you must 
not refuse it. I have to go into far lands—to go to my people; 
and to do mueh which you may know of hereafter. Ay! and 
share in too, if you are faithful.” 

“ Money ! ”' cried the Nawab. “ You know I have none. 
Every morsel of land I have, is mortgaged to the bankers of 
Noorpoor; every rupee of rent is forestalled, and the jewels of 
my house are pledged too. How I and my people live from 
day to day I hardly know, and the arrears of my servants are 
frightful. How can I keep up my poor dignity on what I 
have ? ” 

“ You had once larger lands, and the English took them 
from you.” 

“tYes,” he replied; “and my eurse, and the curse of my 
house, be on them for taking nearly all, and leaving me a 
beggar.” 

“ We can revenge ourselves, Dil Khan, presently,” said 
Azrael, “ if we are patient. For me, who have escaped them, 
there is but one thought; first to destroy those who brought 
me to this pass, and then the rest. Yes, the days will soon 
come for that, aud the men, too, in thousands; but I must have 
money now. Give me a thousand rupees, and I will leave this 
place before daylight.” 

“I have not a hundred rupees in my treasury, and it is 
useless to ask me, Azrael. Can nothing be done—no business ? ” 

“ In my old way ? ” he asked, as a fieree grin distorted his 
countenance. “ Yes, if I had the men. The best of those I 
had are gone, poor fellows.” 

“ The banker, Narendra, and the fair Seeta, gave evidence 
against you, and hers would have hanged you. O man, art 
thou grown dull?” replied the Nawab. 

“No,” replied Azrael, “but it is a fearful risk; and yet— 
revenge on them would be sweet indeed: ” and for a moment 
he writhed under the remembrance of Seeta’s beauty and Iris 
own visions in the gaol cell! “ But the men,” he cried; “the 
men! ” 

“ Well,” said the Nawab. coolly; “ you know as many as 
I do, and more. There arc some here among my people who 
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must clo something or starve, and there are some at - and 

-. Yon don’t want many. 5 ' 

“ Ko, not many; but all these are untrained, and Narendra’s 
house is not a walnut to be cracked by the blow of a fist. And 
the axe is wanting; the Feringees have it.” 

“ What axe? why, my smith would make you twenty if you 
want them.” 

“ You would not comprehend me if I were to tell you,” 
replied Azrael. “ Let it pass, the others may have one. 55 

“ Yours did not do much for you in the Golculpoor matter, 
my friend, 55 said the Kawab, with a sneer; “ but you know 
your own business best. Eomember that Narendra’s house will 
afford you ten thousand rupees, at least, if you ain clever. Kay 
more: why, the man is worth lakhs. Kow listen; I can give 
you fifty rupees, and will bring them. With that sum you can 
go to Kyna or Janpoor, and be safe with your people there, till 
you arrange everything. I have no more to give, and you must 
depart as night falls.” 

“ Go then, 55 said Azrael, “and bring it.” 

“Is he to be trusted? 0 brother,” said Gokul Tewary, in 
an earnest tone, “let us be gone and join our people for the 
other work. It is time, and why should we risk the danger 
of staying here ? 55 

“Not till I have brought away Seeta and made her my 
slave,” said Azrael, gloomily. “ That girl is my fate. She 
crossed me at Gokul poor, she crossed me in the trial, and she 
will eross me again; 55 and he became silent. 

“Have you thought it over, my friend?” said the Nawab, 
as he re-entered the chamber; “here is your money.” 

Azrael counted it silently. “Yes,” he said, “I will do it, 
if only for my revenge on that girl; and you shall have your 
share as before. It may help you to pay the bankers. 55 

“ Good, 55 returned the Kawab. “ I thank you, as you trust 
me; but I want no money; only bring the girl Seeta to me, 
and you may keep what you get to help your other work, what¬ 
ever it may be. Will you do this ? 55 

“ If it can be done, I will bring her here, 55 replied Azrael; 
“ here—and yon may do what you like afterwards. Does that 
content you ? 55 

“ I have already told you that I trust you, and that is 
enough. Do not stay here, tho place may not be safe against 
another search. And the two men ? ” 

“ Keep them,” replied Azrael. “ Keep them safe till there 
are no English. 55 
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“ No English ? Are yon mad, friend ? ” 

“ I am not mad, Nawab Sahib,” was the reply. “ I say 
again, when there are no English, I will release them.” 

“No English,” muttered the Nawab to himself as he.ns- 
eended the steps. “ No English ! would there were none ! But 
what does he mean ? No English ! he is mad ! ” 


CHAPTER XIII. 

WARNING AND RESCUE. 

About a fortnight after the event related in the last ehapter, 
Cyril Brandon was sitting one evening, after the work of the 
day was over, in his easy-ehair before his tent door, enjoying 
the eool air, and resting in his quiet fashion, till his servants 
should bring his dinner; after whieh he would go on with trans¬ 
lation work as long as he eould. The escape of Azraol Pande 
had annoyed him very much. Certainly two of the worst of the 
prisoners had been hanged, several v r ere to be transported, and 
others imprisoned, and so far, the desperate gang had been 
broken up; but the leader was once more at large. All his 
antecedents had transpired at the trial, and proved him to be 
one of those merciless monsters who, under the eloak of devotion 
to Kalee, habitually committed murder; and whom no vigilanee 
eould eheek, and no laws terrify. Where would he strike the 
next blow ? That he would abandon his fearful pursuits, even 
under a sense of the danger he had eseaped, Cyril thought most 
improbable, nay, impossible; for the votary of Kalee, in her 
most horrible form, was, he knew, ever driven, on by thoughts of 
her vengeance to attempt the most desperate enterprises. lie 
must he very careful, and the poliee must he very vigilant. In 
his own jurisdiction all this was possible; hut in regard to the 
independent states near him, he was, in truth, almost helpless. 
But the crime of Thuggee had been suppressed with a strong- 
hand, and Dacoity had been systematically attacked, and might 
he overcome in like manner, though that would take a longer 
time. Well, in any case, he would do his best. The Nawab, 
and Rajah Hurpal Singh, must he more elosely watched; for 
that both harboured Dacoits, and shared in their plunder, he 
had hut little doubt; and of the two, though outwardly most 
complaisant, he believed the Nawab to he the "worst. At the 

H 
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trial, how he had glared upon Seeta! how he had appeared to 
gloat on her beauty! “Well,” said Cyril to himself, “if wo 
English do nothing more, we at least keep such people in eheek. 
In the old times, or were the Nawab ruler here, would that poor 
girl be safe? No, hardly for a day.” 

So thinking, and revolving many sueh subjects in his mind, 
Cyril saw a man with a rough blanket on his shoulders, and a 
stiek in his hand, approaching rapidly, who prostrated himself 
on the ground, and then rising, held out the stiek, in the eleft 
end of which was a paper tied securely, and a feather attached 
to it. This was a rude fashion of sending an express, often 
practised in the country. The stiek passed from village to 
village ; generally very rapidly, and the letter being tied in the 
eleft, was quite safe. The man eried out for reward, and Cyril, 
ordering some eopper coins to be given to him, went into his 
tent, where his dinner was now ready. He had often received 
sueh rude despatches before, and this exeited no particular 
interest, as the bearer of it had said he did not know whenee it 
had come; but as the stiek lay beside him, he took it up from 
time to time, and examined the envelope more strietly. JThe 
letter was sealed with sealing wax as well as gummed down, 
which was unusual. It was directed to him, and on the baek 
w r as written, “ Emergent, to be delivered with speed! speed 
speed! ” and when he had finished his dinner, and putting his 
legs on the table (who that has so luxuriated in India can ever 
forget it?), lighted a manilla, he took up the stiek again. 
The thread, that had tied it, was earefully eut with his penknife, 
and the letter as carefully opened. The characters were large 
and roughly shapen, but they wero perfectly legible. The con¬ 
tents ran thus:— 

“ To the noble Mr. Brandon, the salutation of his slave, and 
the peaee of God. 

“Further. I am well by the graee of God, and your slave 
hopes you arc the same. 

“Further. There is to be a Durora on the house of the 
banker Narendra of Shah Gunje, on the third night of the dark 
quarter of the moon. Be this known to you. 

“ Further. The man that escaped from the gaol at Noorpoor 
has arranged this, and will do it himself, and many with him. 

“Further. The hanker will he killed and all his treasure 
plundered, and tho lady Seeta whll he carried away. So it is 
determined. 

44 Further, Be eareful of yourself. He that writes this is a 
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friend, and writes truly. You have a good name, and should he 
warned of danger. 

“Further. Make strong arrangements to save the banker 
and Seeta, for which you are all-powerful. Do not rely on the 
poliee. Send troops—-they are not cowards before Daeoits. 
Save Seeta; she was once saved. 

‘‘Written by your slave and well-wisher. May your pro¬ 
sperity increase. I have written truly.” 

There was no signature to this strange document, only a 
rude; drawing of a dagger. 

Cyril read it again and again, with growing interest. Who 
could have written the warning? There would be no clue to 
this, but there was no doubt it was one, and a very earnest one 
too. The third night of the dark quarter of the moon ? He was 
well acquainted with the forms of Hindoo dates, and this was 
the first night, and there was ample time. “ Ah! so you are 
soon at your old work again, Azrael Pande,” he said to himself, 
“and I will meet you. This matter must not be trusted to 
others.” Then he revolved in his mind whom he could best 
rely upon; and there were four men, two of them Sikhs, in the 
police detachment whieh formed his camp guard, who had 
behaved well on many oeeasions, and were his eonstant attend¬ 
ants in expeditions against tigers and bears. It was twenty- 
five miles to Shah Cfuujo ; but if he left camp early next morning 
lie would be in good time.. Then he sent an attendant for his 
trusty assistant, Baba Sahib, the Serishtadar, on whom he could 
thoroughly depend ; and after a while ho arrived. 

“Bead that,” said Cyril, handing him the paper; and the 
old man read it and sighed. 

“ So soon ! ’ he said. “ No one can help them but the gods 
and you. What will you do ? ” 

“ I will go,” replied Cyril. “ On that I am quite determined; 
and that villain shall not escape me. Get. me a turban, and a 
very common native dress that will fit me. Sly own would 
attract attention.” 

“ My old padded tunic might do, sir,” he replied ; “ it is too 
large for me; and here is my turban. I will send for the 
dress.” 

It eame quickly, and Cyril put it on. Baba Sahib was a tall, 
stout old man, and the garment fitted Cyril exactly. So far, 
therefore, one arrangement was made. “ Take my ambling pony 
too,” he said ; “ it will carry you well, and your own horse and 
saddle would be recognized. Will you have an eseort ? ” 
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“I will take the four orderlies,” he said; “have them 
warned for a hunting party early to-morrow; and they are not 
to put on their uniforms. I shall leave all servants here, and I 
think the hanker will give me food.” 

“ Ay, and all his treasures too, if you save Seeta from that 
ruffian,” said the old man in a eheery voice. Baba Sahib was 
proud of his master, aad this new proof of his energy and 
determination was very grateful to him. “ If all were like 
him! ” he said, as he walked home. “ May the gods bless and 
proteet him! ” 

The translations had been put aside, and Cyril had gone to 
bed. He did not sleep at onee ; the excitement was too great; 
but presently he slept soundly, nor did lie awake till his servant 
aroused him in the morning, and told him that Baba Sahib’s 
horse was eotne, and the men were ready. “ Shall I give them 
the guns ? ” he asked. 

4k Only the small-shot guns, Kassim, and some balls. Get 
breakfast ready while 1 bathe and dress.” And when his master 
emerged from his sleeping-tent dressed in Baba Sahib’s tunic 
and turban, the servants wondered exceedingly. 

Cyril was not long in preparing. He loaded his revolver 
carefully, and hid it in a voluminous waisteloth. His long, thin 
riding-boots eovered his legs; and when he mounted the Baba 
Sahib’s spirited palfrey, ho might have passed, at a little dis¬ 
tance, for an ordinary traveller. His four orderlies had dressed 
as if for a hunting expediton, and wore no uniform. 

“ Where are we to go, sir? ” asked Golab Singh, one of the 
Sikhs. 

“ I will tell you presently,” replied Cyril; and they pressed 
on in the direction he pointed. They travelled leisurely, rest¬ 
ing occasionally by the side of a stream, and attracted little 
notiee. A guide was taken from every village on the road to 
Shah Gunje; and as the party reached Goknlpoor, Cyril told 
them of his destination. Then, as night was falling, they 
entered the town, and went direct to the banker’s lionse. There 
was some demur in admitting the party at so strange an hour ; 
and while Bam Singh, the old Bahtore, and his men, were 
bidding them begone, Narendra bimself eame forth to ascertain 
the eause of the alternation. 

Cyril bent down from his saddle and whispered hurriedly in 
the banker’s ear, “ I am Mr. Brandon. Let me in before I am 
seen. I will tell you all pre ently.” Then the great gate was 
opened, and they were admitted. 

Narendra was mueh puzzled, as indeed he might well be. 
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What could have brought the Commissioner Sahib there, and 
in such a dress ? But he was not long in suspense; and when 
Cyril told him why he had come, the old man bowed his head, 
and burst into tears. 

“I do not deserve this,” he said. “ What am I to you, sir, 
that you should risk your life for me and mine ? Go, let the 
police come ; they will be enough.” 

“Not so,” replied Cecil; “I do not quite trust them since 
the Brahmin escaped. This is a matter for myself. Can you 
depend on your own men ? How many Lave you ? ” 

“ Six,” said the banker; “ all Bajpoots, and true to the 
death.” 

Then we must arrange them about,” said Cyril. “ I fear 
we may inconvenience the house, and perhaps make it unclean; 
but-there is no help for that. I have four men of my own, and 
ten are enough; but my fellows have fasted all day. Can you 
feed them ? ” 

“Yes,” said the banker. “My household food is being pre¬ 
pared, and they will not object to it.” 

> The preparations, the conference with Bam Singh and his 
men, and the positions to be taken up by each, occupied some 
time; and Aunt Ella and Seeta, who had been in the upjoer 
room, had become curious about the unusual commotion. * 

“ What can it be ? ” said Seeta. “ Do not let them wake the 
boy. Go and sec.” 

Aunt Ella went down, but was put back somewhat rudely 
by her brother. “This is no place for women,” he said. “A 
guest has come, and his men arc all about. Go qp to Seeta and 
stay with her.” 

But Aunt Ella was by no means satisfied; and she watched 
quietly. She saw a tall figure, in a brown quilted tunic and 
big boots, arranging men here and there, and these men were 
armed. They all spoke nearly in whispers, and she could not 
hear what was said; but she saw her .brother speaking with 
them too, so there was no fear of him. Then her brother came 
and called to her—she had hidden behind thmdoor—and bid her 
get food quickly, for the guest was hungry and needed refresh¬ 
ment. Ella now wondered more than ever; and having given 
the necessary direction to a servant, went up to Seeta, whom 
she found listening anxiously. 

“ I can’t make it out at all,” said Aunt Ella, nearly crying; 
“your grandfather is cross, he will have the food before it is 
ready; and there are strange men below all armed, and a big, 
fair man giving orders. He is as fair as an Englishman; but I 
must go to the kitchen, and do you keep quiet.” 
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Seeta 3 s heart gave a great bound within her, and she sat down 
almost unable to breathe. “It must be he, 3 ’ she thought, “he 
who was so kind, and I shall see him once more; 33 and she rose 
and went downstairs. There were no men about, and looking 
into the front hall, she saw unmistakeably that the stranger 
sitting in her unele’s seat was indeed Cyril Brandon: that was 
enough. Why he had come she knew not; but a sense of 
blessed security stole into her heart, whieh moved her to tears. 
“ I will go and sing the evening hymns, 33 she said to herself, 
“ and pray for him ; 33 and presently Cyril heard a rieh, sweet 
voice chanting the evening Hindoo litany in an inner room. 

“ Who is that singing? 33 he asked. 

“ It is Secta, 33 said the banker; “ I ought to do the 4 Bkujun 3 
myself, but I am old and she always sings it; I love to hear 

her.” 

It was a delicious voiee truly, and the slight aceompaniment 
of a tumboora increased its effeet. Cyril listened while the 
hymn lasted without speaking; as it finished he said, “ They 
ought to be told, Narendra, and prepared for what may happen; 
will you do this, and get them into a safe place? 53 

“ I think, 33 said Narcndra, “if they knew you were here it 
would eomfort them; yes, they ought to know; 33 and he went 
for them, and Aunt Ella and Seeta entered with him. Neither 
was ehanged in the least; and the curiosity both expressed, 
increased, if it were possible, the beautiful expression of Seeta 3 s 
faee. As Cyril arose and saluted them both, the women bowed 
down and touehed his feet, then went and sat apart, while Cyril 
explained why he had eome. Both were brave women; and, 
though deeply agitated, were comparatively ealm. There might 
be resistance, Cyril said, there might be bloodshed; but there 
was no fear, and if they would keep quiet in the upper rooms, 
all would be well. But Seeta would not have it so; and she 
rose and said humbly, with her hands joined before her — 

“ I did not blench from peril once, when the Brahmin came 
and I will not now. 0 my lord! let mo remain, I eould not 
stay alone 33 —and she came, and again touehed his fetet—“ Aunt 
Ella will take care of my son. 33 

Cyril saw that she was quite ealm; her soft brown eyes 
were suffused with tears, but there was *io failing in them; 
Aunt Ella was sobbing and beating her breast, and she at last 
arose and went away; and Cyril said, “ Be it as you will, but 
keep inside the eourt, for there may bo rough work. 33 Then 
Seeta went up to her ehild ; and gradually, as night advanced, 
silence fell upon the house, and the men had taken up their 
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several positions. The outer gate had been left ajar as if it had 
been earelessly fastened; some blankets had been thrown over 
logs of wood in the guard-room to represent sleeping guards, 
and all was prepared ; Cyril heard Seeta eome down the stairs 
from above, and in the dusk saw her seat herself in the verandah 
of the eourt, but not far from him. 

Midnight passed, and the town watch went their usual 
rounds, beating their drums and blowing their horn, and crying 
out, “ The seeond watch is past, sleep in peaee! ” Then all in 
the'town was still, except the occasional bark of dogs, and again 
there was silence; but the time was surely nigh. In about two 
hours more, while all were watching, Sceta rose suddenly and 
said to Brandon, “ I hear them, for they are near; be ready! 
and as he was warning the men to be silent, they heard the outer 
gate broken in by the blow of an axe, and a rushing of men s 
feet through the inner eourt, and saw the light of blazing 
torches. Cyril was standing in front near the steps, and as the 
light fell upon him, Seeta saw his fine figure proudly drawn up 
and ready. Strange that the Daeoits did not at onee see him, 
but he had been concealed by one of the thick wooden pillars. 
Cyril let them rush in confusedly, and up the steps. He recog¬ 
nized the tali figure of the leader, though his faee was muffled, 
and covering him with his pistol, fired ; a man dropped, but it 
was not Azrael. Again and again Brandon fired rapidly, and in 
the eonfusion, whieh had become general—for the eoneealed men 
had rushed from their hiding-places, leaped into the eourt, and 
attacked the Daeoits—a man drove a spear through his right arm, 
and it fell powerless to his side. The whole had been the work 
of hardly more than a minute. Five of the Daeoits were lying 
wounded or dead; several had been captured, and the rest having 
extinguished their torches, eseaped in the darkness, as they had 

eome. - 

Seeta had seen two men fall before Cyril’s weapon ; then she 
had seen him beset; and the reeling, surging figures prevented 
her from approaching him, but only for a moment. She saw 
him struek, and the gush of blood whieh followed, and ran to 
him. “ Come away! eome away! ” she cried, and tried to 
draw him to the inner eourt, but he put her aside, gently. 

“ Bring mo some water,” he said. w Do not mind the wound, 
it is but a scrateh, and I must see to. my people.’ 

While she went to feteh it, Cyril looked round. Some ono 
had relighted one of the Daeoit’s torches, and everything could 
be seen distinctly; and one of his Sikh orderlies came np and 
said, pointing to the eourt, u Three of them are dead, ono is 
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dying, and none will live; none of us are hurt. Shall we run 
to the station for the police ? ” 

“ Yes,” he said; “ keep the men we have taken safely.” And 
he sat down, for he felt sick and faint. 

“ Drink this, sir,” said Seeta, who had now returned with a 
silver cup full of cold water, and Cyril drank eagerly. No more 
delicious draught had ever passed his lips, he thought, as he 
looked gratefully at the girl; hut still he was faint, for the 
wound was bleeding much, and Seeta saw his head drop on his 
shoulder. 

“ Quick! ” she cried to the Sikh, who was giving some direc¬ 
tions ; “ come to your master, he is wounded! Quick, carry him 
after me.” 

Several of the men ran to Cyril, and taking him up ! gently, 
carried him into the verandah of the inner court, and laid him 
upon a low bed; he felt faint and weak, but he was quite con¬ 
scious. Narendra was standing by him, and Seeta was kneeling 
by the bed. One of his men was unfastening the knots of the 
tunic, and it was quickly removed. “ We must get to the 
wound, he said, “and stop the bleeding, else he will faipt 
again ; ’ and it was scon exposed. It was above the elbow, and 
the spear had gone through the fleshy part of the arm. “ We 
must have a good barber for this,” continued the Sikh; “it is no 
slight scratch, sir; but never mind, it will soon be well.” 

“ 1 will wash it, sir,” said Seeta humbly to the Sikh; “let 
me do what I can.” 

“Well,” replied the mau, “your hands are lighter than 
mine; wash it well, while I look after the affairs out yonder,” 
and he went away. 

Aunt Ella, who had now come, brought warm water, and 
between them the wound was soon washed and bound up; and 
a fomentation of herbs, well known to tho old lady, was' con¬ 
cocted and set to boil in the kitchen. As it was, however, Cyril 
already felt refreshed, but the wound was very painful. He 
heard the voice of the police Darogah without, giving directions, 
and after a few minutes he came in, much concerned at what 
had taken place. 

“ Have you got any more of them ? ” asked Cyril. “ Do not 
trouble me now; I will see to everything in the morning.” 

“No, not yet,” replied the officer; “none of the Dacoits. 
They must have separated at once, but men are in pursuit; and 
we have got a palankeen, and eighteen bearers beside it, which 
was in a bye street. What could that have been intended for? 
T have confined them all.” 
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Cyril knew well, but said nothing. As lie looked at Seeta, 
who sat at the foot of the bed with her face eoneealed, he felt 
grateful that he had saved her; and then he thought how 
daringly had the Dacoity been planned. The police station was 
at a considerable distance, and before any alarm could have been 
given, the whole of the robber’s selieme might have been exe¬ 
cuted. Then Aunt Ella came with her fomentation, which 
relieved the pain, and stopped the bleeding; and an old barber 
very eleverly put a stitch into the wound, and bound it up 
tenderly; and, much soothed by this, Cyril fell asleep, while the 
women watched by him, and fanned him by turns, and his men 
sat without, talking together in low tones. 


CHAPTER SIY. 

STRICKEN TENTS. 

Cyril Brandon felt weak as he awoke soon after daylight, for he 
had slept little. He could hardly realize, at first, where he was; 
but the events of the past night rushed into his mind with great 
vividness. There was no one by him but two of his orderlies,, 
both asleep; and there were no sounds in the house but a low, 
soft singing, like what he remembered to have heard the night 
before. It was Seeta singing the morning hymn, while Narendra 
and her aunt were engaged in their worship, and, indeed, also in 
a prayer of thankfulness for having been preserved from great 
dangers. 

After this was finished, all three, I think, v r ere troubled 
what to do about Cyril. What would he like to do?* Did he 
bathe, and what would he eat ? At last Aunt Ella said decidedly 
that a light “ kicheree,” and some tamarind water, would be 
best for him; and Seeta declared she would make them, and 
departed to get them ready. Meanwhile Brandon had awakened 
his men, and Golab Singh, the Sikh, a great, bearded fellow, 
raised him gently, as he inquired after his wound; and as 
Brandon sat up, brought him the ewer and basin, which had 
been set ready by a woman servant, and poured water over 
his hands. Then Cyril felt refreshed, and with his attendant’s 
help went out and sat down in the outer hall. The court had 
been cleansed, the floor of the hall newly plastered, and a fresh 
white cloth spread over the banker’s cushions, on which Cyril 
seated himself. All looked neat and pleasant, and the morning 
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air was brisk and reviving. Narendra found his guest sitting 
there, and bowed down before him. He could not speak at first; 
the old man’s heart was too full for words. “ All we have is 
yours,” ho said at length; “you have saved our houso and our 
lives at the risk of your own, and you have shed your blood for 
us. 0 that wo could prove what we feel, till we die! ” 

“ Let it pass,” said Cyril ; “ it was but my duty. I came 
for ono purpose, and in that I failed; but perhaps the police 
would have done no better. Azrael Pande eseaped me.” 

“ Yes,” said the banker, “ and wc shall hear no more of him 
now for a long time; but ho is a wicked Brahmin, and when 
Brahmins are bad, they are worse than others. He would have 
taken Seeta, sir, and you have saved her.” 

“ Ha ! then you know that ? ” eried Brandon. 

“ Yes,” replied the old man, gravely ; “ I know it. Else why 
was the palankeen there ? And one of the Daeoits confessed all 
last night, after you lay down, before he died.” 

“ Sinee you know so mueh,” returned Cyril, “ 3 T ou shall know 
all. In the jDoeket of the tunie I had on yesterday you will find 
a letter; bring it to me. Can you guess who wrote this?” he 
asked. 

“ Yes,” returned Narendra, after reading it. “ I think it 
must be Buldeo, the man whom Seeta saved in your court. I ean 
think of no one else.” 

“ Perhaps,” said Cyril ; “ and we will see what the Darogah 
says about it. Ah ! he is here. You are welcome, Abbas Ally ; 
what news have you?” 

The old offieer came up the steps, took liis sword out of his 
belt, and, with a sorrowful faee and a low obeisanee, laid it at 
Cyril’s feet. “I will not take it up again unless you tell me,” 
he said respectfully 7 , but with tears in his ey r es; “ I should have 
been with you last night, and my lord is wounded ; but I feel as 
if I were a eovvard, for Lejmg absent.” 

“ Do not think so for a moment,” replied Cyril, anxiously ; 
“ and I blame myself now that I did not send for you. I think 
you would have managed the matter better than I, and that 
Azrael Pande would not' have escaped. Take up y 7 our sword, 
and wear it as yum always will, honourably 7 ; and as the dceora- 
tions you hear voueh for y r our having done.” 

“ I thank y 7 ou humbly and gratefully, sir,” he said, replacing 
his sword; “ but no, Azrael’s scouts must have been in the 
town, and would have known that I had eome here. You were 
disguised, I hear, and they did not know yon. One of them, 
who was taken, has indeed confessed as much. You were 
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seen, but not recognized, and they thought you a visitor to 
Narendra.” 

“ And where did the Dacoity eome from ? asked Cyril. 

“From Janpoor,” replied the Darogah; “in the estate of 
Nawab Dil Khan Bahadoor; but the men have been near this 
for some days, lurking in the jungles, waiting for their leader.” 

“ Ah! I, too, have had my suspicions about the Nawab. 
We must see to him, my friend.” 

“ When you are able to hear the depositions, sir,” eontinued 
the Darogah, “ I will bring them to you; but not to-day. Ypu 
need rest. Is there no quiet room you could arrange for him 
here,” he asked of Narendra, “ till his tents and servants come 
up? I have sent for them.” 

“ My whole house is his,” replied the banker, “ and he well 
knows it. Yes, there is the room above—my ehild’s room. I 
will see to it directly.” 

Then the priest Wamun Bhut came in, bringing a native 
physician of the town, who felt Cyril’s pulse gravely, declared 
he was very feverish, and that he must dress the wound again, 
and give him a soothing draught. “ I will be back directly,” 
he said; “ meanwhile let him be removed from hence. It is too 
much exposed here.” 

When Narendra returned, he said all was ready; and with 
the aid of the priest, Cyril was conducted up the stairs to the 
spacious room above. Seeta and Aunt Ella had been busy there 
for some time, and had spread a carpet, and arranged a low bed 
for him, which, with its snow-white sheets and pillows, looked 
very inviting, and he lay down and felt at rest. How kind and 
considerate they all were! he thought gratefully. Seeta was 
not there; but Aunt Ella came presently with a eovered dish, 
and a silver cup full of tamarind water. “ You must forgive 
our ignoranee,” she said ; “ we do not know what you eat; but 
this is plain food, and will do you good, and Seeta has made it 
for you; and here is an English spoon we had, for you to eat 
with • we know you English do not use your fingers.” 

Cyril was amused and gratified : and the simple “ kicheree ” 
seemed to him delicious, and the tamarind water also. He ate 
to the old lady’s satisfaction, though he could not finish all. 
“ Will Seeta come to see me ? ” he asked ; “ she might perhaps 
dress my wound when the doctor comes.” 

' “If he will let us,” she replied, “ we will do it together; but 
he might object to a woman’s hand. In any case she will come 
to you to thank you. 0 sir ! ” she continued, bursting into 
tears, “ what ean we not do for you, who have saved her, our 
child?” 
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Then presently the doctor came and opened the bandages* 
He would not let the women touch the wound; they were not 
always pure, he said, and knew nothing about such matters. 
But he was a skilful man; and when the operation was over, 
and the arm bound up again with a cool poultice of herbs, Cyril 
felt easier, and the soothing draught given to him allayed his 
fever and thirst, and he slept quietly for many hours. Once he 
thought Seeta had come in, with her boy in her arms, and had 
bent over him weeping; but she had gone away without speak¬ 
ing. Perhaps he had dreamed this; and yet the impression was 
too strong to be put away, and she might come again. 

And she did come. Towards evening he was dozing, and 
saw her enter; and thinking him asleep, she came and looked 
on him and sighed. 

44 I am not asleep,” he said. “ Do not be afraid, but sit 
down and speak to me.” 

44 1 am not afraid; but you are not to speak,” she replied; 
44 the doctor said so 0 Perhaps to-morrow I may come. I want 
you to look at my boy, and I will bring him. He is all I have 
left, and he will not be afraid of you.” 

44 Why not bring him now ? ” 

44 No,” she said, 44 you are to be very quiet, and must not 
speak any more; ” and she left the room. 

44 What a strange girl! ” thought Cyril, 44 and so beautiful! 99 
And he dozed again, and fell into confused dreams about her, 
which he could not follow. Then in the evening kind Aunt 
Ella came again with food, hut he could not eat much, and 
Narendra and the priest came too, and sat awhile, and two or 
three others ; and the doctor followed, who gave him another 
draught; so he was not lonely, and that night he slept well. 

When he awoke Cyril felt better and stronger, though still 
weak. He had, indeed, lost much blood. His orderlies had 
kept watch over him by turns during the night, and now Golab 
Singh, the Sikh, was sitting quietly at the window looking out. 

44 You are to have a hath,” he said, as Cyril called him; 44 the 
doctor said so; and it is ready. I will bathe you, and the water 
is in the room there. Get up, sir. I have borrowed some clean 
clothes from the banker, and you will he comfortable.” And he 
assisted Cyril to rise. Was there ever anything more delicious 
than that warm hath and the scrubbings of the rough Sikh ? 
Cyril was passive under his hands, and let him do as he wished*. 
All the pain and unrest seemed to pass out of him, as water, 
hotter and hotter, was poured over his body, and he was at last 
enveloped in a hot dry sheet. Then a muslin tunic of the 
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banker’s and a fino waisteloth were put on Mm, ike sleeve 
of bis wounded arm being eut open; and be was led again to 
bis bed, and fell into the most refreshing sleep be bad yet 
enjoyed. 

When be awoke and bad eaten, it was past noon. “ Seeta 
will eome to you by-and-by,” Aunt Ella bad said. “ Tbe doetor 
says you may speak a little, but you are not to do business with 
any one. Sbe will read to you if you like, or sing to you.” 
And so be waited. 

Presently Seeta entered tbe room, witb ber ebild on her hip. 
Cyril saw at a glanee that it was mueb ebanged. The eyes of 
tbe little fellow seemed to have grown larger, and be was pale 
and sallow; bis neck and limbs appeared to have shrunk, and 
be breathed heavily. The dilated pupils and heaviness showed 
some affection of the head. 

“ I have brought him to you,” she said. “ Look at him. 
Tbe English know everything, and you may bo able to help 
him ; no one else ean.” 

Cyril stretched out his left arm, and the boy at once bent 
forwards and went to him, looking wistfully into his faee as he 
sat on the bed. 

“He is not afraid of you, you see, sir,” said his mother* 
“ nor am I. It is so strange——■ ” 

“Why?” asked Cyril. “All children come to me without 
fear.” ^ 

“ Yes, I understand now,” she said, dreamily. “ It is beeause 
you are good. Children know who are good to them ; and I am 
but a child, for I feel no fear of you—I never felt any ; and this 
is so strange to me. You are English, and people fear you; but 
I do not.” 

“ I would rather they loved me,” said Cyril gently, “ than 
that they feared me.” 

“ Yes, many love you too.” she returned gravely, “ but it is 
a love with fear, and we have no fear. Nor grandfather, nor 
Aunt Ella, nor my boy, nor I. We only love you and worship 
you, as we do our gods.” 

“ Nay, lady, do not say that,” said Cyril. “ To worship man 
as a god, we English think sinful; but there is love for all, and 
for God also, and in that we are not apart. He saved my life 
last night. Am I not grateful? Buldeo saved your life onee; 
yet you would not worship him! ” 

“ No,” she replied, “ not him, though I am grateful. But 
you are very different. He did not risk his life for us, and you 
did freely, and without a thought save to protect us. You are 
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an incarnation of God’s power, and so we would love you and 
worship you. See, even the child submits to you ! ” 

And indeed it was true, for the little fellow had nestled close 
to Cyril, and still looked up at him with his great wondering 
eyes, as he occasionally stroked his face and beard with a loving 
touch, which Cyril did not repel. But he changed the subject. 
“ You have a book there,” he said; “ they tell me you can read. 
Will you read to me ? ” 

“ It is Sanserif,” she replied modestly, “ and you will not 
understand it ; but I ean explain it as I read.” 

“I understand it somewhat,” he said. “I learned it in 
England, and I read it often. What book is that ?” 

“ 4 Savitri,’ ” she replied; “it is a part of the c Mahabharut,’ 
Do you know it?” 

“ Yes, lady,” he returned. “ Bead on, and I will listen.” 

She read slowly ; but in her sweet, musical voice the beautiful 
couplets of the old Hindoo poet sounded as he had never heard, 
them before. Cyril had only heard them read in the nasal sing¬ 
song tone that Pundits generally use; but this was very different. 
Secta grew more and more excited with her subject, and the 
intonations of her voice followed the variations of the exquisite 
story. It has been foretold that Savitri’s husband is to die ; 
and while they are in the forest his death-trance comes upon 
him, and he cries, “ Dearest, I can stand no longer! ” Then 

Down upon the ground she sate her, laid his head upon her breast, 

And the loving, gracious lady, lull’d her Satyavan to rest. 

“ Go on,” said Cyril; “a fine passage follows. Or let me 
read it. I will try ; but do not laugh at me.” 

She handed the book to him, wonderingly. “ 0 ! I will 
listen,” she said. 

Brandon read carefully. The passage had been a favourite 
college exercise and he knew it by heart: and in India he had 
acquired mueh of the proper cadence and pronunciation of tho 
poem. Yama, the Lord of Death, comes, a dread presence, and 
takes away the spirit of Savitri’s husband; but she fears 
nothing:— 

Wheresoe’er my husband goeth, in tbe way where he is led, 

There Savitri, faithful ever, still unfalteringly will tread. 

“Yes,” cried Seeta, interrupting him, with the tears glisten¬ 
ing in her large, soft eyes, “she went, the wife with her husband 
—into death. She had no fear of death. So I would have gone 
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once, for my duty, as lie died; but that was denied me, and the 
child lives-” 

“ For your duty,” said Cyril, “ not for your love ? ” 

“ It is the same,” returned the girl. “ There can be no 
duty without love. But you must not read. See, you are 
already flushed, and that is bad for you. I will finish the book, 
for they are happy in the end. I should not leave you with 
a gloomy thought. Enough that I have ruy own.” And she 
read on. 

“Will you not sing something to me?” he said, when she 
had finished. “ I would rather your voice lingered in my ear 
than the Sanscrit couplets, grand as they are ! ” 

“ I will,” she replied. “ I do not know many songs, I only 
sing the hymns ; but I remember one a minstrel sung once, and 
I got Wamun Bkut to teach it to me. Will you hear it? ” And 
she rose and took up her tumboora, which rested in a coiner of 
the room; and after tuning it to a chord, sung an old Hindee 
ballad, which may be thus rendered:—• 

T could not speak with him 
Those fondest words that 1 had treasured up to tell. 

My streaming eyes were dim 
With tears which then, alas ! from me unheeded fell. 

Rude blows the bitter wind, 

Cold is the driving rain, nor place I have to dwell; 

Ah me! tom them unkind, 

No pitying word, no sheltering love I find. 

“I cannot sing more,” she said, breaking down. “I will 
finish it another time, perhaps, if you like it. Now, come, Laloo, 
we must go.” 

The child put out his arms to her, but still looked at Cyril, 
who bent down and kissed him. “Go,” he said, “to your 
mother. Don’t be afraid of him,” he added to her; “ho seems 
very quiet.” 

“ Ah ! ” returned Seeta, “ that is what I fear; he used to bo 
so noisy, till wc went to the trial; I think I ought not to have 
taken him there.” 

“Why?” 

“ Because of the Brahmin and his evil eye, sir; but I should 
not fear, God is so good to me.” 

So passed three more days, and as they had become better 
known to eaeh other, Sceta had laid aside much of her reserve. 
Day after day she brought her books, and they read passages of 
the “ Megha Dutta,” or Cloud Messenger, by turns, and scenes 
from the dramas, and had many a pleasant dispute over them, 
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•which Wamun Bhut had to settlo, wondering, as Seeta did, that 
Cyril knew so much. Aunt Ella told Cyril he must be a son 
whom, God had sent her in her old age, and he must be obedient 
like one; and he had been obedient at once, and ate what she 
gave him, and he enjoyed the quaint, affectionate simplicity of 
the good old lady as much as he did the sterling kindness and 
instructive conversation of the banker and the priest. He 
played games of chess with them both, and held his own fairly, 
and he was visited by many of the banker’s friends; thus he 
was never alone, except when he wished. His tents and servants 
had arrived, but he did not need the servants, and as they were 
Mahomedans, hesitated to employ them in the house; as to the 
tents, the worthy doctor would not hear of them. The fever of 
the wound was not gone, and Cyril felt it had not; he could not 
use his right hand to write much, and though he admitted Baba 
Sahib, and gave orders on any important cases, I do not think 
that much real business was transacted; and as Mostyn had left 
Noorpoor, Cyril only wrote a few lines to Noble, to say he had 
been slightly wounded, and would get to work again in a few 
days. 

But before a week was gone, the pleasant sojourn in the 
bankers house came to an end. In spire of Narendra’s remon¬ 
strances, good Aunt Ella’s scolding, and Seeta’s evident anxiety 
and reluctance, he must go to his work; and when the doctor 
said the wound was now healthy, and would soon heal, he went. 
It was not a parting for good, for there was much to do at Shah 
Gunje, and the farmers had already assembled for their yearly 
settlement of revenue. Cyril had said they should all come some 
day to see his tents; but to Seeta it was very sad, and she stood 
sobbing at the door as he passed her and said some cheery 
words. “ He will forget me,” she said to herself, as he descended 
the stairs ; “ and I ? ah me, I cannot forget now.” 

But Cyril did not find his tents pleasant, and his wound had 
not improved by the change. The cold at night affected it, and 
the doctor said he ought to return ; yet that was impossible. 
How he missed all the loving attention he had received ! How 
he longed to hear Seeta read once more, or sing to him, in that 
sweet low voice of hers, the old Indian ballads of which he had 
grown so fond ! But it was all at an end, he thought; it was a 
pleasant dream which the realities of his life had broken, but 
which would never be forgotten. 

Narendra had been sorely puzzled how to give something to 
Cyril in memory of that night, hut he knew that he would, and 
could, accept nothing of value; and he had consulted Baba 
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Sahib on the subject, who had suggested that a small silver 
salver with an inscription of the day and the year of the Dacoity, 
and the names of himself, Aunt Ella, and Seeta, would be enough 
and would be gladly received ; and Narcndra at once had it put 
in hand, and finished all the rich chasing himself; Seeta wrote 
the letters on it, and her grandfather engraved them. So when 
it was ready, Narendra took it one evening to the eamp when 
business was finished, and praying to be pardoned for the 
liberty, presented it respectfully. 

I think Cyril was deeply affected by this simple act of kind 
thoughtfulness. He could speak little; indeed, as he took the 
salver from the banker, and held out his hand to receive the 
wreath of flowers which Seeta had strung for the occasion, there 
arose a lump in his throat which he eould hardly repress; but 
he said, “ I will keep it safely, Narcndra, and the flowers too, 
in memory of you all, and I will tell them in England of my 
kind friends here, when I go there : my mother will value this 
gift as much as I do.” 

That day Seeta had arranged a visit to the temple with Aunt 
Ella to make offerings for the child, and her grandfather had 
accompanied them. It was impossible not to see that the ehild 
grew weaker, and took less nourishment day by day; but the 
simple faith of the household could only find one vent, except 
their prayers, in an offering at Wamun Bhut’s temple, and they 
had taken the child there to be blessed solemnly, and laid before 
God. It was after this ceremonj 7 ' that Narendra had taken the 
salver to Cyril; and as he returned, he told them what he had 
done, and what Cyril had said. “ No, he will not forget us 
now,” he continued, “ and being alone he will remember us the 
more. Look ! it is very sad to see such a man alone.” 

They looked to where he pointed, and though it was growing 
dusk they could see Cyril sitting in his chair before his tent 
alone, except his little dog Muff, which lay at his feet; and the 
tears were streaming from Secta’s eyes, as she prayed silently, 
“ 0 God! keep him safe, keep him safe, for the sake of his 
mother and all who love him.” Next day they got a message 
to say he was obliged to leave on business; and when Seeta 
looked from her oriel window, the morning after that, she saw 
that the white tents were gone. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

UNCERTAINTY. 

Cyril Brandon’s absence from Shah Gunje did not lessen the 
trouble of mind wliieb had beset him. It was accountable to 
him that the Hindoo girl should be perpetually in his thoughts; 
that he should dream of her at nights; and that through the 
day her pleading, wistful face, and dewy eyes, should eome 
between him and his work so constantly—“What was she to 
him, or he to her?” Thrown together, as it were, by strange 
circumstances, it had been impossible for him not to feel a keen 
interest in one so beautiful, so interesting, and so entirely 
different from any one he had ever seen. He knew now, what 
he had never known before, that such women as Seeta might, 
and did, exist among the people. He had often felt the intel¬ 
lectual power of the strange girl to be equal with, or, indeed, 
superior to, his own, in their discussions upon the books she had 
read to him; and those pleasant interviews—when her first 
reserve had given way before the mutual appreciation of beauties 
or difficulties in the texts of the old Hindoo poets—now returned 
on his mind with irresistible force. Seeta seemed again to be 
seated before him with her book on her lap, her finger pointing 
to a favourite passage, and her face upturned to him as he lay, 
full of interest and excitement: her eyes flashing, her sweet 
mouth partly opened, showing her little pearly teeth, her cheek 
glowing with the lovely Titianesque colour by which he had 
been so niueh struck on first seeing her, and her dark wavy hair 
(it was not black) escaping from the knot in which it was loosely 
tied, and falling in soft curls over her neck and shoulder, tinged, 
where the light caught it, with threads of gold. Sueli a picture 
was but too often present, I think, for Cyril’s peace of mind and 
former content with his loneliness: “ If I had only been able 
to make a drawing of her,” he often said, “ how I should have 
prized it! ” 

Then one heavy temptation would follow; and I should be 
sorry if my readers thought I wished to exhibit to them any 
ideal perfection in Cyril Brandon. He was, as all men are, 
subject to temptation; and though a fine, manly fellow, kind, 
considerate, and elever, was not exempt from liability to error. 
These struggles he well knew himself, and being habitually of 
a devout mind, prayed for right direction in all things; but the 
present was the sharpest trial which had yet eome upon him ? 
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What if the girl loved him? and that might be, or might eome 
to be—eould she not live with him ? She was a widow, and of 
no value to her family; she would probably never marry again, 
but live out a useless, louely life till she died; or she might 
become a devotee—that beautiful hair eut off—disfigured—and 
pass her days in wandering from shrine to shrine all over India, 
dressed in the coarsest garments, and undergoing the severest 
privations. With him she would be happy in her own way : 
she would have a new objeet in life, and what tie had she now 
to her own home? Her ehild was dead. Baba Sahib had told 
him, a few days after they had left Shah Gunje, that it had 
fallen baek suddenly in her arms, and breathed its last quietly, 
and she was in terrible grief. Well, indeed, he knew how her 
life was bound up in that child, and that there was now no 
other vent or objeet for her love. But he would make her 
happy again if she would eome to him: and how many as good 
as he had formed such connections, some for life and others till 
they married? The more Cyril thought on this plan, the more 
feasible it appeared; and he determined to write to Seeta and 
ask her to live with him. I think he felt eertain that she would 
come; and, perhaps, with the eornmon estimate of Hindoo 
character which too generally prevails, he did not give the girl 
credit for higher motives of honour and self-respect which might 
influence her. 

And one night, when he was alone, and his tempter was 
busy with his soul, he sat down and wrote—wrote such words 
as he was sure Seeta would read with seerefc joy and exultation, 
and would not reprove him. But—and I may say it not irre¬ 
verently—his mind, as he read it over, presently rejected what 
he had written; rejected it as dishonourable and insulting, and 
he prayed to be delivered from his temptation; and as he eried, 

4 'Lord, I am sinking; save me ere I perish! ” he tore up the 
letter into small fragments and burned them. In Seeta’s inter¬ 
course with him he remembered that he had never detected any 
trace of levity, and he felt that she believed him, as she had 
told hint onec, pure and good. Her place in life, melancholy as 
her future seemed to be, her grandfather’s wealth and respect¬ 
able position, must have raised her above any thought of sueh 
dishonour as he had nearly proposed. Any disgraee to them 
would involve his own, with his superiors, and with all the 
people of the country; and to forfeit these would be madness.. 
Above all, it would be sin—deliberate sin before God, and must 
be put away. So thinking, long into the night, Cyril went 
to his rest, and slept more calmly than he had done for many 
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a night past; and when he woke in the morning he was 
refreshed, and did his work through the day to the admiration 
of Baba Sahib, who congratulated him on his complete recovery. 

Now that you are quite well, sir,” he said, “ I think you 
should go to Shah Gunje and finish what there is to do there. 

I kept most of it from you then, for you were really unable 
to work; and it must be done, as you know as well as I. There 
is nothing of importance remaining here.” 

“Be it so,” returned Cyril; “my arm is well now, and I ean 
go whenever you please. Yes, I know there are several ease& 
to try, and the revenue affairs have been already too long deferred. 
All must be looked to speedily.” 

“ Then I will warn the people, and to-morrow we can finish 
all there is here. It is only twenty miles to Shah Gunje, and 
we ean halt a day between. Will the day after to-morrow suit 
you ? ” 

“ Certainly,” replied Cyril; “ I am quite ready; and we 
shall see Narcndra again. I wish we could tell him that we 
had caught Azrael Pande ; hut the poliee are still at fault. I 
think he must have left the country. We need not stay long at 
Shah Gunje.” 

“ Not long, sir ; only a few days.” 

Perhaps Cyril thought that there was danger in moving his 
camp to Shah Gunje, hut the work must he done; and though 
he might see the banker and enquire after Seeta’s health, he felt, 
and thankfully felt, that the temptation whieh had beset him 
and distressed him, had been graeiously removed from his mind. 

At Shah Gunje, however, Seeta was in sore strait. Her 
existence, as we know, had been bound up in her child. He 
was the only barrier between her and the now dreary widow¬ 
hood of her life. With him, too, had died the hope that lie 
would sueeeed to his father’s estate and business, for all the 
hereditary property must now pass to Pam Das, who had, 
indeed, lost no time in putting in his elaim to it, and to the 
funds held by Narendra; and he would have all, exeept the 
small portion whieh she would inherit as a widow. Possibly 
she might adopt an heir; hut that was a distant contingency, 
and might not be allowable. But if she did, what could he be 
to her in comparison of her hoy—her ehild, who had been once 
saved, and on whose existenee her own life seemed to depend? . 

I need not dilate upon her inconsolable grief. Those wha 
read these lines may he able to estimate what it was, better 
than I ean attempt to describe it, and understand how the 
loving heart of the girl w r as broken down by her great sorrow. 
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Day after day slie sat in the balcony we know of, silent, rarely 
weeping, looking out to the temple where she had laid her boy 
before the Lord of Life, who had not heard her, and near wliieli 
they had buried him. Nor were the white tents there, nor did 
she hear of their coming. 

Good Aunt Ella was at her very wits’ end. Sho had tried 
to arouse Seeta, and to interest her in common household 
matters. She had invited many of her old companions to come 
to her, and they had come, and in their homely way wept with 
her and tried to console her, in vain. She had asked Wamun 
Bhut to remonstrate, and the good priest had done his best; had 
read to Seeta passages out of the holy books which enjoined 
resignation and faith, and had told her how all worldly things 
were but illusion, and that she must now devote herself to 
attaining the reality. And he mad to her parts of her old 
studies; but when one day he began “Savitri,” thinking it 
would interest her and strengthen her faith, she looked at him 
sadly and put her hand on the book to prevent him. “ Twice 
I would have gone to death,” she said; “ onee for my duty with 
him, and onee for my love with Laloo; but the Lord of Death 
would not permit me. 0 may he come to me soon, that I 
may follow them? Why should I live now? No one would 
miss me, and you would all remember me.” 

By-Und-by, as the days passed, they thought she was ealnier, 
and she often wept, which Aunt Ella thought to be a good sign. 
“It will ease her heart,” she said to herself, “and it is very 
heavy still. When I beeame a widow I wept and wept for a 
year, and then peace eame to me; but I had no child—none but 
her, and if she were taken then I too must die ! Night after 
night the dear old lady wntehed by Seeta’s bed, fanned her 
gently to sleep, and then lay down beside her on the carpet. 
She often heard Seeta mutter in her sleep, and heard her call 
upon her child; and rising, patted her gently to soothe her. 
But one night the dream seemed to he ehanged; instead of the 
child’s, the name of the English gentleman who had saved them 
was sweetly murmured, and as Aunt Ella looked she saw a 
gentle smile spread over the girl’s face, the rigid expression 
relax, the pale face flush with colour, the lips beeome red and 
humid, instead of white and dry, and a tear trielde from the 
closed eyes; while the girl’s bosom heaved, and she sighed, but 
not in pain. At first Aunt Ella thought this only a dream of 
what had been, and of Seeta’s gratitude; hut again and again, 
night after night, it came, and distressed her. She dare not 
mention it to her ehild; but she notiecd more and more that 
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Seeta rarely left tlie window during the day, and that a wistful, 
dreamy gaze was fixed upon the grove where the white tents 
had been. What if they should come again ? 

And one day, as we know, as Seeta rose and looked out as 
usual, the tents were rising under the trees. Aunt Ella was 
near her, and was at onee startled by the ery, “ Look, aunt, 
look! the tents are being pitched, and he will come'! ” And 
there was a bright expression in her eyes and an earnest look 
in her flushed face that the good lady had not seen for months. 
Was she glad to see it ? Not for that eause, whmh revealed to 
her the seeret of the nightly dreams. Not that the man they 
all respected and loved, should now be nearest to her child’s 
heart. Ah, yes ! the grief for the child had been terrible; the 
crisis of it had been anxiously looked for; Seeta’s death or life 
had seemed to hang in a balance; but this newly born excite¬ 
ment was a worse grief to Aunt Ella than even the ehild’s death. 
Still she would wateli. 

Narendra went, the day after his arrival, to see Cyril, and 
they had a long conversation. The banker detailed the eireurn- 
stances of the ehild’s death, and their hopeless attempts to 
comfort his mother. “I think,” he said, “if you had written to 
say you were well, and that the wound was healed, it would 
have diverted her thoughts ; for even since yesterday, knowing 
you are well, she has been more herself. Will you not come to 
see her? I eannot send her and her aunt here, you know; and 
I am sure a word from you would do her more good than all our 
preaching.” 

“ Perhaps,” replied Cyril, “ onee before I go ; but I shall 
stay many daj'S for my work, and she will hear that I am able 
to do it. I wish her well, Narendra, and I grieved to hear of 
the loss of poor little Laloo. How fond he grew of me there l 
Tell her I have not forgotten him or her, nor the time I was 
with you; she and Aunt Ella must send me some sweetmeats 
and some pickles— they were so good.” 

Narendra delivered his message, and perhaps — for it was 
only natural—enlarged in a simple fashion on all the Commis¬ 
sioner Sahib had graeiously said. Seeta’s heart leaped to the 
words she heard, and she and Aunt Ella set themselves to work 
to prepare all that they thought Cyril had liked best when he 
was with them ; and Seeta strung some garlands of flowers and 
bid Aunt Ella put them round liis neek with her own hands. 
Then one evening, when all was ready, and Aunt Ella knew 
Cyril would he alone, she took them to him. 

Now, good Aunt Ella had insisted on going alone; first. 
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beeause it would be indeeorous to allow Soeta to go with her ; 
secondly, she did not want the priest, who had offered his 
company. She was not afraid of Cyril, and needed not her 
brother’s or the priest’s countenance. And thirdly, beeause, for 
reasons only known to herself, she was uneasy about Seeta, and 
would “ have it out ” with Cyril about her. So Aunt Ella went 
to the eamp and delivered her baskets full of good things, and 
gave instructions to Cyril’s servant how he was to prepare them 
for his master; and when he had gone away she said, “ Is there 
no one near, sir ? What I have to say to you no one must hear; 
it is between*ourselves.” 

Mueh wondering, Cyril rose and looked about; but there was 
no one. His usual belted attendants were sitting in front of his 
tent a long way off, talking to the banker’s men, who had come 
up with Aunt Ella, and as the story of the Uaeoity was being 
told over again, all were interested. 

“No,” said Cyril, as he returned; “there is no one—what 
have you to say ? speak freely.” 

Aunt Ella came from the plaec where she had stood hitherto, 
and sat down close beside his chair; and she put her hand 
gently on his arm to give more earnestness to her words. Aunt 
Ella was habitually quaint and blunt in her speech, and shs 
did not feel disposed to indulge in many words, or in compli¬ 
ments, on this occasion. 

“ You eame to us in our need, sir,” she said, “ in your great 
kindness, and you saved our lives, our property, and our honour. 
You shed your blood for us, and if you had been of our own 
kindred you eould not have done more. For that we pray that 
G-od may reward you, and He will do so. Wc arc simple folks, 
sir, and when you were wounded and lay ill, you were as a son 
of the house, and no one hid their face from you. We would 
have given our lives for you; and had no reservation. Seeta 

and I sat’with you, and she read to you—and-” but here Aunt 

Ella’s voiee, which had been quavering, now broke down, and 
she burst into tears. 

“ Yes,” said Cyril, “ I admit all, Aunt Ella, and you know 
I shall never forget what happened, and all your kindness; but 
you must not cry.” 

“Ah no! ” replied the old lady, wiping her eyes; “it is no 
use erying! You will never forget it, but I wish Seeta had 
forgotten it—I wish she had never seen you.” 

“ Why ? ” asked Cyril, though his heart smote him, as he 
asked the question. 

“ Why '! because she loves you, sir; beeause in the night she 
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dreams of you, and murmurs your name, and says love words 
that I dare not repeat. She docs not know this, and by day 
she is calm ; but T know the words arc lying at her heart. Since 
you came she has been restless and excited; she seems to have 
forgotten tlio eliild; she asks me twenty times a day whether 
you are ’.veil—what you are doing—whether your wound is 
healed — till I get quite provoked with her. What are you to 
her? It is bold — it is immodest that she should ask. Have 
you—have you, sir,” she continued, grasping his arm suddenly 
“ corrupted her? have you sedueed my child? — If you have— 
nay, do not speak—take her, and do what you will with her. 
She will be dead to us, and the dishonour will rest with you, 
not with us. 0 sir! we loved you so, we loved you so,—You 
should not have brought this upon us; it is more than I, than 
Narendracan bear, and we were better dead.” 

Cyril was deeply moved by what he heard. “ I am innoeent,” 
he said, “and she is innoeent—as a child she is innocent 
before God, of what you think.” 

“ Then swear to me by your God, and your mother, that what 
you say is true,” eried Aunt Ella, kneeling before him, with 
tears streaming down her cheeks. “ 0 swear this to me, and ! 
will depart in peace with you.” 

“Before God, and by my dear mother/' 1 he replied earnestly, 
“ I swear to you that this is true.” 

“I am content,” she replied; “and thankful, sir. Forgive 
me that I doubted— yes, doubted, and feared, too, for she is so 
beautiful, and you are both so young. Now, sir, one boon I beg, 
for all our sakes, and Seeta’s most of all. Go away. Go as 
soon as you can finish your work ; do not delay. Go far from 
lienee. Let it be between us as though we had never met, 
as it was before the death of ITurcc Das. If that had not been, 
we should never have known you. Do not return this year, or 
for as long as you ean possibly be absent; or let some one come 
in your place. Do not ask after us, or seek to communicate with 
us ; we shall go on in our old way, and Seeta will get accus¬ 
tomed to that in time, as I have done; if not, she will die. Will 
you do this ? ” 

“ I will,” replied Cyril. “ You have done well to tell me, 
and I would not lor my life that a breath of dishonour fell on 
your house. Go, you may trust my honour.” 

“ I do trust it, sir, I do trust it ; and forgive me if I have 
spoken beyond the bounds of respeet. I am grown old and 
foolish now, and could not help what I said, i will tell Seeta 
that you have taken her sweetmeats, qnd that will content her. 
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And now, sir,” she continued solemnly, as she rose, lifted up her 
hands, and placed them on his head; “take an old woman’s 
blessing, who loves you as a son. It will not harm you; take 
it as you would your mother’s, and I will go home happy. You 
will not forget us ! ” 

Cyril could not speak, for the old lady’s sudden action and 
words had affected him to tears! “May God keep you all 
safely! ” he said at length, as he took her hands from his head 
and kissed them. “ Now leave me,” and she went away. 

Yes, Secta seemed content when she heard that Cyril had 
accepted her little gift, and day by day she sat alone, looking, 
as was her wont, at the busy camp where her thoughts were; 
but on the fourth day after Aunt Ella’s visit, as she went to the 
altar on the housetop to gather toolsee leaves for the morning 
worship, she looked again to the camp grove, but the white 
tents were there no longer. 


CHAPTER XVI. 
aunt ella’s counsel. 

If Cyril Brandon’s mind had been in a condition of unrest when 
lie left Shah Gunje on a former occasion, it was hardly probable, 
considering the cause, that it would be in any degree more 
settled after Aunt Ella’s revelation. If it had been possible, he 
would have removed next morning to the other end of his 
district and remained there, but that was not possible ; and he 
remained three days, when he told Baba Sahib, who was really 
anxious about him, that he was not well, that the place did not 
agree with him, and that he must move about for change. 
Baba Sahib strongly recommended him to go at once to Noor- 
poor and consult the doctors there; but he would not hear of 
this. In a few days he would be better, and would return; if 
not, he would go to Noorpoor and get advice. It was clear to 
Cyril’s mind that he could not bear the strain on him much 
longer. That the Hindoo girl loved him there could be no 
doubt, and that she was very miserable was equally certain. 
Again and again had the temptation been near him, suggesting 
specious arguments as to his possession of Seeta, and his enjoy¬ 
ment of life with her; and again and again, in nights of 
agitated thought, had he nearly yielded. But his strong mind 
had not yet been thrown off its balance, and he had been sup- 
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ported, lie well knew liow. Should he even resign his appoint¬ 
ment and go home ? That indeed was a last resource; hut 
should he be any better there than here? He thought not; 
and for many reasons which we know of, his resignation now 
was impolitic and impossible. Some days’ absence would remove 
the load from his heart, he thought: and he went. 

But his old Serishtadar was not by any means satisfied. 
His master had moved his eamp almost without warning, and 
for onee had not taken him into his confidence. Many of the 
Zemindars were still at Shah Gunje, waiting their term of 
settlement; and Mr. Brandon kne w this as well as he did : 
and there was mueh work to be done elsewhere. If he were 
really ill, why not go to Noorpoor to reeover? No, there was 
something more than he knew; there must be, else why this 
vacillation ?—a phase of his master’s eharaeter whieh the old. man 
had never seen before. Why this erratie avoidanee of Shah 
Gunje ? Had any distressing news arrived from England ? for 
Baba Sahib knew almost as mueh of his master’s affairs there 
as he did himself; but he had mentioned nothing about them, 
though letters had reaehed him by every mail regularly for 
some time past. What then eould it be ? 

Baba Sahib had sat thus pondering for some time, when 
a sudden thought struek him; and as it rose in his mind, the 
old man’s eheeks seemed to burn with a flush of pain and 
coneern. As Aunt Ella was returning home after her interview 
with Cyril, Baba Sahib had met her, and had observed that she 
was mueh agitated, and her eyes swollen with weeping; and he 
had passed her with a few words of kindly greeting. What 
could havo been the purport of her visit? Could his master 
have done evil to Seeta? Perhaps Baba Sahib had but a feeble 
conviction of the virtue of Hindoo Soodra widow’s, especially of 
any so beautiful as Seeta, and so learned; and I also doubt 
whether he considered that sueh persons should be educated, 
and taught to read the holy books as well as Brahmins. But 
no. His master, .the soul ol honour as he knew him to be, eould 
not have yielded to temptation or seduetion. He had been 
Narendra’s guest, had eaten of his salt, and had been nursed, 
lovingly and tenderly; he could not have betrayed them ! So 
Baba Sahib put away the thought at onee, vexed with himself 
that he had ever allowed it to rise. Still, however, it remained 
there, and he thought he would wateh earefully over his master’s 
honour as his own. 

At Shah Gunje the time passed away drearily. Aunt Ella, 
though she had not spoken to Seeta on the subject of her inter- 
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view with Brandon, was yet watching the girl very narrowly, 
and was dismayed at the condition in which she remained. 
Now that the camp was gone, Seeta seemed hopelessly dull and 
melancholy, and nothing would arouse her. What household 
duties she had to do were performed n.^ehanieally and without 
interest. Her once cheerful voice was almost silent, and she 
was often found, by her aunt in tears. Even the books were 
laid aside, and all her little amusements were neglected. Nor 
could Narendra arouse her to any exertion; nor in the daily 
games at ehess, in which the old man had alwaj r s delighted, was 
there any satisfaction, for Seeta was absent and careless, hardly 
knowing what she played, and making perpetual mistakes, whieh 
almost provoked him. 

Nor eould he arouse her to the necessity of his making an 
adoption, a subject often anxiously discussed between him and 
his sister. For Narendra had formerly adopted Seeta’s child, 
and now he was dead, another heir was necessary. There were 
none available for the purpose but the children of distant 
relatives, and which to choose was the difficult point. He had 
hoped that Seeta would decide; but she had said he might do 
as he pleased, and that she w T as quite indifferent as to his 
choice. She eould not love another child, she said; and since 
her own was gone, it would be better to leave the matter un¬ 
decided, or allow tijne to elapse before it was considered. In 
vain had the good priest sh ; ven to arouse the girl to a sense 
of duty on this point; she was hopelessly listless and in¬ 
different, and many an anxious conversation had passed between 
him and Narendra on the subject. All they eould think was, 
that it was her child’s death that had so deeply affected her: 
and they agreed that the wisest course would be to give 
her more time to recover. The priest even hinted that he 
thought a visit to Benares, and the performance of certain 
eeremonies that he eould direct, would be the surest method to 
arouse Seeta ; and that the change of scene and air would revive 
her. If Aunt Ella had told what she knew, it would probably 
have brought matters to a crisis sooner; but she was eontent in 
knowing that Brandon was gone, and from all she eould hear 
it was not likely that he would return that season. 

In this, however, she was disappointed. It was impossible 
for Brandon to neglect his duty, or to postpone what he had to 
do at Shah Gunje. Nearly a month had elapsed sinee he was 
there before. Baba Sahib had watched very earefulty, but 
there had been no renewal of intercourse, either by letter or 
by message, with the banker’s house, and he had eome to the 




124 


SEETA . 


conclusion that his master was perfectly safe. When, therefore, 
he had proposed to return to their work, Brandon had assented 
cheerfully. 

Again, one morning, as 'Seeta had gone to the altar on the 
terrace to gather toolsec leaves, she saw that the camp was being 
pitched. She had had no hope that it would return. Xo one 
had told her of such a possibility. All whom she had dared to 
ask on the subject, had told her the Coinniisioner Sahib had 
gone away for the year, was in a distant part of the province, 
and would not return; and her grandfather had even spoken 
to her of his intention to go to Mr. Brandon and lay the matter 
of adoption before him, and ask his advice in regard to it. The 
joy which she felt when she was now assured of his return was 
too vivid not to be noticed by Aunt Ella ; and as Seeta flew 
down the steps, crying to her, “ Come and look—come and look ; 
the tents are there again ! ” and her glowing faec betrayed her 
emotion—the worthy old lady received, to her mind, the most 
decided confirmation of all her suspicions. But there was no 
help for it now. She could not tell Mr. Brandon to go away; 
she could only rely on the pledge he had given to her, and in 
which she fondly believed. Thus several days passed; and 
beyond a kind message from Cyril to inquire after their health, 
no communication had occurred between flic camp and the 
banker’s house. So far Aunt Ella was quite satisfied; and as 
one of the usual annual ceremonies at the temple had to be 
performed, she saw no objection to taking Seeta with her, as she 
had indeed always done before. 

The temple was, as I have said before, close to the grove in 
which Cyril’s camp was pitched. Some one, in former days, 
had chosen this rising ground for its beauty, had built the 
temple there, and planted a large grove of mango and tamarind 
trees, which had flourished in great luxuriance, and under their 
grateful shade the camps of the English civil officers were 
always pitched. From the knoll there was a glorious prospect 
over an undulating country, richly cultivated and wooded; and 
far away were some of the bolder mountains of the province, 
bounding the view with their ever-varying colour as the sun 
rested on them. Even without any formal religious ceremony 
to perform, the terrace of the temple, and the small room which 
belonged to its officiating priest, Wamun Bliut—often the scene 
of Seeta’s studies with him—had a charm for her which she 
delighted to enjoy. The fresh, fine air, the sense of freedom, 
the exquisite view over the country, formed a welcome change 
from the town-house and its unavoidable confinement; and on 
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this occasion were more than ever enjoyable. Seeta and Aunt 
Ella had gone there early, and they had determined to stay till 
the evening. They had performed their devotions, and laid 
their simple offerings before the image, and had watched the 
crowds of town and country folks who passed through the 
courts, or sat in groups on the terrace, enjoying the scene as 
much as they did themselves, and eating the sweetmeats or 
other food they had brought with them. On the other side Avas 
the camp of Cyril Brandon, and the busy sceno of people passing 
to and fro—petitioners, red-belted messengers, groups of 
villagers sitting under the trees, while their scribes were writing 
their petitions or making up their accounts. Beyond, Mr. 
Brandon’s horses, the horses of his escort of police, camels, and 
his single elephant, all made up a scene of curious interest to 
Seeta, who had seldom been so near it before. 

Of Brandon himself they knew nothing; but Seeta knew 
where he was, and well remembered the large white tent in 
which slie had seen him first, now more than a year ago, and 
the whole scene was as fresh in her memory as if it had occurred 
yesterday. Then, as the sun declined, and a large tree behind 
the tents threw a broad shadow over the grass, they saw the 
servants spread a large carpet and place a chair, while people 
from all sides gathered round, and sonic sat down, while others 
stood in groups, and conversed together. Presently they saw 
Cyril, and Baba Sahib, with their scribes, come out of the tent, 
and as Cyril received the salutations of the crowd and returned 
them, he sat down and the business of the evening began. 

Sometimes Seeta could see him, sometimes the people shut 
him out from her view ; but she saw enough to assure her 
that he was well, that the paleness which had followed his 
wound had given place to his Avon ted ruddy colour, and that he 
could use the wounded arm freely. Should she ever speak with 
him again? 0 but for one word, even to hear him ask her if she 
were avcII —that Avould be enough, and all that she could hope 
for noAv. In the house, in her own room, they had not seemed 
far apart; but in his camp and busy life, how should he re¬ 
member her ? I think, if Seeta had gone home* under these 
impressions, that she Avould have groAvn more contented Avitli 
her lot, and would, in time, ha\e ceased to grieve as she had 
done: and that it would have come to her more and more 
assuredly, that there Avas a gulf between Cyril and herself, 
which could not be passed. But it Avas not to be so. 

Cyril’s Petitioners’ Court, as it Avas called, Avas a curious and 
interesting scene. There had been some instances, on his first 
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arrival in the province, of the attendants and messengers inter¬ 
cepting -petitions, or requiring petitioners to pay gratuities ere 
their cases could be attended to : and Cyril, to prevent this, had 
instituted a petition box, which was set up at some distance 
before his tent, and near which no official servant was allowed 
to remain. The box was locked, and there was a wide slit in 
the lid through which petitions could bo deposited. In the 
evening the box was placed before Cyril when he took his seat 
outside, and unlocked; and one of the scribes, taking out the 
papers as they came, had the name of the petitioner called out, 
and the document was read in his presence, and disposed of at 
once by endorsement or otherwise. 

It is hard to say, whether mere curiosity to hear what was 
going on—and Aunt Ella was fond of excitement in her own 
way, fond of caste meetings, of recitations by Brahmins, plays, 
and other public gatherings—or a desire to see Brandon once 
more, perhaps to speak a word with him, led her to say to Seeta 
—they were sitting oif the terrace of the temple—“ I will leave 
you here, and go and see what is doing yonder. An old woman 
will never be noticed, and I should like to know what orders 
are given on Ram Das’s petition for the lands at Gokulpoor, fo$ 
I know he is going to present one. I will not be long, and 
then we can go home. Your grandfather will like to hear what 
Mr. Brandon orders in the case; ” and so Aunt Ella departed, 
and Seeta, longing to be in her place, watched her enter the 
crowd of petitioners and their friends, and then lost sight of her. 

Aunt Ella’s curiosity was gratified. She heard Brandon 
order Bam Das’s petition to be referred to the native district 
office for report, and would have come away ; but it was pleasant 
to listen to all that was going on, to hear what every one 
wanted, and to see how patiently her son—for she always in her 
heart called Cyril so—did his work, and how graciously ho 
spoke to all. At last she turned to go, and had got but a few 
steps towards the temple, when one of the scarlct-coated 
messengers, whom she knew, overtook her, and said respect¬ 
fully that she was to wait till the court rose, for that his master 
wished to speak with her. 

“ How could Cyril have seen her ? ” Aunt Ella thought; 
what could he have possibly to say to her? what would Seeta 
think of her absence ? She was much puzzled, and vexed that 
she had gone at all; but she waited patiently, saw the crowd 
disperse, saw the ministerial officer take leave, and Mr. Brandon 
proceed into his private tent; and then the man, who had not 
left her, said it was time to go, and she went, with her heart 
beating. 

o 
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There was no one in the tent but Cyril, who was seated on 
the side of his low bed, and who rose, took her hand kindly, and 
placed her on the carpet by his side. She could not see his face 
very well, for the tent was dark; but she thought he spoke in 
an agitated tone, and she would have given worlds to escape. 
What could he have to say? But she was not a moment in 
suspense. 

“ Aunt Ella, 5 ’ he said, “ I have .sent for you to bear a message 
from me to your brother, Narendra. I might have waited a day 
or two perhaps, but I saw you in the crowd, and I then deter¬ 
mined I would not delay. X have tried to forget Seeta—no, not 
forget, for that could not be; but to think she could never be 
more to me than she has been—but it has been impossible, for I 
love her more than I can tell you, and my life is sad without 
her. I want you to tell your brother, that if the rules of your 
caste will allow of it, I will mai^y her ; marry her as my lawful 
wife in all honour, if she will accept me. If this cannot be, he 
must tell me so without reserve ; and I will go away, and never, 
while I live, return here. I would cast no dishonour on you, 
and the highest return X can make for See^a’s love is to make 
her my wife. Do you hear all this ? ” 

It was hard to say whether Aunt Ella had heard it or not. 
She had heard him say something about Seeta and marriage, 
and she had looked at him wonderingly with her mouth open 
and her great eyes staring: and as he asked the last question, 
she had fallen forward on his hands as he had stretched them 
out—gasping, but without speaking; but she had not fainted, 
and she revived presently, and looked up dreamily as she passed 
her hand before her eyes. 

“ You did not hear me, Aunt Ella, you did not hear what I 
told you/’ said Cyril, as he chafed her withered hands. “ It is 
little to say, and I tell you now again, that I will marry Seeta 
if you and Yarendra will give her to me.” 

“ I do not know, I cannot say,” she replied; “and I dare not 
tell my brother; send for him, tell him yourself, tell him now. 
Or stay,” she continued, rising; “you know XVamun Bhut, he 
is our priest—he knows all that can be done—you may speak to 
him as you would to Yarendra. Come at once ! ” and she pulled 
him towards the tent door; she had forgotten Seeta in her 
agitation. 

It was but a few steps to the temple gate, and there was no 
one in the court, all the worshippers had gone. Aunt Ella, 
motioning Cyril to stay where he was, went into the temple, 
and a moment afterwards reappeared with Wamun Bhut. 
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“Tell him,” she said eagerly, “what you told me, and he will 
decide rightly, for he loves us, and we trust in him in all 
things.” 

The priest looked from one to the other wonderingly, hut 
his heart misgave him as he thought of Seeta. At last Brandon 
spoke— 

“It need not be repeated, for what had been said to Aunt 
Ella has already been recorded. They all trust you,” he con¬ 
tinued to the priest, “ and my honour as well as theirs is in 
your hands. If this can be, lot it be done at onee; if not, let 
me know, and I will depart, and return no more,”' 

Seeta had been sitting within the little room which the 
priest used, looking oyer the fair landscape—she had watched 
the sun set in a glory of golden 'and crimson clouds, and now 
the purple-grey shadows of evening were stealing over the 
scene before her,-—wondering why Aunt Ella did not come, yet 
hoping that Cyril might have detained her, and was sending 
some kind message by her. She had heard her aunt call to the 
priest, had heard them talking with some one, and had moved 
to the door to meet her aunt to go homo, when she saw the 
three figures close by lier—so elose that she could have touched 
them—and heard Brandon’s last words, “ I will depart and return 
no more.” Perhaps she hardly knew what she did; but as the 
sad tone of the words fell on her ears, she believed them true, 
and unable to eoutrol her emotion, stepped hurriedly forward, 
and throwing herself at Cyril’s feet, clasped his knees, and wept 
passionately. “'You will leave me, you will leave me!” was 
all she could utter. 

lie raised her up gently, and drew her to his heart: “ Never, 
Seeta ; if they will give you to me,” ho said : “ where I go you 
will go, if you will be my wife. Speak before them, or else let 
me go, and I will depart for ever.” 

Seeta had shuddered at the strong caress, and had wellnigli 
been overwhelmed by lier emotion. She could not utter a word 
in reply, and her tongue seemed to cleave to the roof of her 
mouth; but the dream of her latter days was fulfilled, and she 
knew she was loved. If she had died as she felt his arm elose 
round her and her head sunk on his breast, she would have died 
happy. 

“ Speak ! ” cried Aunt Ella and the priest almost in a breath. 
“ What wouldst thou, Seeta?” 

“ I will go with him, if ye give me to him,” she said with 
difficulty; “yes, I will go!” and she withdrew herself gently 
from Cyril, and throwing her arms round Aunt Ella’s neck, wept 
sorely as she led her away. 
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<c You had better retire, sir,” said the priest; “ we are none 
of us calm enough to talk more; I will see Narendra to-night, 
and eonsult with him as to the future—and—and—” he added 
with hesitation, “ if you get a letter from me, depart at onee ; 
you will see that it is necessary for their honour and your own.” 


CHAPTER XVII. 

M I WILL KEEP HER VERY SAFELY.” 

Before offiee hours on tlie following day, Baba Sahib had sent 
word so Cyril that ho had some business of importance to com¬ 
municate, and had been desired to eome as soon as possible. 
His own anxieties bad been renewed, as he had seen Annt Ella 
conducted to Cyril’s tent the evening before, and he resolved to 
remonstrate. On the other hand, Cyril was equally desirous to 
tell what he had determined, and to ask his faithful friend’s 
adviee; and as Baba Sahib seated himself, Brandon at once 
opened the subject. 

“I did not ask your adviee, Baba Sahib,” he said, “ beeau&e 
in a matter like this no man can ask counsel of another; ho 
must do as his heart direets him, under God’s will. I thought 
I eould put Seeta out of my thoughts, but I found that impossible, 
and I have asked them to give her to me in marriage.” 

“ When ? ” eried the old man, eagerly. 

“Last evening,” returned Brandon, “I saw Aunt Ella among 
the erowd, and told her to remain; and I then asked her for 
Seeta. She took me to the temple to see the priest, I found 
Seeta there, and told her.” 

“ Thank God, sir! I thank God humbly that your honour is 
safe, for men’s tongues were wagging freely in regard to your 
comings and goings. Have you had any reply?” asked Baba 
Sahib. 

“None as yet,” said Cyril. “The priest said he would 
write as soon as he could; indeed, that man coining yonder may 
be bis messenger.” 

It was so, and they read the letter together. A few lines 
in Sanserif, to this effect; “Narendra will eorne with mo to tlio 
temple to-night; meet us there, and bring Baba Sahib with 
you: 9 

“ I will not fail you, sir,” he said, “ in this or in anything. 

K 
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At least/’ he thought, “it will end the matter one way or 
other.” 

In the evening they met in the priest’s room, in the templo 
court. It was quite dark, but a small lamp was burning in a 
niehe. A small carpet and a pillow had been arranged for 
Cyril; and as he entered he took off his shoes as he saluted the 
Brahmins, and sat down. The priest was the first to speak. 

“ I told Narendra,” he said, “ and Ella also related what you 
had asked. I told him what you had said to Seeta, and his 
desire is to hear all from your own lips.” 

And Brandon did not hesitate. From first to last he told 
all—his surprise, admiration, respect; then how love for Seeta 
grew on him day by day, though he had been silent; what his 
struggles had been, and his final and firm determination, before 
he left Shah Gunje, to propose the only honourable course 
within possibility. “It is for you to give a reply,” he said. 
“ You are her elders and guardians; and if it eannot be, I must 
submit and go away; and I think—I hope—that Seeta will 
submit too.” 

“ And you tell me this, sir ! of your own free will, duly 
considering the result, and will not fail ? ” said Narendra, 
nervously. 

“ No one has influenced me,” replied Cyril, “ and I am free 
to do as I please, and as my honour needs. I will not fail. 
Many men among us have done the same, and I am no better 
than they. Trust me, if you can, for your child’s sake.” 

“I will trust you,” replied the banker, earnestly. “I need 
no further proof of your high principle. It is only what all 
men say of you. Now listen, friends,” he added to the others, 
“and if, after hearing me, you think that I ean give Seeta to 
him with honour, you will decide. You are Brahmins, and know 
far more than I do. Many years ago—centuries—when the 
Hindoo prinees of Beejanugger ruled over Southern India, and 
the Moslems held Gooiburgah, there was a great war, on account 
of a daughter of our eraft, who was very beautiful and learned, 
like Seeta. The Rajah of Beejanugger desired to carry her 
away from Moodgul, where she lived, and sent his horsemen to 
seize her; but the Moslems prevented this, and a bitter war 
followed, in which the Moslems were victorious. Then the 
Moslem king sent for the goldsmith’s daughter, whom his son 
had seen and loved in secret, and married her to him; and she* 
bore him children, who sat on the royal throne, of Beeder. "We, 
sirs, are descendants of that family, and no spot or blemish fell 
on our caste for what was done. Now one of the kings of this 




“I WILL KEEP HER VERY SAFELY.” 


131 


land again seeks a daughter of our house, and we can give Seeta 
to him, because, being Soodras, our women can marry a second 
time; but should I be wrong, ye, who know the law, will tell 
me so, and cheek the error in time. 5 ’ 

Long and anxiously did the two Brahmins argue the question, 
and both were learned men. That a Soodra woman could marry 
a seeond time there was no question : but that she could marry 
a Christian was doubtful, because it was a contingency nowhere 
provided for. Still, so long as the woman preserved her caste, 
the marriage was binding on her; and if she joined her 
husband’s faith, then the question lapsed out of Hindooism 
altogether, into a law of which neither could speak. 

On his part, Brandon explained his position. He could not 
be married by his own eeremonics unless his wife was a Christian. 
If she joined his faith of her free will at any time, he would 
then marry her again by his own rites ; but if she remained in 
her faith, he would not seek to influence her, or to disturb her 
caste in any way. If they had children, they would become 
Christians, as they could not be Hindoos. As to Seeta herself, 
if English people desired to know her and honour her, it would 
be well; but if not, she wmuld not miss them, and would be 
happy with him. 

Isarendra and the priest were happier that night, I think; 
than they had been for some months past, and, I may add, Baba 
Sahib also. His only misgiving was, as to Brandon’s noble 
family. What eflfeet would the news have on them ? But his 
master had undertaken to satisfy them, and that was sufficient. 
It had been agreed among all that the sooner the ceremony was 
concluded the better ; and Wamun Bkut, having consulted his 
tables, found that in about a week an excellent day for the 
marriages of Soodra widows would happen; and they might 
be married at the temple if the preliminary ceremonies were 
concluded at the banker’s house. Brandon pleaded muek to be 
allowed to see Seeta once before the day fixed, but this Narendra 
gently forbade. 

“ Take your wife to you in all honour and all men’s respect,” 
he said. “ After that, she is yours, not ours, and her happiness 
lies with you. We give her freely, and we can trust you to 
provide for her every comfort you see that she needs.” 

Then Cyril once more broke up his camp, and went away 
for a few days; hut, as Seeta now knew, only to return. The 
time must come when she would have a personal interest in 
those changes; meanwhile, her whole trust was in the man 
who had chosen her, and asked her to come out from among her 
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people and bo his wife. She was very happy—too happy to 
speak mueh. If she saw her grandfather’s venerable face wear 
a look of eare, and tears often tremble in his eyes, there were 
cheering hopes poured out to sustain and eomfort him; and the 
assuranee given, that she should never be long away. 

_ As to dear Aunt Ella, she was sorely bewildered indeed. To 
think that Seeta should marry her son—the son she had adopted 
in her heart; that she should be one of the English ladies—the 
very Queen of all the provinee — she, that little Seeta who had 
grown up in her arms—and that she should not be afraid! She 
had been afraid of Huree Das, slie knew, but he was rough ; and 
she was not afraid of Cyril. No ; Seeta was not afraid. There 
was indeed that thirsting to be his, which had pursued her for 
many a day and night, and in its fiery spirit had wellnigh 
withered up her being. Of Cyril’s kindness and love for her 
she had no doubt. She would be his own “ Savitri ” now, not 
of duty only, but of love, too—a faithful wife till she died. ’ No 
more terrors of dreary widowhood ; no solitary objeetless days, 
and nights of sleepless unrest and doubt. I will not say that 
her thought was not crossed by uncertainties; but, for the 
most part, the future seemed bright, very bright, before her; 
though her old companions eould not understand her at all, nor 
why the English Commissioner Sahib was to carry off the riehest 
and most beautiful girl in the eountry. 

So at last the day came, and good Aunt Ella’s hospitable 
preparations were at an end. I need not recount how many 
Brahmins were fed, nor what largesse was given; how ample a 
trousseau was provided for Seeta, far more than she eould carry 
away; nor how her new anklets and ornaments were far more 
beautiful than her old. I am afraid, too, that the tedious cere¬ 
monials of a Hindoo marriage would hardly interest my readers, 
and I therefore omit them. Everything had been done that 
could bo done. True, Ram Das and some others of the guild 
were absent; but still many friends had rallied round Narendra, 
and no one had attempted to prevent tho marriage whieh the 
Brahmins had sanctioned. Cyril had gone through all for 
neeta s sake. He had suffered a red bridal dress and a turban 
to bo put on him, and had followed all that Baba Sahib told him 
to do. W hen the procession of flambeaux and Brahmins went 
up to the temple at dusk, and fireworks were let aff by the way, 
he had attended in his own palankeen, followed by Seeta. At 
tho temple he had seen hc-r, followed by Aunt Ella, walk thriee 
round the shrine, and the eeremony was finished; and when the 
spectators and friends departed, ho went to the palankeen by 
which Narendra and his sister were sit?, mg. 
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“ It is finished,” said the old man. “ Now no one can part 
you hut God. Take her, Mr. Brandon, take her, and be kind to 
her. 5 ’ 

“I will, Narendra,” he replied; “ and she shall come herself 
after a while, and tell you she is happy. Now put her hand 
into mine, you and Aunt Ella, and I shall feel as if you had 
really given her to me.—Ah, yes, that is enough, and I thank 
you both. I will keep her very safely, do not fear. Are you 
ready, Seeta ? ” 

She could not answer. So Cyril shut the doors of the palan¬ 
keen, and, calling to the bearers to take it up, turned and walked^ 
away by its side. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE NAWAB’s COMPLAINT. 

Perhaps it was under some sense of embarrassment that Cyril 
Brandon wrote the following letter to his friend Mostyn. On 
most momentous changes in life it is far easier to satisfy one‘» 
self than one’s friends, more especially when any uncommon 
act, in the world’s estimation, has been the result even of good 
faith and ample consideration. The world at large, of which 
friends form a portion, is not inclined to give credit either for 
one or other of these material points, without the certainty that 
they existed; and as it is impossible to come to a knowledge of 
this, and conclusions, in ignorance of their causes, are inevitably 
drawn from events themselves, so in the ease of Cyril Brandon, 
the world, he thought, and thought truly, would be busy 
enough. Perhaps, therefore, it was with the hope of antici¬ 
pating the public verdict that he wrote to his friend, and in 
this respect my readers must judge for themselves :— 

“Camp, November 10, 1851. 

“ My dear Philip,— 

“You are entitled to hear from me of what may 
lie misrepresented or exaggerated by common rumour, which I 
will try to anticipate. You will not have forgotten Seeta, 
the granddaughter of Narendra, the goldsmith banker of Shah 
Gunje, nor our conversation in the evening after the trial. I 
am not going to plead your opinion as any excuse or justifi¬ 
cation of what I have done—far from it; but of my own con- 
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victions, and sincere love and respect, I was married to lier 
yesterday by a ceremony of licr own faith, which may be termed 
4 Gandharba,’ and declare lier to you as my true and lawful 
wife. If at any future period she should wish, of her own 
accord, to joiii our faith, I will marry her according to Christian 
rites; for the present, though they were pagan, she is mine 
under the lex loci and the custom of her caste, which does not 
forbid the marriage of widows. 

“I hope you will tell your good wife of this, and that. I 
shall in time hope to receive her congratulations. I ask them 
because 1 know her to be superior to ordinary scandal, and to 
the opinions of some of the women— I won’t write ladies—who 
will discuss the matter at Noorpoor. You will both have to 
know my wife before you can in the least understand what she 
really is. 1 am not going to describe her, for much as I know 
of her mind now, it is nothing to wliat time will unfold to mo 
gradually; and as to her beauty, you, who have seen it under 
trying circumstances, know how great it is. 

44 1 will come into Noorpoor as soon as I possibly can after I 
hear of your arrival with Sirs. Mostyn and your sister; hut poor 
Grant’s arrears arc really too heavy to be neglected even for a 
day, and I must set them right before I think of a holiday. I 
should like to be with you at Christmas if I can, and I hope 
Sceta’s cottage will be ready before then. I am presuming that 
you will not delay at Calcutta, so please send me a line to let 
me know your movements. 

“ With my kindest regards to Mrs. Mostyn, and my compli¬ 
ments to your sister, if I may present them, believe mo ever 

44 Your affectionate friend, 

44 Cyril Brandon.” 

While this letter was on its way to Calcutta, it may be anti¬ 
cipated that the news it contained was very freely discussed in 
Noorpoor. The Yawab of Futtehpoor was the first to receive 
the intelligence, fur he employed one of the junior scribes of 
Cyril Brandon’s establishment, on a small gratuity, to chronicle 
the daily events of the Commissioner Sahib’s camp and life. 
These j)recious records were of the usual description of native 
court news-letters, or 44 Akhbars,” and contaiucd the intelligence 
44 that the Commissioner Sahib had risen at daylight, and had 
gone out shooting. That he had returned and eaten his break- 
last, after which 1 the exalted gentleman ’ had received Baba 
Sahib Scrishtadar and transacted private business with him. 
That the Kuclierry had opened at ten o’clock, and had continued 
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till five, when the Commissioner Sahib held a court outside, to 
receive ilie petitions of the poor. Afterwards he had gone to 
dinner,” etc. These details differed little day by day, and the 
Kawab was often weary of them; but his news-letter reader 
and writer held his position in too great esteem to omit a word, 
and every despatch was read carefully to the end. On the day 
of Cyril’s marriage, however, the camp news-writer had a 
glorious subject for comment, and he wrote the following, not 
as an “ Alchbar,” but as a petition to the Kawab himself, marked 
“ To be read in private by the Moonshee Sahib, the learned 
Syed Ally,” and he had despatched the paper by express:— 

“ To the exalted in rank, of high dignity, the protector of 
the poor, Kawab Oil Khan Oahadoor, the salutation of his slave, 
in the name of the Most High. 

“ A great tyranny has been inflicted, a grievous wrong done, 
of which my pen is ashamed to write. The honour of the 
English, which used to be so vaunted, is now besmirched, and 
has become foul dirt. Praise he to God, and a thousand thanks, 
that no such crime has ever stained the purity of the tme 
believer! The eyes of the exalted Kawab will open wide, his 
ears will he filled with the groans of the oppressed, his liver 
will burn with indignation, when he reads what I have to wriK. 
Amen, and Amen! 

“ The hanker Kavcndra, of Shah Gunje, is well known to 
my lord as a man of high credit and respectability. He had 
a granddaughter, Sccta, wise and learned. Her beauty could 
only he described by the rarest of poets, and your slave dare not 
dilate upon it, lest the arrogance of attempt should be crowned 
with the mortification of failure. Wliat had been their previous 
relations is only known to the All-Scer and to themselves. Last 
night there was a service at the temple near the camp, and 
Brandon Sahib went there and carried away the beautiful Sceta 
by force. The banker and his sister followed them, crying 
wildly and beating their breasts, hut to no purpose: the foul 
deed had been accomplished. There is much excitement in 
Shah Gunje, and much pity for the banker. The goldsmiths 
are all excited, and are crying for justice; but who will listen? 

The dog who was guarding the sheep, 

Has became a wolf, and is devouring them. 

“ What more can I write?” 

“ Horrible! detestable! ” cried the Kawab, putting hia 
fingers into his ears, as his Moonshee read the letter. “ Eoad 
no more, Mcer Sahib; enough and too much. Behold the 
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villainous hypoerisv of these English! Every one believed 
that Brandon Sahib was as chaste and virtuous as Joseph. 
Even Hindoos called him an incarnation of their gods. Now 
you know, my friend, what he really is. There is always a 
straw in a thief’s beard, and now we see it. Touba! Touba! 
for shame! for shame! Inshalla! I will obtain justiee for 
these poor people ; and let them come to me—to me ! ” he con¬ 
tinued, patting himself on the breast. “ I will get them justiee, 
if I have to go to—to—Calcutta for it. I hate that Brandon. 
Is he not always threatening to enforce the deerees of courts 
against me, to attach my estates, to make a beggar of me? 
Inshalla! it is my turn now, and justiee will be done. First 
let me tell his people and unmask this hypocrisy. Yes, my 
friend, I will go to the Brigadier. Order out my retinue, my 
state palkee. He shall see, Inshalla! that I am somebody in 
these times.” 

“Khodawund, my lord,” replied the secretary, who'was 
sitting on his heels in a respeetful attitude, at the edge of the 

Nawab’s divan. “I—I fear-” 

“Fear what?” cried Dil Khan, twisting up his mustaehios. 
“ Fear ! don’t talk to me of fear.” 

“ God forbid! ” said the secretary meekly; “ but your 
Highness can’t go in the palankeen, for there are no bearers; 
they went to their villages yesterday, and declared they would 
not return till they got their arrears of pay.” 

u Ah, that’s true ! ” said the Nawab, with a sigh; “but order 
the elephant.” 

“Pardon,” replied the secretary; “but I heard the driver 
say yesterday that ho would not put the howdah on the poor 
beast, he was so thin. Moreover, he would not be seen driving 
him through Noorpoor, for all the boys to laugh at.” 

“Did lie? did he say that, the-” eried the Nawab, in a 

fury; but we must spare the reader the volley of expletives 
which were hurled- forth. “ Let him get the beast ready directly, 
or he shall be flogged till there is no skin on his baek. Do you 
hear ? Begone and give the orders. I am not to be trifled with 
to-day. Am I not going for the sake of justiee, Inshalla? ” 

“ Forgive your slave his presumption in speaking at all,” 
said the secretary humbly, and rising with his hands joined; 

“but your Highness’s well-wisher thinks -” 

“What do you think?” exclaimed the Nawab, impatiently; 
“ what does it matter to me what you think?” 

“If I may say it, my lord, it is this, that the Brigadier will 
hardly thank you for this news. Why not let the accursed 
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English manage their own affairs, and eat as mueh dirt as they 
please ? ” 

U I will cram it down their throats, the Kafirs,” vociferated 
the Nawab furiously. “ Go ! quiekly, Meer Sahib. Get the men 
ready. I will leave this at once.” 

“But the men said yesterday that none of them would stir a 
foot, unless they got some pay,” whimpered the secretary. 

“Ah, is it so? Well, tell them they shall have a bellyful 
of sweetmeats at Noorpoor—that may tempt them,” said the 
Nawab, as his seeretary turned to depart. “Poor fellows ! poor 
fellows! if it were not for those deerecs, I eould borrow more; 
and Azrael Pande is not here to help ipe. What ean have 
beeome of him, I wonder? he ought to have returned by this 
time. No English, no English,” he said; “what could he have 
meant? Ah! were there no English, I would soon settle with 
the bankers.” 

So, in spite of all hindrances, the Nawab dressed himself in 
his yellow satin tunic, threw a shawl over his shoulders, and 
was prepared to go forth by the time the retinue was ready. As 
he mounted his elephant, lie saw that his mace-bearers had no 
maees, and the Nawab Dil Khan without his two silver sticks 
would lose dignity. “ Where are your maees ?” he cried to tho 
men; “go feteh them.” 

“ Wc pledged them for food, .Nawab Sahib,” said one of the 
men impudently; “you have food enough, while we and our 
children starve! ” 

“ Go on before, both of j^e,” he replied, without noticing the 
taunt. “ Give my compliments to the Colonel Sahib, and say I 
am eoming to visit him on business of importance,” 

It was not far, as we know, to Noorpoor, and before noon it 
was annoimeed to the Brigadier that the Nawab’s “Suwarree” 
was approaching. 

“Confound the fellow!” he exclaimed to his staff officer, 
Captain Hill, who-had been transacting the usual daily routine 
business with liis chief. “What ean he want? I hate his 
cringing speeches, and I suspeet he hates me too; but I need 
not be uneivil. You had better stop, Hill, and hear his news; ” 
and presently the Nawab arrived, his attendants noisily shouting 
his titles before him, and was received civilly. 

“You had something to say, something to tell me of import¬ 
ance,” said the Brigadier, breaking rather an awkward silenee; 
and as the Nawab fidgeted visibly in his ehair—“what is it; 
ean I assist you in anything?” 

Dil Khan looked at Captain Hill nervously, and then to the 
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Brigadier, who understood the movement, and said, somewhat 
haughtily, “ 1 have no secrets from my friend Captain Hill, and 
you need have none, Nawab Sahib; speak freely/' 

“L'M them both eat dirt; why not?” thought the Nawab; 
“ I will not spare it to them.” 

“Oh, it was nothing, nothing very particular, sir,” he said 
aloud. u Ilave you any news about Mr. Brandon?” 

“Mr. Brandon? No. Have you heard anything, Ilill? 
He has not been wounded again by the Dacoits, has he, Nawal) 
Sahib?” 

“No, Colonel Sahib, no, not by Daeoits, but he is wounded— 
he—he—he !—this time by love, as most of us have been in our 
day, sir, and he is young and handsome; but he need uot have 
done wrong—he need not, wiih the character of a just English¬ 
man, have committed this tyranny! Ya, Alla!” cried the 
Nawab, lifting up his eyes and hands, and raising his voice, 
“that I should have heard what I have of au Englishman, of 
one of that great, just people to whom our wives and daughters 
are sacred.” 

“What do you mean, Nawab?” hissed out the Colonel 
viciously. “ What do you mean by alluding to Mr. Brandon 
a© you have ? Beware! You may say more than English 
gentlemen can listen to, and transgress the bounds of re>pect.” 

“God forbid!” said Dil Khan piously. “What I have to 
say grieves me, as it will grieve you, sir. Mr. Brandon has 
seduced and carried away the granddaughter of Narendra, the 
banker of Shah Gunje, a man held in universal esteem and 
respect. He tried to recover her, but was beaten out of the 
Commissioner’s Camp, and the whole country is wailing for 
him.” 

“ It is quite impossible! ” exclaimed Captain Ilill; “ I know 
Cyril Brandon as well as if he were my own brother, and what 
you have heard is a malicious lie. It is strange, Nawab Sahib, 
that you, who profess to he his friend, should credit such a thing 
for a moment.” 

“It is no lie!” returned the Nawab humbly. “Inshalla ! I 
can distinguish between lies and falsehood; and you will hear 
a confirmation of this ere long. If you will ask the bankers 
of the bazaar to-morrow, I dare say they will tell } r ou of it. 
Abominable ! ” he continued, “ treacherous ! Is there no justice 
for such tyranny among you English? There used to he in the 
old times, but now—— ” 

“Silence! ” cried the Brigadier, interrupting him, “you are 
forgetting whom you are speaking to : this is beyond the limit 
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of respect, and you had better go, sir, before I forget who you 
are, and turn you out of my house. You have permission to 
depart, 55 he continued, rising, “ and begone ! 55 

Dil Khan rose, aud glared savagely at the two officers. 
“ When there are no English ! 55 he muttered between his teeth, 
“ when there arc no English ! this insult will be avenged.—Do 
not be angry, Colonel Sahib, 55 he continued aloud, “and forgive 
your humble friend for his free speech; I only thought I was 
doing well to tell you of this before you heard it exaggerated, 
by common rumours, and I came on purpose. 55 

“No matter what you thought, 55 returned the Brigadier 
brusquely, “you had no business to conic with such scandal 
to me; you have your dismissal; 55 and Dil Khan retired, and 
the clashing bells of his elephant were heard in the direction 
of the town. 

“By Jove! 55 said the Brigadier to his friend, “what if this 
should be true? Only think of that quiet fellow, Brandon, 
doing such a thing, and by force too! 55 

“I can’t and won't believe it, 55 replied Captain Hill. “I 
dare say Brandon is no better than most of us; but to do any¬ 
thing rough or dishonourable, I can’t and won’t believe. I have 
heard of the girl, though. She gave evidence here on the 
Daeoity trial, and Mostyn, now I remember, raved about her 
beauty more than his good wife would have liked to hear 
perhaps ; and when Brandon was wounded, I believe that girl 
helped to nurse him. 55 

“ Whew! 55 whistled the Brigadier, “is it so? By George! 
that beast of a Nawab may be right, after all, and Brandon 
may have carried her off! Well, well! we can’t help the follies 
of young men. I only hope he may not suffer for his prank, 

for I have always liked him; he had never any of that d-d 

civilian conceit about him, though he is the Honourable Cyril. 55 

“Honourable to the last drop of his blood, 55 exclaimed the 
other warmly; “and, for my part, I don’t believe a word of 
the matter. But you will see, the ladies of the station will get 
hold of the report which the Nawab has evidently gone to 
disseminate, and a precious bit of scandal it will be to them. 55 

“Well! we must get through these papers, Hill. There’s 
the Adjutant-General’s letter by you, just hand it to me,” said 
the Brigadier, and the usual business proceeded. 

Captain Hill, however, was right; the matter, whatever it 
was, had got abroad, and Mrs. Smith’s ayah, who had been to 
the bazaar to buy pan, told her mistress of it when she got 
home. The pan seller, the bangle women, the tailor’s wife, the 
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goldsmith’s wife, her particular gossips, had all agreed in the 
tame story; and the goldsmith’s wife was erying, because so 
great a man as Narendva had been disgraced. Yes, it was 
all quite true; and as every one had added what‘they pleased 
to the Nawab’s story, the affair had soon assumed gigantie, and 
even bloody proportions. 

Mrs. Smith was an industrious woman. Captain Smith had 
borrowed money from the Agra bank, to send home three 
children; and as there was a temporary lull in the succession, 
Mrs. Smith was alone. Could she live on herself, or on Smith, 
who was a quiet plodding sort of man, always buried in big 
Persian and Ilindee dictionaries, or talking to a snuffy Pundit, 
who spoke through his nose, about the Yitul Puehecsee or the 
Prcm Sagiir? Smith intended to go up soon for a first-rate 
examination, and hoped to get a civil or political appointment; 
and he never interfered with his wife’s pursuits, nor she with 
his. I have said she was industrious, but it was after a 
peculiar fashion. She was never known to sew, she did not 
read much, and the novels in the station library were very old. 
She had no accomplishments, and had neglected and forgotten 
the little niusie she ever knew; for as she said, “ The children, 
you know, prevented me from practising.” So, wanting in these 
sourees of occupation, Mrs. Smith set herself to work, steadily 
and perseveringly, to study her neighbours’ affairs, and succeeded 
quite to her heart’s content. It is true there was no seandal 
at Noorpoor, or materials for any among its quiet, dull people. 
“ JSothing like ‘the Ilills,’ you know, my dear; there one used 
to hear such things; ” but it was pleasant at least to find out 
who got the best joints from the butcher; who had a new 
bonnet, or pattern—muster, she ealled it—of a dress body, or 
Garibaldi, sent her from England; why Captain Jones had 
quarrelled with his wife yesterday, and had not made it up; 
why the Browns had discharged their khansaman—they were 
always changing their servants; who had a plum-cake specially 
baked for them; or who had received a tray of fruit from the 
Xavab, and why? Perhaps I need not follow the peculiar 
investigations of this lady any further, for they extended into 
nastier places than my readers would like to visit. Nowhere, 
however, was her industry at fault; and in her ayah and sweeper 
woman she had indefatigable assistants, who were stimulated 
to exertion by occasional small presents of one kind or another, 
and no doubt invented a good deal, at least we may hope so, of the 
nastiest details. 

IIow delightful, then, was this new scandal! how true and 
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how circumstantial it appeared ! Mrs. Home lived in the next 
eoinponnd or enclosure, and there was a private way through 
the gardens of both houses. Mrs. Smith at onee took her 
parasol and ran over to her friend. Miss Lney had gone to 
spend the day with the ITills, and there would be an evening 
party, so she was happily out of the way. The doctor was at 
his office, and she found Mrs. Home alone. 

“ 0, my dear,” she said, as she entered the bedroom, where 
Mrs. Home was reclining peacefully within her mosquito eurtains, 
“ I have such a delicious story to tell yon, and all quite true. Do 
send the tonjon for Maria”—that was Mrs. Jones. “I really 
won’t say a word till she comes.” She did tell it all, however, to 
the matron’s wondering ears, and had the delight of repeating it 
soon after to Mrs. Jones. We eould not listen to, or record, 
what these friends said to each other without a blush, and had 
better draw the curtain; but the last words Mrs. Home was 
heard to utter, as she' sobbed, and was wiping her eyes, v r ere: 
“ Shameful—shameful! and I had—I had—so thought—he 

liked Luey. Don’t you remember the night of the ball-; ” 

and as the curtain prevents my hearing more, I had as well 
elose this ehapter. 

But the result of the Nawab’s mission to Noorpoor was, that 
a general combination among the matrons of the station ensued 
against Mr. Cyril Brandon, with a determination to exclude him 
from their soeiety. I do not think the men, except Hill and 
the eliaplain, cared very much; and both of them took the 
news—as it became known that Seeta was aetually with Mr. 
Brandon, and a considerable addition was being made to his 
house—very much to heart. Tho issue seemed to depend, how¬ 
ever, on the view the Mostyns'might take of the matter—how 
Cyril Brandon should be received by all parties; and till their 
arrival, people commented on “the connection,” as Mis, Smith 
termed it, with a profuse expenditure of the most candid and 
virtuous indignation. 

“ IIow can he show his face among ns again, my dear?” said 
Mrs. Home to Mrs. Smith; and Mrs. Smith and Mrs. Jones—■ 
the three friends representing the Mrs. Grundy of Noorpoor— 
echoed, “ How ean he ? ” 
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CTTAPTER XIX. 

A RETROSPECT. 

After tlie clo^e of the Afghan war, much discontent was mani¬ 
fested in the Bengal native army. The massacre of the Ivybcr 
Pass was bitterly remembered, and the English Government 
was held, by the men of Ondli and Bahar, to be responsible for 
the loss and desolation which had fallen upon the thousands of 
families of those who had perished in the miserable retreat from 
Kabooh If this did not affect the majority of the men in actual 
service, so as to form a ground for complaint or mutiny, there 
was another subject which every day became, in flieir minds, 
one of paramount importance; one which grew with the times, 
and the increasing dominion of the British power. The Bengal 
Sepoys had hitherto been employed, with a few trifling excep¬ 
tions, in India only, and chiefly in those provinces wherein their 
homes lay. True, they had marched as cheerfully into 
Affglianistan as the Bajpools had in the times of the Moghul 
Emperor, Aklibar, and that tradition was not dead; hut it had 
been as a temporary and exceptional service, it was well paid 
while it lasted, and. it was believed, would not recur again. 
Sinde, however, had become Biitish in 1843, and, it was at lirst 
determined, should be garrisoned by native troops from Bengal. 
So, therefore, regiments were told off for the duty from among 
those which lay on the frontier of the Punjab; and one, the 
Sixty-foui tli, when on its march southwards, mutinied for war- 
pay. It seemed to the men that it was no part of their contract 
to serve in, to them, a foreign land, without the substantial 
reward of increased pay; and under the sympathy of tlie whole 
of their comrades throughout the army, the Sixty-fourth refused 
to proceed. Eventually, and relying on a unwarrantable 
promise made to them by their colonel, they did march, aud 
arrived in Sinde, where the truth was made known to them. 
Then they mutinied again; hilt subsequently became penitent 
at Lucknow, and only the leading men of the mutiny were 
punished. 

Similar in spirit and design was the mutiny, in the same 
year, of the Thirly-fonrtli Begiment, then stationed on the Pun¬ 
jab frontier. Disaffected to the core, it presented no feature or 
chance of redemption to loyalty: and it was marched to 
Meerut, where native officers and men, guilty and innocent alike, 
were, at a-public parade, stripped of their uniforms and cast 
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adrift, with every accompaniment of disgrace, to become the 
leaven of much further mischief than that which had prevailed. 
The wisdom of the act was questioned by many then, as it came 
to be in subsequent years; but the authorities had decided that 
an overwhelming necessity existed for the enforcement of dis¬ 
cipline in the native army, and for a time the fate of the Thirty- 
fourth seemed to have effected the desired end. AVliat becamo 
of the regiment no one knew, or perhaps cared to know very 
much; the men were neither watched nor traced, and seemed to 
have disappeared among tho vast population to which they 
belonged.* 

Of one, however, we know; a restless, vindictive spirit, 
who for twelve years, had roamed through, the country, dissemi¬ 
nating the leaven of his own regiment, wherever he went, with 
a skill and pertinacity which were worthy of a better cause. 
Immediately after the scene at Meerut, Azrdel Pande had be¬ 
taken'himself to the jungles of Bundelkhund. lie had become 
a leader in the local insurrection that followed; had narrowly 
escaped capture; and though ever welcomed by Sepoys, and sup¬ 
ported by his rare talent of recitation, became, under a vow to 
Kalec, the Daeoit leader of whom this tale lias had experience. 
.This man had traversed the Punjab, where, in 1849 and 1850, a 
spirit of mutiny prevailed, which was suppressed with difficulty, 
and was similar to that of 1844. lie had passed then from station 
to station, from regiment to regiment, carrying messages and 
letters, urging, instigating, and exhorting all. lie went too to 
Dehly, and Umballa, and Meerut, finding everywhere existence 
of the same spirit; hut, while many were like-minded, the 
majority hesitated and hung back. There was no general 
combination, and no settled purpose anywhere. 

The question among all was merely mercenary; whether, 
in fact, they should serve in the Punjab on ordinary pay, or 
demand and exact the war allowances. If he urged a combined 
movement of mutiny, the elders wagged their heads, told him 
that the salt of the Koompanee Bahadoor was still sweet, and 
till it became hitter in their mouths they would bide their time. 
Most of the petty intrigues of the Delily Court were known to 
him; but they excited no interest or sympathy among his 
comrades, and so the Punjab excitement gradually appeared to 
die out. Regiments in their turn came and went in ordinary 
course; and, after the example of the disbandment of the Sixty- 
sixth, the idea of further mutiny seemed to have passed away. 

When Azrael Pande escaped from Noorpoor, lie betook him¬ 
self to his old courses; for he was practically safer among Sepoys 
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than in the eountry at large. Again he made his way to Meerut, 
Delily, and other large stations, and heard from his friends, with 
exultation, that the discontent, which had seemed to slumber for 
awhile, existed in deeper force than ever; and hei soon learned 
also that the smouldering fire needed but a breath to be blown 
into a fierce conflagration which should cover the land. 

Was he singular in this? Indeed, no. Wherever he went 
he found others as active and earnest as himself; working, if not 
exaetlv to the same end, at least in the same direction. He 
found that the ordinary Brahmin priesthood were rapidly be¬ 
coming aroused to the dangers that threatened their faith, and 
had become active missionaries of sedition. He heard of Ma- 
houiedans who, with bolder views, were organizing means for 
the overthrow of English power, the institution of Mahomedan 
sovereignty, and a pure profession of their faith; but there could 
bo no real help from sueh sources. Brahmins might preaeh 
sedition, but they eould not arouse the people; Mahomedans 
might aim at the re-establishment of the throne of Delily, but 
that would bring no relief to Hindoos; indeed, perhaps the 
reverse. Even if both combined, of whieh there was no possi¬ 
bility, and sneeeeded in exciting rebellion, what eould be effected 
by rude mobs, bent on the plunder of their own eoantrymen? 
So long as his old eomrades were faithful to the salt they had 
hitherto eaten, he knew that any rising would he eruslied out 
before it eould attain a head. Any destruction of the English, 
therefore, must depend on the united efforts of the men to whom 
he belonged, who now, as he believed, were everywhere eorning 
to the resolution whieh should place the result beyond doubt. 
Everywhere, too, agents of the new movement seemed to he 
swarming. Hundreds—nay, there might have been thousands— 
busy like himself. Some, liis old comrades of the Thirty-fourth, 
others men of the Sixty-sixth, the last disbanded; again, dis¬ 
contented spirits who had taken their discharge from the army 
and phi die serviee, and agents of traitorous Iiajahs and Nawabs, 
Jogees, Bairagees, pedlars—all sueh forming a vast host. Was it 
possible that the seed they sowed broadcast should not bear 
fruit? Old grievances had, indeed, died out, and their interest 
had passed away; but others, far more powerful and exeiting, 
now existed du their stead. 

As he travelled eastwards, he met a wave of more than dis¬ 
content, for it amounted to absolute terror, surging up from 
Bengal, and spreading far and wide over the land. He heard 
hut one ery, “ Bollution ! ” not only among Hindoos hut Maho- 
rnedans. True, nothing was definite as yet, hut the dread 
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existed, and was increasing at every step of his progress. 
Priests, merchants, artisans, farmers, and soldiers—were alike 
affected. It was a terrible engine; but none could be more 
effective for his purpose. The terror of pollution came home 
with fearful force alike to every Hindoo, of every caste, and to 
all Mahomedans. Pollution could not be escaped; it could not 
be remedied. It concerned both the bold and the timid; and 
even the most timid grew bold under the influence of the new 
and possible danger. The excitement which now prevailed was 
different from any that had ever preceded it, and more intense. 
Had the time, then, come when the English, the authors and 
contrivers of this new tyranny, were to perish—to be destroyed 
in one huge popular commotion, from which none could eseape? 
Not come exactly, and yet perhaps was very near; and the now 
venerable prediction of the terrible Sumbut 1914, to which all 
alike looked, and in which all believed, might be fulfilled. 

I think, as I hope, that this seeming digression, in a slight 
retrospect of some events of preceding years, will be forgiven; 
for it is necessary to my readers to show them, in some sort, the 
spirit and temper of the time which concerns this tale, and the 
designs of many who were actors in those events which havo 
already found a memorable place in history, and will be followed 
up by every historian of India who may write in the future. 
But it is no part of my design to record history in this book. I 
have already placed sbme characters before the reader who are 
playing their parts, and others must follow as the plot thickens. 


CHAPTER XX. 

AZRAEL PANDE. 

On the night of the 10th November, 1856, there was a meeting 
in the “ lines ” of the Thirty-fourth Native Infantry, then 
stationed at Barrackpoor, near Calcutta. The old Thirty- 
fourth had, as I have mentioned in the last chapter, been dis¬ 
banded at Meerut in 1844; and the present regiment, which had 
been raised a few years afterwards, retained, in no small degree, 
the traditions of its predecessor. Azrael Pande knew most of 
the men; lie had met their delegates in many stations of the 
army. He had visited them on several previous occasions, and 
lie knew that they were faithful to the new cause in which so 
many had embarked. He had reached Calcutta after a rapid 
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journey, and liad brought with him letters and messages from 
many regiments, which had already been read with interest. 
That night lie was to leave Calcutta again; and a final meeting 
had been arranged to bid him farewell, and to hear liis last 
injunctions and counsel. 

The “ lines” of Sepoy regiments in India form, as it were, 
villages, with broad streets between the houses, or cabins, which 
are all of one pattern. They contain a well-sized room, which 
can bo divided by a partition, when necessary; the walls are 
built of clay, or sun-dried brick, and the roofs thatched. Each 
company has its separate row or street; and each man a house to 
hinnclf, except when two of the same caste may desire to live 
together. These “ lines” are generally planted with trees, and 
have a pretty and comfortable appearance. The houses of the 
native commissioned and non-commissioned officers are superior 
to those of the privates, and in some instances have separate 
enclosures or gardens. 

One of these separate houses in the - company of the 

Thirty-fourth, now the scene of the meeting, belonged to a 
jemadar, or native lieutenant of the regiment, with whom 
Muiigul Pande, his cousin and Azrael’s nephew, a private in 
the regiment, lived. He had applied for leave to hold a recita¬ 
tion of religious books at night, and to bo allowed “ lights and 
singing,” which was not unusual, and had attracted no particular 
attention. 

Azrael Pande was the reciter, and the reading had continued 
late into the night. One by one the listeners had departed, and 
those who had come for a special purpose alone remained. The 
jemadar looked closely round the room to see if any one not in 
the secret were present, and went out to ascertain that all was 
safe; and on entering again, he carefully put out the lights, 
except one small lamp which burned in a niche, and eA^en Avere 
it noticed from without, Avould attract no particular attention. 
Then he barred the door, and said, “ We may speak freely now, 
brothers; let Azrael Pande toll us what he has heard, and Avhat 
he Avould have us do. Gather close to him, that he may not 
need to raise his A r oice.” 

There Avere about twenty men, tall and strong, as men of 
Oudli and Baliar always are; men Avith handsome, regular 
features and fair skins, descendants of the Aryan warriors of 
past ages. They Avere not all of the Thirty-fourth, for there 
Avere other regiments at the station avIio had sent delegates to 
hear counsel, and make arrangements. These men uoav huddled 
together on the earthen floor; and Azrael Pande, their teacher. 
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naked to tlie waist, his head hare, his long, soft, wavy hair 
thrown back over his shoulders, and his forehead, breast, and 
arms painted with the sacred marks of their faith, sat in a 
raised seat above them, on which his host generally slept. The 
light from the lamp flickered, and cast weird, varying shadows 
about the room, and now and again rested brightly upon him, 
showing his broad, muscular frame, and lighting up his stern, 
savage features; but the faces of the men before him were in 
deep shadow: and all that eould be seen of them, closely muffled 
as they were, was their gloaming eyes, as one turned to another 
in the most exciting portions of their teacher’s address. 

“ Brothers ! ” he said, when all were silent and still, “ I am 
not one unknown to ye. What part I played in the old Thirty- 
fourth ye know well, and I need not remind you of it. ( What 
I have done since, ye do not know; but for twelve years, 
wherever 1 could strike a blow against the Feringee power, 
I have not failed to do so. Wherever I saw hesitation, doubt, 
or cupidity among our people, I have preached, I have urged, 
I have entreated them not to forget the past, but to cling to¬ 
gether for their honour and their easte, in a time which the 
holy mother, Kalee, told me was to come. I have borne hunger 
and thirst, poverty and weariness, in my wanderings from place 
to place. I have been tried and sentenced to die: and I 
should have been hanged in pollution, hut for that poor fellow 
who sits among ye, who saved my life at the risk of liis own. 
As a Gosain, as a Bairagee, as a Jogee, as a pilgrim carrying 
Ganges water on liis shoulders for hundreds of miles —as a 
Brahmin expounding these holy books before me, I have 
travelled throughout the length and breadth of the country. 
I have attended fairs, and markets, and holy shrines. I have 
been the honoured guoat of great llajahs, and even of Nawabs; 
and— 0 listen, brothers !— I have heard but one ery— a ery 
that eame from the very souls of the people— deliverance from 
the English! 

“ Why is this ? Liston, and I will tell you. Which of us, 
on the march, as he stepped into any one of the holy rivers, 
has not eried out, ‘Jey Gunga Mata!’ and then, 4 Jey Koom- 
panee Bahacloor ! ’ With such erics our lathers went to battle, 
and won a thousand victories. But that is past. The 4 Koom- 
panee’ is not as it used to be; it is no longer an incarnation 
of our gods. It has changed into a mean, cheating robber, who 
farms this great Hind of ours from the Government of England, 
and robs it ot all it can carry away. Where do those great 
ships yonder take the cotton, and the indigo, and the silk which 
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the poor ryots have produced, hut to England ? Do they bring 
us anything in return? No ! nothing but what we have to buy, 
and very dearly; and even the old Moghuls did not tax our 
salt and our opium. "When the ‘Koompanee’ was as a prince, 
we served them; and shed our blood for them, in faith and 
honour. They were our fathers and our mothers. But now?— 
listen to what they have done. 

“ Three years ago I was at Noorpoov. The Rajah, who had 
been kind to me, died. No adoption to perform his obsequies 
was allowed, and his soul now wanders in hell. Then the 
Feringees seized his kingdom, confiscated his wealth, and 
even the elotlies and jewels of his wives; and these, and their 
horses and elephants, their bullocks, were sold by auction, and 
the 4 Koompanee ’ took tho money. Listen further. In the 
same year the Rajah of Jhansy died, a man who flew the 
English flag over his fort with his own. He left his little 
kingdom to be taken eave of by the English for his descendants; 
hut they seized it themselves, and kept it fast. In the west 
they took Sattara, and the family of Sivajee are beggars. Well, 
all these were State acts, and concern distant people. You 
have not heard their groans and cries as I have; and let them 
pass. 

“ But the greed of dominion has com© nearer to you. It has 
come at last to our homesteads in Oudh, where our people have 
lived free for thousands of years; and Oudh has become 
Feringee, like Nagpoor and Jhansy. Is not all this true, and 
need it not he avenged ? 

44 Do not murmur,” he continued, stretching out His hands 
over the now exeited men. “ The time comes—nay, it is near,—■ 
when you may shout 4 Jey Kalee ’ with me, and bathe your hands 
in the hot English blood. Do not murmur, my sons, hut listen. 
Have I told you all? Nay, if it were so, the loss of these 
kingdoms need not coneern you. Those that lost them might 
ery and wail, but that would not affect one rupee of your pay, 
or one yard of the land ye possess. The English are too wise 
to interfere with them. But is there no more? What did I 
hear the people in the meeting of the Dhurma Subha say, only 
two days ago? What did I hear the Brahmins in the temple 
of Kalee, when I worshipped there to-day, say among them¬ 
selves, and to us strangers? 4 Come here no more!’ they cried. 
4 The order is gone out from the new Lord Sahib, that all 
Hindoos must beeome Christians, for the Queen of England 
has so determined. Come no more! 5 they cried, heating their 
mouths and their breasts; 4 this day —any day—the holy temple 
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of the Mother whom we serve, may he defiled with eow’s blood! ’ 
Ah, yes; they believed this, those Avise old priests, and why 
.should not we, my sons?” 

Then there was a low, hoarse murmur of, “ We have heard 
it: we believe it! ” 

“ Yes,” he continued, “you believe that, beeause the wrong 
comes home to yourselves. But listen further. We soldiers 
used to feel that we were safe against going over the sea. Now 
I hear on every hand, a groan of despair that you are no longer 
safe; that when the order eomes, you must go over the black 
water, which washes out all trace of caste. You, every one of 
you that hear me now—every Brahmin and Bajpoot who heard 
me to-night—every one of the tens of thousands who serve in 
the army—must go—go to-morrow, if the Lord Sahib wills it— 
over the sea. If you by chance escape this fate, your sons 
cannot. Every man who enlists now, must swear on the Ganges 
water, and holy toolsee, to ensure the destruction of his own 
caste! What horrible mockery is this ! Yet they will require 
you all, young and old, to go, or they will blow you away from 
their guns. 

“ Why are you quiet? Why have you borne this? This 
order is nearly half a year old, yet you have done nothing! 
Where is your honour, where is your easte? Bo I speak to 
Brahmins and Bajpoots, or to outcast Mleehas and leather- 
dressers ? Does not tliis come home to your hearts ? When you 
return from the sea, will your wives embraee you? will they 
put your children into your arms? will your stalwart sons 
admit you into your homes? I tell you they will not, they 
dare not! They will say to you, ‘Begone! ye are polluted.’ 
They will not give you a cup of water were you even dying 
of thirst at your door. They cannot look upon you; they will 
shout to you, ‘Ye were cowards to lose your easte, and had 
better died! ’ 

‘ c Ah, yes !” he cried, as he wiped the foam from his lips; 
“ you may writhe there, and murmur, and weep ; but you, who 
are Brahmins, know that this is true, as well as I, a Brahmin, 
who tells it to you. But listen, I have yet more to say. Am I 
inventing tales to frighten you with? Not I. What the 
English do, they spread abroad that all may know it; and look 
you, my sons, how hellish are their contrivances to sap the 
very foundations of Hindoo faith and purity. Now the law i@ 
gone forth, that Hindoo widows may marry again—Brahmins, 
Kshettrees, Soodras alike !—Think, any one of you, where your 
honour would be, if your widow married another man ? Where 
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would be the old respect and love which sealed the devotion of 
its life by lioiy suttee ? Now, every woman who pleases, may, 
like a prostitute, take a new husband. Think of the pity of 
this : think of the sin of it ! Brothers ! ” he cried, with his 
hands outstretched and quivering, and his eyes flashing, “ such 
are your own wives now, such are your mothers or sisters, for 
such have the English made them. I thank God that this 
misery is saved me, that mine died years ago, and that I have 
no child to endure pollution. There were times when Brahmins 
and Rajpoots plunged their swords and spears into their wives 7 
hearts when there was even a suspicion or a dread of dishonour. 
As I traversed Eajpootana, I heard many an old ballad which 
told of such things—for these memories never die—and I could 
say them to you ; but no ! you could not feel them : you are 
dead—dead to honour—dead to shame—dead to your faith ! 
You have no caste, how should you understand the thoughts or 
the honour of those who still hold it? Are you silent ?” 

They were silent, for most were sobbing, some gnashed 
their teeth, and drew their breath in hard gasps and sighs. 

“ Another few words would I speak, my sons,” he continued; 
“ and you know this last ignominy better than I do. What are 
these new rnuskets which have been sent among you ? Did not 
the old win all Hind for the English ? win it with your fathers’ 
blood, freely poured out. Did not thousands of our people perish 
in the Khyber amidst tho snow and ice—whose blood cries for 
vengeance ? Did not these men die with the old guns in their 
frozen hands? We, in the former times, did not want cows' 
and pigs’ fat for them: our arms were strong enough to ram 
down the cartridges that we used, and our bullets then were as 
deadly as these; who ever withstood them ? Now, the Feringees 
must have new cartridges and new guns, which require the fat 
of cows and pigs. I tell you there is no sense in this, no reason 
for this. Who is there in Hind left to fight? We, the men of 
Oudh and Baliar, have conquered all, even from the Sikhs. Ah, 
yes ! see, brothers l the Sikhs and the Goorkhas don’t mind fat, 
and they will be brought down on you in thousands and tens of 
thousands, to blow you away from guns, or to send you home to 
cover your faces and weep like women. So there is no need of 
this change of arms; but this is certain, that when you have 
once handled and bitten these fat-besmeared cartridges, yon had 
better go to the Padre Sahib, and take the Baptisina at once. 
Poor fellows! yon will have no caste left, and all the waters of 
Gunga Mata will not wash out your impurity. What will it 
then signify if you are all made to cat together in messes, as tho 
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white soldiers do? and then yon will have cows’ fat and pigs* 
fat in plenty, and Christians and Mlechas to cook your food. 
There is an order gone out about that in gaols already, and what 
are you better than eonviets? They have put ehains on the 
land, these English. There are iron roads and iron wires 
stretehing up to Dehly, and now going on to Peshawur, ujoon 
the land and its people. When they reaeli the Indus, yours 
will follow. You with your east© who would have protected 
Hindoos, will no longer be Hindoos, but Christian slaves—unable 
to proteet them! 

“ Do not weep, brothers, do not groan ! This is no time for 
weeping. Arise ! be resolute ! Strike ! for the sake of your 
honour, your faith, and your easte. When there are no English, 
you will be free. Be like me, who have vowed this day before 
Kalee Mata, that every Feringee man, woman, or ehild must 
die, and that she shall liek their blood. 0 ! I will feed her with 
mueh of it, and it will be sweet—sweet!—for they are her direst 
enemies. Do not speak ! ” he continued, in the same hissing 
and mocking tone in whieh he had addressed the men. “ I 
know your hearts, I know what ye would say. But one thing 
I ask. If you are men, if you have still faith and easte, reaeh 
forward your hands one over another, and touch these books ! ** 
and the men rose to their feet and did as he had desired. 

“ Now swear” said Azrael solemnly, “ by this holy Geeta, 
by the five produets of the cow, and by my feet, that when the 
time eomes, ye, and those ye represent, will strike in for the 
faith! That ye will refuse, even to the extremity of death, to 
take the cartridges, and to go beyond sea ! 

“We swear!” replied tlie men, in a hoarse whisper, “ Jey 
Kalee Mata, we will be true to thee, even to death ! ” 

“ Good, my sons ! ” continued Azrael; “ she, the Mother, will 
help us all in our oaths. Now listen to her last words: ‘Be 
cautious! wait for the signal ! Do not anticipate it by any 
foolish haste whieh will bring destruction on us all. It is but 
for a little time; the English are in sore strait, their country is 
small, and they have few soldiers. They have now war in 
Europe with the Bussians, and war in Persia, and they will 
soon have war in China. They have to send more of their 
troops from India, and already they have not half their usual 
number, and still they trust us. Ida! ha! ha! Well! they 
might have done so safely, had they kept their old faith ! ’ 
TS'ow depart: I go to Cawnpore, to Agra, to Dehly, to Amballa; 
Gokul will go to Dinapore with your letters. Write what has 
happened here to every camp in the army, but cautiously ; and 
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when Sumbut 1914 begins, the signal will not be long deferred. 
Now go ! I leave my brother’s son, Mungal Pande, with, yon ; be 
careful of him as one of your own.” 

Then the men passed him silently one by one, touehing his 
feet reverently with their hands, and then their own foreheads 
and breasts, and so glided out of the door into the darkness of 
the night. Before morning had dawned, Azrael Pande rose and 
took leave of his host and his nephew, conjuring them to be 
faithful, and went to take his place in the northern train, on 
one of the iron chain roads that were to bind India and enslave 
its people! 

“0 Mother! wait, wait but a little,” he murmured, stretch¬ 
ing forth his hands towards Calcutta, “ and thou slialt have the 
blood.” 


CHAPTER XXI. 

ELYSIUM. 

What a new and blessed life was that whieh gradually opened 
upon Seeta! To love, and be loved, to have a stake in life 
shared by one who was all-powerful to protect her, to be ad¬ 
mitted to her husband’s eonfidenee, and to feel that she assisted 
his endeavours to increase the prosperity and the happiness of 
the people he governed! To feel, too, the dawning eonvietion 
that his high position had immeasurably increased her own, and 
that in time — for the thought was yet only dim in her mind— 
the people who now paid her reverenee, might hereafter bless 
her memory! It was like a new birth, and she was grateful, 
very grateful. If, in the midst of her wildest joy, thoughts would 
sometimes arise at whieh she shuddered —that her husband’s 
earesses were pollution, that she was not of his people; that 
strangers far away might elaim him and rend him from her— 
they were but for a moment, and a bright smile from him, 
a cheering word, a eertainty that he was true to her, came as a 
loving balm to her spirit, and she was eon tent and happy. If 
she had been beautiful before, this new life had made her far 
more so; the flush in her cheek, the joyous sparkle of her soft, 
expressive eyes, the entire devotion of her manner, which eould 
not find vent in words, satisfied Cyril Brandon that he not only 
possessed her love, but that there was no reserve between them ; 
nothing to prevent her growing intellect from expanding to the 
full, and satisfying the passionate longings of his own nature. 
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It was a happy life they led in camp. Seeta had brought 
with her only one servant, her old Bliecmee, who had nursed 
her from infancy, and had never left her. Now she was some¬ 
what infirm and deaf, but she was able to perform the simple 
services she had to render; and though the woman had had her 
misgivings as to her darling’s marriage with a stranger, yet she 
had become accustomed to Cyril, who had ever a kind word for 
her, and she was satisfied that he loved Seeta very tenderly. 
By day, Seeta did not remain in camp; a lodging was always 
found fox her in the house of the village goldsmith, wherever 
they might be, where she might join the family worship, and 
cat the simple food prepared by her own caste people. All day 
she remained secluded, reading her books, listening to the 
dames’ gossip who came in from time to time, playing with 
their children, hearing many a tale of poverty and distress, and 
distributing the ample means which Cyril placed at her disposal, 
in gifts which cheered sad hearts and made her own happy* 
In the first days, after they left Shah Gunje, Cyril had warned 
her against admitting petitioners on any pretence, or listening 
to specious tales of wrong, which could only be settled in his 
own courts. This, indeed, had been at once attempted ; but the 
haughty scorn with which it was repelled prevented its repeti¬ 
tion. Even the old Scrishtadar grew proud of Seeta, and told 
Cyril how faithful and discreet she was, and how loved and 
respected wherever she went. “ She will be more popular than 
you, sir,” he said, “ one of these days, and she has knit the 
people’s hearts to you more than I can tell. It is no flattery, 
sir; it is the truth.” 

How anxiously Seeta looked every afternoon for Cyribs 
palankeen, which was to take her to him ! It used to be set 
down in the court of whatever house she might be in, and she 
would enter it and shut the doors, and then it would be taken 
out and carried swiftly to the camp; and, the day’s work done, 
she found her husband waiting for her; or,' meeting her at 
a little distance from his tent, they would stroll on together, 
with Muff, the Skye terrier, for their companion. Cyril often 
told her playfully that she would soon become secluded al¬ 
together, like a Mahomedan, and she would own that she was 
not now the wife of a humble village goldsmith, but of the 
Commissioner Sahib, whom all revered, and would not look on 
her if they could. 

. Of a village goldsmith ! and would have been so still but for 
her husband’s fate. As such, what perceptions would even her 
books have opened to her, what change could have taken place 
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till her death ? A life of simple house duties and cares, and no 
knowledge of the world beyond Goknlpoor. She might have 
had children, but the life would not have varied; she would 
not have desired it to change. Any alteration would have 
been impossible. Now, what a contrast there was ! How all 
her perceptions were awakening! how keenly she felt that, 
with all her book knowledge, how little she really knew; how 
little even her old teacher, whom she had thought all-wise, 
knew in comparison with her husband ! For Cyril was leading 
her mind gently, and almost imperceptibly, to his own sources 
of knowledge. He told her of his own country, described his 
home and the foreign lands where he had been, and where sho 
might go with him some day, if she would—some day, when 
they wero grown old. How sho wondered at his accomplish¬ 
ments, at his sketches of herself, which he seemed never weary 
of making; and indeed there was always something new and 
beautiful to strike him in her graceful and artless attitudes. 
Then there were drawings of the people, of carts and bullocks, 
of villages and temples; rough pen-and-ink sketches of charac¬ 
ters in his court, and one of herself, when she had first given 
evidence, with her hands outstretched, holding her saree— 
which she could not look on without tears; and there were the 
temple, and the camp, and Shah Gunje lying below the little 
hill, and her house, and the oriel window looking towards the 
camp. Perhaps she did not quite understand these drawings at 
first; but she soon came to do so, and to wonder whether she 
should ever do like them. Perhaps she might, for her grand¬ 
father had often employed her to d^aw patterns^for his chased 
work; and the design for Cyril’s salver had been her own. 

Gradually, too, his knowledge of music came upon her as 
another wonder. When he was at Noorpoor, Cyril never neg¬ 
lected it, and kept up his piano studies, as he did his Italian 
and French; but in camp he had only a guitar, and he would 
have been surprised, perhaps, when he took it up in the evenings 
as tho door-screens were let down, to have seen his servants 
gather about the tent outside, and listen wondrously to his 
sweet, rich voice* And so Seeta too had come to hear it in her 
turn. Her own knowledge, small as it was, led her to feel and 
appreciate most tho low sweet melodies he sang, which affected 
her to tears very often—pleasant, soft tears, welling out of the 
love in her heart, which would not be denied. I know, too, that 
Seeta was often a steady helpmate to Cyril in his evening work. 
She could read the current vernacular papers with as great ease 
as most of the office scribes, and many a translation was made, 
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she reading and he writing in English, which seemed to him 
not half so laborious as when a sleepy clerk droned out what he 
had to read, and very often missed whole passages. 

They were never idle, these two strangely united beings : 
never passed a heavy hour; and though he might often be 
weary with the day’s work, his evening companion gave Cyril 
new energy and life, refreshed him, and amused him more than 
he could almost realize. If he had not been patient, perhaps 
her keen and active thought might have wearied him; but his 
effort was to direct and restrain, rather than stimulate the 
passion for knowledge which he saw was awakening in the girl’s 
mind. “ She is mine for her life,” ho used to think, “ and there 
is time enough to bring out all these strange graces and mould 
them into form and exercise. I must be careful not to excite 
her too much.” It was a change, too, from the old Sanscrit, to 
read to her passages from Italian and English poets, and 
translate them to her as best lie could, well knowing how 
impossible it was to render the force and beauty of the originals, 
yet observing how keenly she appreciated every tender thought, 
every simile which accorded with her own loving perceptions, 
and every description of natural beauties. 

“ Yes,” she said, one evening, “ I know now, when there is 
love, it is alf\ the same there and here; at least it used to be 
when our po^ts wrote. Now, here such love is dead, except 
with you.” *> 

“ Tell me, &eeta,” he answered, “ when you felt it first. Had 
you no love before you knew me ? ” 

“None,” she'said decidedly, “none! He who died did not 
win me by love ;* he did not ask it, and I did not feel it. He 
said once, a harlot could be loved, not a wife. His love was 
with his trade and\his money: those were his life, as they are 
of all like him. I never heard of love; I read of it in my books, 
but no thought within me stirred to answer it. Do yon re¬ 
member the play of c Malati and Mahdava 9 ? That is all love, 
you know; and it is so beautiful! I can understand it now. 
Yet I used to read passages like this without emotion:— 

Love spreads through every vein like subtle poison, 

And like the fire that brightens in the breeze, 

Consumes this feeble frame,—resistless fever 
Preys on eacli fibre. Fatal is its fury! 

Now, I could not understand that then. Ah, me! perhaps yon 
will think me foolish, husband: but afterwards I came to be 
like poor Malati:— 
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One thought alone possesses her, and still 
She dwells upon her love. Her garb is loose— 

Her soft lip quivers — starting drops suffuse 
Her gentle lips—her bosom palpitates, 

And her dark eyo in soft abandonment 

IMost languid floats. Each look and gesture speaks 

The fond desires that agitate her youth.* 

u I could not help it, Cyril, even while Laloo lived; and 
when he died, ah! it was terrible then, and to whom could I 
tell my grief? Aunt Ella ? Oh no ! she never knew love, not 
even a child’s love; and her husband, she has told me, often 
struck her. So I tried to bear it till you came.” 

“ And suppose 1 had gone away, far away, and never spoken, 
Seeta ? ” 

“I should have died, and no one would have known of my 
pain. I often dreamed of death then ; and as I sat in the 
window looking for your tents, my soul would seem to go away 
into dim, far places, and then would return to me. I used to 
think that some day it would not return to my body, and that 
would be carried away and burned; and they would remember 
their little Seeta for a time, and all my pets would miss me, 
and then they would die too— Aunt Ella, and the old man, 
and all would be at rest for ever. And you, Cyril, when did 
you love me ? ” 

“Nay, Seeta,” he returned, “I could answer you out of your 
own books; but I hardly think you would be much the Aviser. 
I made my ehoiee, for I thought I understood more of you than 
your own people did. I eame and went, and eame again: and 
I even tried to go away for good; but I could not, and so— 
and so I am here with you, my darling, and you gi'ow dearer 
and dearer to me every (lay. And you trust me, Seeta ? Why 
do you weep ? ” 

“ Yes, I trust you,” she replied gravely. “These tears are 
but of joy, and when my heart swells I cannot help them. 
Trust you? Do you not remember the sweet tale I read to you 
of Savitri, who followed her husband into death ? You are as 
dear to me as Satyavan was to her; and were it to be to me as 
to Savitri, I would not fail. Do you think I would?” she con¬ 
tinued, laying her hand upon his arm, and raising her pleading 
eyes to his. “ Perhaps I may be tried some day, and then you 
will believe Seeta.” 

“ Hush ! ” he said, putting his hand over her mouth. “ I 
believe you, wife, else 1 had not asked them to give you to me; 


* H. H. Wilson’s translation. 
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but we are young, and may hope to grow old together—may we 
not ? ” 

“ I do not know,” she said dreamily, “ Sometimes still, my 
spirit seems to go away from me and leave you; and it would 
be better so than that I should stay if you were gone, even for a 
little, I think—I think, Cyril, that 1 am too happy, and you 
are too good to me. Why are you not angry sometimes at my 
foolishness ? Yes, you are near me now, and I am happy—oh, 
so happy! ” 

I need not dwell on seenes like these. They are only of that 
old, old story, whieh has so many a change in the telling, and 
which goes on from heart to heart, and lip to lip, through all 
lives vVhere people love, till hearts are eold and lips are dumb ! 
I have other things to speak of, and must not linger on this, to 
them, sweet, pleasant time of their lives. It was growing near 
Christmas, and Cyril was beginning to look forward to the 
arrival of the Mostyns, whieh he knew was soon expected at 
Noorpoor. He had had only one letter from his friend in answer 
to his own, already recorded, and it ran thus:— 

“ Benares, November 25, 1S56. 

“ My n ear Cyril,'— 

“I eould not manage to write to you from Calcutta. 
There was so much to do one way or othez-, that I had not 
a moment to myself; and the contents of your letter required 
mu eh deliberation. I have considered what you wrote over 
and over again; and indeed you are scddom absent from my 
thoughts. I eannot sufficiently admire your resolution in 
doing what you have, so honourably and avowedly. Any other 
eonneetion would have been unworthy of you, and I should 
have mourned over it very grievozisly. And yet, clear friend, I 
eannot help wishing it had not been, and that you and Seeta 
had never met. This marriage is so strange, so unusual, that 
a thousand evil things will be said by some of our people of 
whom you know. You will not eare for them, I am sure ; but 
they will exist, and will require all your strength of mind 
and patience to overcome. I am eertain your wife is all that 
you write she is; but I cannot help wishing, for all our sakes, 
that she were a good English gill, fit to take her place by you 
in the world’s doings, and in the joy and sorrow of your lives. 
That, however, eannot be now; and as for myself, so long as 
you are honoured and happy I am well content. I may even— 
whieh will give you sineere pleasure, I know—assure you of 
my wife’s sympathy and good wishes. I did not tell her at 



158 


SEETA. 


onee, for I did not know liow she would take the news ; but 
sineo we left Calcutta I have told her all, from beginning to 
end ; and I showed your letter to her, which assured her greatly. 
Shall I tell you that at first she resented the whole thing, and 
was huffed about it ? Even so; but she returned to it again 
and again, and ended by humming to herself, 4 C’est l’amour, 
I’amour, l’amour! ’ and saying that if you were satisfied she 
must be. As to my sister Graee, who is one of the sweetest 
and most innocent little mortals that ever breathed, she made 
no objection. 6 Why shouldn’t he marry a Hindoo lady, if he 
loved her ? 5 she said naively. 4 And I don’t see why you two 
should make a fuss about it.’ And with this simple verdict she 
dismissed the ease out of her eourt; and I dare say it will 
content you more than mine.’ 

14 1 hope to be at Noorpoor by the 15th December, and you 
must manage so as to be able to get there by Christinas Day, 
at latest . Don’t come sooner, for my wife wants to have every¬ 
thing arranged for you. The new piano is ail Erard, quite 
lovely; and there are heaps of new music. My wife and Graee 
have been studying under Garcia and Campana, and, to my 
thinking, sing divinely. They created quite a furore in Cal¬ 
cutta, and had all the world at their feet. You, however, must 
judge for yourself. And now farewell for a time. Remember 
that you eat your Christmas dinner with us ; and you may 
take all the kind wishes you please from my wife. 

44 Ever your affectionate friend, 

44 Philip Mostyn.” 

Nor did Cjnfil go to Noorpoor before the day appointed— 
Christmas, 1850. If it had not been for ,the Mostyns, he would 
far rather not have gone at all: for at this season of the year 
his camp life was at its very pleasantest, his work going on 
swimmingly, and all his predecessor’s arrears were being cleared 
off. Everything seemed to him to look brighter than it used 
to do, and Seeta was growing more and more dear to him daily. 
Brandon had no intention of becoming the subjeet of comment 
by some parties he knew of; had no desire to see ladies’ Ayahs 
prying about his house. If Seeta were to know any one, Mrs. 
Mostyn was the only lady who should know her ; and her sister 
Graee too, if she pleased. It would be very pleasant to see his 
shy little wife coming to know good Englishwomen, whom—or 
one at least—he had respeeted and loved. And he heard, too, 
that Seeta’s eottage was ready. Baba Sahib had even gone into 
the station and had looked after it, and had the little oratory 
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consecrated by Brahmins; and a priest had been appointed to 
tend the sacred fire while Seeta was absent, and to perform daily 
service in the little sanctuary. Seeta knew nothing of all this; 
Cyril had not even told her of the new cottage; and as the time 
came near for them to go to Noorpoor, she had expressed some 
anxiety as to how she was to be disposed of there, which had 
been easily dissipated; and she knew that her grandfather had 
many • friends, bankers, in Noorpoor, who would receive her. 
So, on the morning of Christmas Cay, Cyril rode early into the 
station, met no one, and went direct to his own house, where 
his servants had preceded him overnight, and awaited Seeta’s 
arrival, who was to follow in the palankeen. She had never 
been out of her quiet country town and village, until she began 
to travel with her husband; and as she neared the station she 
opened a little of the palankeen door, and looked out timidly, 
to see what she had heard so much of all her life. Passing 
through the native town—which she did not like as well as her 
own Shah Gunje—she soon saw the great lake, and the old 
fort by it; then came wide roads and bungalows, as the bearer 
running beside the door called them; houses lyingamong shady 
gardens. u And the Commissioner’s house is near now, lady/’ 
he said; and soon afterwards she saw they entered a gate, 
passed up a neatly gravelled walk, with flowers oil each side of 
it; then round the end of a house, and into another part of the 
garden, more beantiffil than the first. Then the door was 
opened, and her husband was there to greet her; and as the 
palankeen was put down she heard him tell every one to go 
away, and helped her to rise from it. 

How beautiful all seemed about her as she stood up and 
looked around! Stretching into dim, shady walks, with the 
lake glittering beyond, were trim paths, which divided beds of 
bright roses and flowers which she had never seen before. 
“ They must be English,” she thought; and indeed many of 
them were so. Before her was a neatly clipped privet-hedge, 
and beyond it, on a gravelled space, stood a cottage, one end of 
which joined the house itself, and thither Cyril led her. Gar¬ 
lands were hung over the door, and as it opened she saw Brahmin 
women within, who broke cocoa-nuts at her feet and Cyril’s, 
and waved lighted lamps over them from head to foot, singing 
a hymn of welcome and a prayer of increase and happiness. 
Then dear old Aunt Ella, whom she had not at first seen, ad¬ 
vanced with her arms outstretched, and tears welling from her 
eyes, and caught her to her breast, put her hands on her head, 
and blessed her. It was all just as if she were being welcomed 
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home again, and only one grand figure was wanting. Then 
inside were two rooms leading into caeli other, cool and pure; 
and beyond them a Brahmin, in a small chamber, was chanting 
tho morning litany. 

“So far I can come, Seeta,” said Cyril; “the rest belongs 
to you alone. Take her,” he continued, to Aunt Ella and the 
Brahmin women, “and show her what there is. I will wait 
here.” 

Seeta could not speak; her heart was too full. Who could 
have anticipated such thoughtful kindness, such protection of 
her casto ! Where Brahmins had worshipped, where Aunt Ella 
was, she might surely live. She passed on into the oratory, 
made her obeisance to the altar and to the two Brahmins near 
it, and chaunted some verses of the morning hymn from the 
“ Vedas.” Then old Bheemee called her, and she went out 
into a court, where was a bath-room and a kitchen, and—could 
she believe her eyes? — her own pet antelope Gunga, which 
knew her, and now tugged at the rope to get at her; and the 
two parroquets and the old black myna, in their cages, who all 
screamed together and fluttered their wings to escape to her. 
When she had kissed them all she went back; and as Cyril 
stood waiting for her she fell at his feet, and clung sobbing to 
his knees; and when he raised her up and folded her in his 
strong arms, and told her, with a smile, that it was all hers, 
and she must not be foolish, she clung the more to him, as she 
looked up with brimming eyes and said she could not help 
herself, and he must forgive her. Then he left her to make her 
own arrangements with Aunt Ella and Bheemee, and went into 
his garden. Cyril was very happy, because lie knew he had 
gratified his little wife, and anticipated all thoughts of impurity 
of caste. So, as he was walking about and his gardener was- 
showing him all the new flowers and the luxuiiant vegetables, 
he heard Mostyn’s whistle as he came through the gate in the 
boundary hedge from his own garden, and went to meet him. 
Their hands met in a loving grasp as each wished the other 
a happy Christmas, and many of them, to all they loved; and 
Mostyn put into Cyril’s hands a packet ol letters which had 
come the day before. “ As you were coming in,” he said, “ I 
would not let them send them out to you.” 

Cyril opened a demi-offieial letter marked “ Private,” which 
in some respects had an unusual appearance, and read the 
following:— 
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“ Dear Sir,—• A' 

“ I am directed by the-to inform yon that yon have 

been this day appointed Deputy Commissioner of the Noorpoor 

District, vice Grant died at sea. His-hopes that you will 

continue to apply your eminent talents to a province which has 
already much improved under your direction, and will, he is 
assured, continue to do so. 

“ I remain,” etc. 

“ That’s civil, Mostyn, read. Seeta ! Seeta ! come out, and 
hear good news. I am now real Commissioner,” said Cyril, 
stepping towards her door. “ Come out, child. You mustn’t 
mind Mostyn. Why, you will have to see him every day.” 

Seeta was naturally shy. The timidity of an Indian 
woman was natural to her, and her awdnvardness was perfectly 
understood by Mr. Mostyn. 

“ No, don’t mind me,” he said. “ I too welcome you to your 
home. I hope it pleases you. We have been doing all we 
could with it.” 

Seeta looked her gratil she dare not reply; but Mr. 
Mostyn saw in her rich, brigxx, colour, in the flush on her cheek, 
and in her graceful movements, that her beauty was even in¬ 
creased, and that Cyril had not exaggerated it. 

“ Come and have a talk,” said Cyril. “ My little breakfast 
is just ready.” And he led Mostyn away. 


CHAPTER XNII. 

BUSINESS AND PLEASURE. 

u Well, Philip, that was good news, wasn’t it? pleasant too, 
coming on Christmas Day. Poor Grant! I’m very sorry for 
him though,” said Cyril, as they sat down. 

“ Ah ! ” replied Mostyn, “ I don’t know that thero is much to 
grieve about: he was one of those people in the world who 
have no kith and kin to signify, and whom no one misses. He 
was incurably ill too. t think death must have been a great 
relief to him.” 

“You say that, Philip, to smooth over my stepping into a 
dead man’s shoes; but really I am glad to be my own master at 
last, and beat my own drum. And how is Mrs. Mostyn ? and I 
may add, your sister ? ” 

M 
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“Both flourishing, thank you, and neither have lost their 
English roses; and such a display of finery is laid out for 
to-day, that I tell them they ought to he ashamed to go to 
church in it—I’m sure the parson won’t he obliged to them. 
Why not come over to breakfast and see them ? ” 

“ Not this morning, Philip. I must answer this and a lot 
of other letters, and there is the home despatch to get through.” 

“ But you will dine with us; it is an old invitation? ” 

“ 0, of eourse; I am longing to hear the new piano, and to 
hear them sing. They know about Seeta ? ” 

“ Yes, they know too she is here; but you must not be 
annoyed if Bose does not come to see her just yet, though, faith, 
she ie dying to know her, and so, indeed, is Grace.” 

“ 0, no,” returned C} T ril, “ I would far rather they did not 
come while I am here now; it will only be for a week or so. 
When I return for good; it will gratify me much if they are 
kind to her.” 

“ And she—Seeta I mean—what am I to call her, Cyril ? she 
won’t think it unkind ! ” 

“ On the contrary, Philip, it will relieve her very much to 
be taken no notice of at present. What she has been most 
beseeehing me for the last week is, to keep the English people 
away from her, especially tho ladies; she is afraid of them.” 

“ And me too ? ”— 

“ No, not you; she has seen you before, remember, and re 
speets you like a father.” 

“ Well, I will do just as you please, Cyril,” he returned; “ I 
will come and have a eliat with her now and then, if she will 
let me. I dare say my wife will say nothing to you about her, 
aud you can break the subject to her or not, as you like; but I 
am really longing to know Seeta. How very lovely she is 
grown, to be sure ! one would hardly reeognize in her the pale, 
thin gill who gave evidence in that trial.” 

“ As you know her better, you will admire her more, as I do, 
Philip; she is a rare creature indeed.” 

Then they fell to talking of Calcutta and public affairs there, 
with which Mostyn was by no means satisfied. 

“ You have no idea what a stir that order about enlistment 
has made,” he said; “ we, who live out of the world, know nothing 
about what is really going on, and tho papers arc too timid to 
‘Speak out on any subject, and perhaps they have got a hint not 
to do so. Then, again, Ilidoo widows’ marriages; and thero 
are the new drill, and the Enfields, and the cartridges; and the 
Sepoys at Barrackpoor and elsewhere grumbling, and between 
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you and me, they don’t ever grumble for nothing. • I tell you, 
Cyril, I don’t like this, and hope no evil may eome of it all. I 
hate these new-fangled laws; ean’t they let the people alone ? 
And what do you think? When I was at Benares, my old 
Pundit eame to see me, and asked me in a timid, stuttering kind 
of way. whether an order had not eome from the Queen, to have 
all the people in India made Christians ? Of eourse I laughed 
at the thing, and told him he was a fool for listening to sueh 
rubbish : and he said he wouldn’t, though he eould not prevent 
people in the bazaars from talking. Now, I don’t like that 
either; but there appears, at any rate, to be no exeitement 
up here as yet; mind, I don’t like to enquire, or if it should 
exist, to issue a proclamation as they did in Bengal, and got a 
very clever snub in reply for their pains. He, or those who 
wrote that letter, did it verjv neatly, and proved from the pro¬ 
clamation itself, that Government had showed its hand in the 
game, and did mean evil; but we had best keep our eyes and 
ears open. I have spoken to the Brigadier, who, like myself, is 
not easy about the cartridges, or, indeed, any of the new-fangled 
military orders, and holds his own opinions, whieh are of the 
old school; we will get him to dinner on New Year’s Da t y, and 
pick his brains. Meanwhile, we need not croak to ourselves, 
and there may be nothing in* it, after all, to frighten anybody. 
We always live over barrels of gunpowder, some one said long 
ago, but they haven’t blown up yet.” 

“It is very sad,” replied Cyril, “very; but I have heard 
nothing, though I have been living literally among the people; 
and if my little wdfe had heard sueh rumours, I know she would 
have told me of them. Do the ladies know anything of this ?” 

“ Well, perhaps, something,” replied his friend, “ but not very 
mueh. Not enough to eause them uneasiness as yet, and Pose 
is not one easily frightened; she only heard what people were 
talking about, and, to saj r the truth, laughed at it. Well, as 
you won’t eome to breakfast, we shall see you at ehureh, I know, 
and I will introduce you to my sister.” 

“ No, I ean’t eome now,” said Cyril; “ I have to stop and 
look over all these letters, and the family budget to read, and 
some other things to see to; but I will come to ehureh, and you 
shall introduce me afterwards to your sister.” 

“ Good-bye then for the present, Cj T ril, and mind you make 
yourself smart,” and Mostyn went away. 

Cyril sat down to his letters, and found them very pleasant 
ones. There were several about his new appointment from men 
whom he respected and esteemed, not only congratulating him 
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upon his promotion, whieh indeed he had fairly earned, hut 
intimating that the confidence in him was so great that he 
might look comparatively soon to higher office. There was a 
eheery letter from his brother, who had been hunting all the 
season with great enjoyment, saying he felt as “strong as a 
horse ; ” and in spite of dear mother’s croaking about the winter, 
had passed a much pleasanter one than he would have done at 
Niee, or Mentone ; the dullest, to him, plaees in the world, and 
that he should attend “ the House ” after Easter. 

■ A happy letter from his mother followed, and one from 
Augusta. There were no anxieties now, and they seemed to 
have entered fully T into his views of the ehanees of promotion; 
but all expressed their earnest wishes that if he attained it, he 
would eome home and see them as soon as practicable. So all 
was well, and Cyril was very thankful. Nothing but the direst 
necessity could separate him from Seeta now; and it would, he 
knew, be a sore trial to her to let him go, and onee more live for 
a season with her grandfather. “ She would do it,” he said to 
himself, “ but I am thankful my poor girl is not to be so tried.” 

Then he dressed himself carefully. None of the rough eamp 
garments, but proper English clothes, very neat and distingue of 
their kind, befittiug the season, now cool enough, indeed often 
eold. The hat, long disused, was nicely brushed, a pair of light- 
yellow gloves put on, and so equipped, he went to show himself 
to Seeta. 

“Here I am in real English clothes,” he said merrily; “do 
you know me, little woman ? ” 

“ 0, I know you,” she cried laughing; “or do I know you? 
Let me see.” And she got up and looked him all over, and felt 
the soft gloss of his black surtout. “You have a very pretty 
searf round your neek, and beautiful gloves, but I don’t half 
like you for all that. So long as you have these fine elothes on, 
I feel as if I dare not touch you, and you belong to your people, 
and are a very great man; but I don’t know them, and I like 
the old ones much better, for they are mine. Am I not right, 
Aunt Ella?” 

“ Well,’ 9 he returned, “ I ean’t help it, aud it is only for a 
few days, so you must make the best of me. Now I am going 
to ehurcli, ami you may not see me for ever so long, for I have 
some visits to pay afterwards.” 

“ I am quite happy wilh Aunt Ella and the pets,” she said, 
“ and, do you know, the old black myna has never ceased talking 
since be saw me. How can I thank yon enough, Cyril, for all 
this surprise and delight ? It is a happy day to us all, and yon 
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are Commissioner at last. Do you know, sir?” she continued, 
making him a saucy reverence, “ do you know that one of your 
subjects is not afraid of you ? Now go, and be happy among 
your people.” 

And he went, riding his beautiful Arab, Sultan, joining 
friends who were also riding to church like himself. About 
half-way the Mostyns 5 carriage whirled past him, and he took 
off his hat. When he entered the church he saw them all in 
their pew near the pulpit, but his own was in the opposite aisle, 
and the reading-desk intervened between them. 

But what a sensation had the new arrivals created! I will 
not attempt to describe Mrs. Mostyn’s and Grace’s dresses; I 
only know that one wore light lavender, and the other the 
lightest of pale blue silks : that they had the most bewitching 
of Paris bonnets of the newest fashion, that they were hoops, 
then only in their infaney, and that altogether their costumes 
were remarkable for their good taste and elegance, I am afraid 
the beautiful service of the day, the burst of joy that Christ the 
Eedeemer was born, and the gracious message that Angel choirs 
had sung, “ Peace on earth, good will toward men,” with the 
short, tender sermon of the ehaplain that followed, fell upon 
some inattentive cars, and upon minds too much absorbed in the 
contemplation, perhaps envy, of new Paris millinery, and the two 
sweet faees that coulch be seen by many over the edge of the 
pew where they sat—to attend to heavenly things. This was 
the first appearance of the ladies in public, so to speak. They 
had arrived only a few days before, and were too tired by their 
long journey, and too long unpacking and settling everything in 
the house (for Mr. Mostyn had been living bachelor-fashion 
while his wife was in England), and they had seen nobody. Of 
all in chureh, Mrs. Mostyn only knew a very few; the Brigadier 
and the Hills, Dr. Home and his wife, and the commandant of 
the artillery, who was unmarried; all the rest were new, had 
come with new regiments, and, as Mrs. Mostyn whispered to 
Graee, “ did not look very promising.” 

The service came to an end; the artillerymen, fine, stout 
fellows with ruddy faees, marched out clanking their spurs and 
sabres, and were followed by the infantry and congregation, of 
whom Cyril and the Morlands were nearly the last. He had 
preceded them, and was now standing near the poreh of the 
ehurch awaiting them; and as they eame out, Mrs. Mostyn, with 
the cheeriest of smiles, put out her hand, which he grasped 
warmly, and declared she was charmed to see him again. “ And 
you are looking so well too, Mr. Brandon,” she said, “ as well as 
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if you were in England ; and now lot me introduce you to my 
sister. I hope you will soon come to know eaeli other better.” 
For a moment Cyril was almost confused by the frank manner 
of the you Mg girl, who stood before him with heightened colour, 
and put cun her hand kindly. 44 1 seem to know you already, 
Mr. Brandon/ 7 she said, 44 1 have been hearing so much of you.” 

44 1 am really flattered,” he returned. 44 1 hope your brother 
has given me a decent character, for he is a very old friend, you 
know.” 

44 That’s as it may be, and you will find out more if you will 
come to tiffin ; will you ? ” said Mrs. Mostyn, as she stepped into 
the carriage. 

44 It is really churlish to refuse,” replied Cyril, 44 and yet you 
must kindly excuse me to-day. I have duty visits to pay, and 
letters to write, for work won’t stay; so you must kindly let me 
off till the evening.” 

44 Very well,” she replied, 44 1 suppose there is no help for it; 
mind you come early, and bring some music;” and then the 
carriage, which Mostyn now drove himself, whirled away. 

And while Cyril is paying his visits, and leaving his cards, 
we, being privileged, may hear a little of wdiat other people 
thought of all they had seen at church. 

44 My dear Maria ! how can you think so? ” says Mrs. Smith 
to Mrs. Jones, who had been praising the dresses and style of 
the new-comers; 44 for my part, I thought them distressingly 
over-dressed, not to say vulgar. That girl’s light blue silk might 
do for a ball-room perhaps ; but the idea of wearing such a thing 
by day! Then look at those hoops, how monstrous! I tell 
Smith, I shall never—never—never—wear anything so out¬ 
rageous. I am quite eontent as I am’; I don’t want gaudy 
finery.” 

Indeed, the poor lady was obliged to be content; for what 
with bank demands, and the rather recent march to Noorpoor, 
Smith’s monthly'balances were of very minute proportions, and 
the green silk'dress Mrs. Smith had put on, which was her best, 
showed uniiiistakeable signs of frays, splits, and stains. 

44 1 should like to get the 4 musters ’ of Mrs. Mostyn’s dress, 
and the lovely peaks before and behind, and of Miss Most 3 m’s 
bonnet. Could not you get them for me, dear Mrs. Home ? you 
know her so well,” said Mrs. Jones, 44 and Lucy could share them 
with me.” 

44 1 can do nothing of the kind, my dear,” said Mrs. Home, 
sharply; 44 you caff go and ask fur yourselves ; Mrs. Mostyn and 
I were never intimate. She is so very English, and so very 
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exclusive, not a bit like any of us , ancl she seems ten times more 
stuck up now, than she was before she went home. But did you 
see what she did ? I was really quite ashamed of her; if it had 
happened before I went into chureli, Bin sure I couldn’t have 
gone there at all.” 

44 No ! ” cried both in a breath, 44 what was it, dear? ” 

“ I dare say you. had gone away,” continued Mrs. Home; 44 but 
I and Lucy were waiting for the carriage ; and what does my 
lady do ? Why, step up to young Brandon, as bold as 3 r ou like, 
ancl shake hands with him ever so long, and then she introduces 
him to her sister. Fancy any ladj/ y knowing a man who had put 
himself into a position like Mr. Brandon, and introducing him 
to her sister! and they shook hands too. It was positive pollu¬ 
tion. I’m sure I would no more think of doing that myself, or 

allowing Lucy to do so, than—than-!” but as no simile earne 

to her help, she continued, 44 and that’s what people bring from 
England with them, where we know society is growing most 
immoral. It’s quite shocking, isn’t it ? ” 

44 But she is the Judge’s wife,” said Mrs. Jones, timidly, 

44 and we can’t quarrel with her; I hear they are going to be 
very gay too.” 

“ Yes,” observed Mrs. Smith, sharply; 44 I see what it is, 
Maria : you are hankering after these people ; but she’s a civilian, 
you know, and j'ou’rc only a poor sub’s wife. If I were you, I 
wouldn’t be a toady. I suppose we shall hear of your calling 
on the bride next.” 

44 The bride ! whom do 3 r ou mean ? ” cried Maria. 

44 Oh, don’t you know ? Haven’t you heard of the other new 
arrival to-day?” continued Mrs. Smith; 44 a most interesting 
person, truly. Can’t you guess ? 0, how stupid you both are ! 
Why, the black bride, to be sure ! The Honourable Mrs. C 3 7 ril 
Brandon, if I must speak plainer. My A 3 ^ah saw her come in 
this morning in a beautiful palankeen, and Chuprassees running 
before and behind, as grand as you like, and her blaek face now 
looking out of one door and now of another, and the people 
salaaming to her all along the bazaar. Quite a triumphal entry, 
my dears ! Now, Maria, there’s a chance for you ; perhaps Mrs. 
C 3 Til may lead the fashions, and eut out Mrs. Mostyn, and you 
can get 4 musters’ of her nose-rings, and toe-rings, and jingling 
anklets like nauch girls. 4 Bings on her fingers and bells on 
her toes,’ you know; all, no doubt, of the newest Shah Gunje 
fashion” 

44 You don’t mean to say so! ” cried the listeners in a breath. 

44 1 do : the woman is here, actually here among us ! and it is 
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given out that she is married, too, by some ‘Mumbo Jumbo ’ rite; 
and so she is the Honourable Mrs. Cyril,” replied Mrs. Smith. 

“It is horrible, positively a shocking public indecency ; and 
we must get our husbands to send a memorial to the Governor- 
General, don’t you think so ? ” said Mrs. Home. 

“ I don’t think they care a button,” continued Mrs. Smith. 
“ When I told Smith about it this morning, he said to me, ‘ Jane, 
don’t be a goose; what’s the woman to you or you to the woman ? 
Go to church, my dear, rnd pray to be delivered from evil speak- 

— ’ an d he finished the sentence, my dears ; every word of it, 
too, and I was so angry, I could have thrown anything at him. 
No ! we must aet for ourselves, and I for one won’t rest till we 
get her out of the station, the horrid wretch ; living close to the 
Mostyns, and in that lovely cottage, too ! I will set my Ayah to 
find out all about her at once.” 

“ 0, do tell us, dear, when you have,” said her companions, 
as they separated. 

Meanwhile, the innoeent author of all this virtuous indigna¬ 
tion was supremely happy in her new home; everything was so 
perfect, so bright, and so beautiful. The garden.was full of 
luscious perfume from beds of mignonette, and roses, and orange 
and lime blossoms. Bunches of all sorts of flowers had used to 
come into camp daily, with vegetables; but they were too often 
faded. Here they grew in all their luxuriance. Cyril had told 
Seeta that all the garden was hers, down to the water of the 
lake; and after their morning meal, Aunt Ella and she had 
wandered about in thankful wonderment. The myna and the 
parrots had sereamed themselves hoarse, and the former was 
solacing himself by repeating, in a solemn manner, some Ma- 
homedan prayers in Arabic, which he had learned in his youth, 
and which Seeta had tried to drive from his memory, by teaching 
him Sanscrit verses. Thus all were jumbled together in a 
strange fashion, and the old bird was evidently very happy. 
Seeta, too, had heard everything about her grandfather; how 
Cyril had asked him to send Aunt Ella and the pets, and had 
written often “in his own hand, too,” to say that his' wife was 
well and happy. So it was a pleasant, eheerful morning; and 
when Cynl came home, he took his wife into the great bungalow, 
which seemed to her dreary enough; for there was only a 
bachelor’s furniture in it; but in the drawing-room were many 
pictures, some of Cyril s, some Italian eopies from old masters, 
and among them a Cenci, whose sad eyes seemed to follow Seeta’s 
everywhere. Portraits of his mother, brother, and sister in water 
colours, and many diliers. Then there was the piano, now shut. 
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which Seeta took for a cabinet; and as Cyril opened it, and ran 
his fingers over the keys, the girl, who was looking at a picture, 
started, and ran to him. “ What is this ? ” she exclaimed. 

“What I told you of in camp,” he said. “Now, listen. I 
shall have to play something to-night at Mostyn’s, and may as 
well run over it. Sit down beside me and listen.” 

She watched him as he opened a book, and selecting one of 
Mozart’s sonatas, played it through. It would be wrong to say 
that she understood it all, but at portions of the varying melody 
he saw her fingers involuntarily beating time, and her lips 
quivering with excitement. 

“ Well,” he asked, as he finished, “ do you like it, little one ? ” 

“Ah! it is too beautiful,” she said, with a sigh, “too beautiful! 
Do not make me weep to-day, now I am so happy.” 

“ I will sing to you, then,” he replied. “ By-and-by you 
will get accustomed to this music. Yes, it is very beautiful, 
and affects me as I play, sometimes almost to tears. I could play 
you some that would make you cry, darling, but not to-day.” 

So practising songs, running over accompaniments which he 
used to play for Mrs. Mostyn, the afternoon wore on, and, I am 
afraid, all letters were forgotten or put aside. As evening fell 
they walked down the garden to the lake and the little boat¬ 
house, and Cyril showed his wife the pretty boat, in which he 
promised her many a sail by-and-by. There standing, the sun 
went down in its glory, and the pink and crimson clouds and 
golden glow were reflected in the calm lake as in a mirror, and 
the frowning towers and battlements of the grim old fort near 
them stood out sharply against the sky. How beautiful it was! 
How Seeta’s spirit was steeped in happiness ! and, after her old 
fashion, the tears came brimming to her eyes. “ You did not 
tell me of all this,” she said gently. “ I am so grateful to you, 
Cyril?” 

“ Yes,” he said, “ it is very lovely, and I often looked at it 
long ago, and wished for some one to share it with me; and now 
I have all I wished for.” 

“ Ail ? ” she asked. “ Only a poor little Hindoo girl.” 

“ And she is enough,” he answered gaily, and drawing her 
to him; “ but I must go and dress. I have other new clothes 
to show you.” \ 

And in time he appeared in his evening suit, with a white 
waistcoat and faultless shiny boots, and looked, she thought, 
handsomer than ever. “ It is beautiful,” she said. “ Go and be 
happy with your friends. It is your festival day. I shall go to 
sleep, for I am tired, and you will come and wake me.” 
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If Cyril had been struck with Grace Mostyn when he was 
introduced to her at church, as he entered the Mostyns’ drawing¬ 
room, she now appeared radiantly beautiful. She was dressed 
simply in white silk, like Mrs. Mostyn, and the dress was 
beautifully made, and showed her exquisite figure to perfection. 
Perhaps Grace Mostyn knew that she was very lovely, as her 
brother had told her as she entered the room. It is not easy to 
describe this girl, whose fresh, innocent features beamed with 
sensibility and grace. She was very fair, and the pure English 
colour was as fresh as ever; that gentle mingling of the most 
delicate carnations with white which no women’s complexions 
but those of England can boast of. She had large blue-grey eyes; 
shaded with long, dark eyelashes, very soft and gentle in ex¬ 
pression, but often contracting and sparkling with merriment, 
a small straight nose, with pink, transparent nostrils; and a 
mouth formed in soft curves, with fresh, moist, rosy lips, which 
were slightly open, and showed a little of the small, white, 
pearly teeth. Iler light-brown hair, so wavy and soft, fell in 
natural eurls from the back of her head, and was plainly braided 
in front over the white, broad forehead. Grace Mostyn was 
somewhat under the middle size of English women, and Cyril 
hardly knew which was most attractive, the beauty of her face, 
or of her figure, lithe and rounded as it was. A fair Saxon face, 
with not a shade of guile about it: as tender as it was full of 
grace; but varying with every thought and emotion. “ A face 
Sir Joshua would have loved to paint, and to which he alone 
could have done justice,” thought Cyril as the light played about 
it while he sat opposite to her at dinner. She had not evinced 
the slightest, embarrassment with him from the first, and all she 
said impressed Cyril with the delicate and highly toned culture 
of her mind. 

How much they had to say to each other, these three old 
friends!—wliat spirits was Mrs. Mostyn in as she described her 
English visit, and how thankful she was that they were all 
safely reunited, even for awhile!—and how sincerely she con¬ 
gratulated Cyril, as did Grace, on his new dignity! 

The two gentlemen, for there were no guests that night, did 
not linger over their wine. Mostyn said, “ You must hear them 
sing; ” and they got up and joined the ladies. 

“You ought to begin, Mr. Brandon,” said his hostess, “ for 
the sake of old times.” 

“ Indeed I shall do no such thing,” replied Cyril. “ I am 
grown rusty, quite rusty in the jungles, while you are fresh 
from your great masters.” 
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“ Well, then,” said tlie lady, “eome, Grace, and sing. What 
shall it be ? ‘ Sail’ aria ? ’ ” And they sang the exquisite duett 

eharniingly. 

Cyril had heard Grisi and Persiani sing the same, but, he 
thought, never more delightfully. Then “ Giorno d’ orrore ” 
followed, and many others, some new to Cyril; and one of 
Campana’s “ Dinimi ehe m’ ami.” 

“ I ought to be a tenor, you know,” said Mrs. Mostyn. “ You 
must learn this—to sing with Grace, and I shall abdicate.” 

Then Cyril played the Mozart sonata, and sang “ Vivi tu” 
and some others of his old songs; and, as a finale, they chose the 
lovely trio in “ Norma,” “ 0 di qual sei,” in which Cyril used to 
take a part before Sirs. Mostyn went home. But voices must 
tire, and pleasant evenings eome to an end. Indeed, it had 
grown late ; and when they had discussed the trio, Cyril bid 
them good-night and went home. 

Seeta did not wake as he approaehed her, but he saw a sweet 
smile on her lips as he bent over her. Aunt Ella, who had been 
lying on a earpet beside the low bed, woke up and strelelied 
herself, and Cyril motioned to her to be silent. “How softly 
she sleeps, my pet,” he said to himself. “ IIow lovely she looks, 
and yet how they contrast with each other, Grace and she! 
Will the}' ever meet?” Then Seeta woke, and said, “ O, I was 
so happy T in my' dreams, Cyril—I was so happy ! And now you 
are eome at last, and I -waited for you till my ey'es were heavy. 
And they were kind to you ? ” 

“Very, very kind,” he replied; “they are like my brother 
and sisters. Yes, it was f.ll delightful.” 

And thus Christmas Hay, 1856, had elosed in peaee. 


CHAPTEB XXIII. 

THE GOOROO’S SENTENCE. 

In spite of all her happiness at meeting with Seeta, Aunt Ella 
had a sore grief at her heart, which she dared not tell her of: 
and which, it appeared to her, concerned not only her brother, 
but all of them very deeply ; and it was this. Not long after 
Cyril had taken Seeta away from Shah Gunje, the Gooroo, or 
spiritual director of the goldsmith easte, arrived at the town, 
and commenced his usual inquiry into easte disputes and irregu¬ 
larities, which it was his privilege to - make and to ^settle. It 
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may not be generally known to my English readers, that the 
Hindoo castes of India, Brahmins and Rajpoots the highest, as 
well as the many lower grades, are all under the direction, and 
indeed government; of directors or priests, who from time to 
time visit their several jurisdictions, and regulate the religious 
as well as the social affairs of their people. The Brahmin 
“ Swamees,” or lords, are in fact spiritual princes, or popes, and 
can alone confer the highest sacraments on their own and lower 
castes. In their several degrees, the Gooroos of inferior castes 
follow up the more learned injunctions and directions of the 
Swamees, and in many instances are responsible to them. No 
act of caste neglect, or social irregularity, fails to become known 
to these authorities; and any defiance, or wilful breach of caste 
rules, is severely punished by them. It is thus that every caste 
is preserved in its purity, and becomes a source of pride, what¬ 
ever its rank in the social scale may be, to those who belong 
to it. ° 

It may be conceived that an event like the marriage of 
Seeta, was not one likely to remain unknown : and was con¬ 
sidered by the Gooroo to be of such importance, that when he 
heard of it he determined to proceed without delay to Shah 
Gunje. He had received many letters on the subject from 
members of tho goldsmiths’ guild in different towns and 
villages, who, knowing nothing of the circumstances, were in 
much alarm; but the most urgent were from Shah Gunje itself. 
Many of the members of the caste there had attended the cere¬ 
mony of marriage, and had eaten of the marriage feast; but 
Brahmins had eaten too, and Brahmins had performed the cere¬ 
mony, so there could be no danger. There was this difference, 
however, that the food for Brahmins had been cooked by people 
of their own class; whereas that for the goldsmiths had been 
prepared in Narendra’s own house. 

It is probable, perhaps, that but for one member of the caste, 
Ram Das, of Gokulpoor, the rest would not—backed as they 
were by the Brahmin priest of the temple and his party—have 
taken any steps in the matter, and would have allowed it to 
pass unchallenged ; for Narcndra was a man universally respected 
and beloved, and his knowledge of caste proceedings and require¬ 
ments was so profound, that the adjustment of ordinary local 
disputes had been left in his hands by the Gooroo himself. 
Ram Das was, however, vindictive. lie had proposed marriage 
with Seeta, which I did not care to record particularly when 
it occurred, and had been contemptuously rejected both by 
Narcndra and Seeta. Pie vowed revenge at the time, and Seeta’s 
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marriage afforded him an opportunity for it too precious to be 
lost, it was he who had written to the Gooroo, imlporing him 
to come and save the caste from a disgrace and humiliation, 
which was the greater because of the rank of the person who 
had infringed its rules. “If Narendra is not punished,” he 
wrote, 44 who will give us their sous or daughters in marriage? 
I have not eaten with him as others did, who now lament doing 
so; but there are many who will have no peace till they receive 
the saerament of purification from your hands.” 

Narendra and Wamun Bhut heard that the Gooroo had been 
invited to come to Shah Gunje, and the reason was beeoming 
daily more obvious. Many of his neighbours, who used to come 
in constantly for an evening chat, or game at chess, now came 
no longer. Persons who visited him on business even, gathered 
up their garments with a gesture of pollution as they entered 
or departed. Several of his best workmen and clerks absented 
themselves on one pretence or other, eausing great inconvenience 
and some loss. It was clear to Narendra that the erisis must 
eome; that it was one in which his friend, Wamun Bhut, might 
defend, but eould not materially help him ; that there was no 
use appealing to English law, and when the sacraments of his 
faith would be denied him, no authority but his Gooroo and his 
caste could restore them. 

If Cyril had been at, or near Shah Gunje, at this time, his 
presence might have made a diversion in Narendra’s favour ; but 
he was nearly a hundred miles away, and there was no chance 
of his returning. I question, too, even if he had been there, 
whether Narendra would have asked Cyril’s aid, or accepted it; 
equally, also, whether Cyril would or could have interfered at 
all, in any capaeity. If the question had to be tried, it were 
better disposed of without delay; and if he had erred on the 
score of caste, he must pay the penalty and submit to the dis¬ 
cipline which he himself, in hundreds of instances, had assisted 
to enforce before. Just then, too, Cyril had written to him to 
ask that Aunt Ella might be sent to Noorpoor to meet Seeta, 
whom lie should take into the station for Christmas, and might 
bring with her all the old pets which Seeta often missed; and 
he wished that Aunt Ella should eome several days before they 
could arrive, and satisfy herself that the purification of the new 
cottage was complete. 

I need not, perhaps, detail the particulars of a caste dispute. 
If such a subject ever comes before an English judge in India, 
he finds himself perplexed by the application of laws whieh no 
statute has ever attempted to define—the laws and preeedents of 
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popular custom—which, in point of fact, are in some respects 
stronger than the written law, whether Hindoo or Mahomedan. 
In certain eases, the written law, in its mighty power, puts 
aside the other, and justly; hut in a caste dispute, the written 
law does not provide for the solution of questions of eating and 
drinking among castes, the performance of religious ceremonies, 
or the regulations of social polity. It is the province of popular 
caste custom to do this. Narendra knew this perfectly; and 
when he sent his sister to Noorpoor, had made up his mind to 
await the inevitable issue. 

The case went against him in the Caste Punchayct. It was 
in vain that he pleaded the existence of the old Mahomedan 
alliance; in vain that he had acted under the advice of Brahmins 
learned in the law, and that second marriages were customary 
among their people. The Gooroo, a well-meaning man in his 
way, told him that he himself ought to have been applied to, 
and that he only ought to have directed so unusual a ceremony. 
That the general law, when interpreted by Brahmins, might 
sanction such a marriage, yet it was a breach of caste custom, 
Narendra must, then, proceed at once to Benares, wash out the 
fault in the Ganges, and bring back a certificate of purification. 
He must pay a fine to the caste, to be employed in a feast when 
he returned, and in donations to the poor; and Aunt Ella must 
be purged also. 

Aunt Ella knew that trouble was coming on ‘the house, and 
she prayed hard to be allowed to remain and share it with her 
brother ; but he would not hear of this. “ I know what it will 
be, if they condemn me,” he had said. “ I shall have to go to 
Benares, and take you too. But 0 ! the disgrace of it, and the 
humiliation before Bam Das, and the rest of them, are hard to 
bear.” 

“ And it was all her fault,” his sister replied ; “ but for 
Seeta, we should have still been honoured.” 

“ Peace ! be silent, woman,” lie had replied sternly. “ Only 
for him who saved us I should have been dead, and she dis¬ 
honoured by a ruffian; now she is Mr. Brandon’s beloved wife, 
honoured by all the eountr}\ and will be so when this petty 
spite is passed away. Be patient and watch, and the issue will 
be as God pleases. She has gone out from among us, but need 
we love her the less, sister ? ” 

Aunt Ella well remembered this stern rebuke, and had 
carried out her brother’s orders implicitly; and under the 
certainty of Seeta’s happiness, and Cyril’s care of her, of which 
t she had now ocular proof, Aunt Ella doubted no longer. “ If 
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even we have to go to Benarer ” she said to herself, “ what does 
it signify? Have I not bee;, saying I would go there every 
year, and now if the time is c me, good; if not, I enn stay with 
Seeta.” For all that, Aunt Ella's anxiety and grief did not 
depart from hen 

It was indeed come; for Narendra had not delayed at Shah 
Gunje after the sentence was pronouneed against him. He had 
arranged his a {fairs in a few days, written to all his corre¬ 
spondents, given instructions to his head agent and manager, and 
inviting Wamun Birut, with several other Brahmins, to accom¬ 
pany him at his own cost, the party left Shah Gunje, the popular 
feeling being decidedly in the banker’s favour; and the sinister 
desires of Bam Has, who had persuaded himself that Narendra 
would appeal to Mr. Brandon or the judge, and thus involve 
himself in further easte disgraee, were, for the time, ungratified. 

They arrived at Nourpoor the last day of the year, and 
Narendra did not fail to have the news conveyed to Aunt Ella 
and Seeta. Seeta was wild with delight as she rushed into 
Aunt Ella’s kitchen, and fell on her neck -• bbirg and crying 
out, “He is eome, he is come! 0 Aunt Ella, go! take the 
palankeen, and bring him here; I have a house for him now; 
and I shall be so glad.” 

But when Aunt Ella burst into violent tears, and beat her 
breast, and Seeta looked wildly at her, v. ondering ac her sudden 
grief, the sad tale eculd he no longer delayed, and, choking 
with sobs, Aunt Ella told all she knew. It was not all, but 
enough to aceount for her brother’s sudden arrival. 

Seeta was too indignant to weep; her spirit rose, as it 
always did with emergeney, and she eriecl out against the 
tyranny whieh had been exercised by the Gooroo. “ It is all 
the doing of one bad man who had Huree Das killed,” she said, 
“and the English will do justice in the end. We impure! 
Well, the time will eome—yes, it will eome, I know—when Bam 
Das will he sent by them over the blaek water.” If Cyril had 
been at home she would have flown to him at once ; but he was 
absent at his Kueherry, and despatching Aunt Ella in the 
palankeen when she had become ealrner, Seeta awaited the 
arrival of both. 

After the first exeitement had passed away, Seeta began 
to refleet. Had they then really heeomc impure, and forfeited 
their social position? She ealled to mind what it had been in 
former days, when her grandfather, respeeted by all, was the 
head of the caste, not only in Shah Gunje, hut through the 
country on all sides. How people brought their troubles to 
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him, and he did justice to all with a firm hut merciful hand. 
How their daily worship and the ceremonies and festivals of 
their faith were all performed. How large and bountiful was 
his charity! and now the brand of disgrace had been put on 
him, whieh could only be obliterated by penance, publie and 
costly. As she thought of all this, for an hour or more alone, 
the feeling, nay, the certainty that her own wilfulness, her own 
passion, had caused this misfortune, pressed hard upon her, and 
the hot blood surged from her heart to her brow and cheeks and 
neck in a flame, scorching her, till she hid her faee in her hands 
and gaspeddor breath. Sometimes before, a similar feeling had 
caused a shuddering terror that her husband’s caresses were 
poison; that she was polluted by them; and these thoughts 
returned to her with redoubled force. Then she had put them 
away from her, trusting in his love, trusting in her own faith; 
but now they would not yield. Her spirit seemed to call aloud 
to her to rise, and fly from further temptation and sin, to depart 
at onee to Benares, and wash out her offenee in penance there! 
Surely her grandfather would take her, and they could all 
return to Shah Gunje and live in the old simple fashion. What 
mattered if she suffered, what if she died, she would at least die 
pure, “ and there would be no reproach on them any longer. 
Let him but come,” she cried aloud, “ and I will tell him all; 
Cyril will release me, and I may go away and all shall be but a 
dream of the past.” 

Almost as she spoke, Cyril stood before her smiling and 
bright. “ To whom are you speaking, Seeta? what is a dream 
of the past ? where did you find that in your books ? What is 
the matter ? ” he continued anxiously, as he now observed her 
white, scared faec and bloodless lips. “ What ha? eome to you, 
little one? you are not ill? Aunt Ella, come here — quick,” he 
cried. 

“ Do not call her,” said Seeta mechanically, “ she is gone to 
fetch my grandfather; I am alone.” 

“ Your grandfather!* Why, he is at Shah Gunje ; you must 
be ill or dreaming, Seeta. What has frightened my pet? Come 
and tell me.” And he sat down on the low divan, and drew her 
to him. 

For a time she resisted, and turned away from him trem¬ 
bling ; but her love was too strong to bear the strain, and she 
dropped into his outstretched^ arms and lay on his breast, still 
trembling and shuddering; but clinging the more closely to 
him as he bent over her, parted her hair from her forehead, and 
kissed her. That true, fond heart could not break away from 
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him, and as she clung to her husband the more, the terror that 
had possessed her began gradually to pass away. Yet she could 
not speak; her throat was choked, and her mouth parched with 
the intensity of her mental struggle. It was in vain that Cyril 
implored her to speak to him, to tell him what ailed her, what 
had frightened her, or if any one had spoken rudely to her; and 
his face flushed as he thought of one terrible man who might 
have been prowling about and threatened her. Then he took 
her up in his arms and carried her to the inner room and laid 
her on her low bed, and went out to the court to call Bheemee. 
“Has any one been here?” ho asked; “has your 1 lady been 
walking in the garden?” 

“ No,” she said, “ no one, and my lady did not go out to-day 
in the garden; she was alone after Aunt Ella went away in the 
palankeen. I have been cooking here, for they said more food 
would be wanted for Narendra.” 

“It is most mysterious,” thought Cyril; “what can have 
happened? Bring your lady some cool water,” he continued, 
“ she is not well ; ” and the woman followed him with Seeta’s 
silver drinking-cup in her hand. “ Seeta,” he cried, “ look up, 
little one, drink some water, and tell me what has alarmed you. 
He has not been here—that villain who escaped ? ” 

Seeta rose and looked wildly about her; it seemed to Cyril, 
as she drew her hands slowly across her eyes, that she hardly 
knew where she was; but Bheemee handed her the eup, and 
she took a few sips, which seemed to choke her. Then she saw 
Cyril, and stretched out her arms to him and cried ; “ Oh, I will 
not go, I will not go ; do not let them take me away from you, 
Cyril, else I shall die ! ” 

“No one shall take you away, my pet,” he said gently. 
“ Do not be afraid.” “ If she eould only cry ! ” thought Cyril. 
“ Her face has that hard, set look which I remember when first 
she told me her sad tale ; and tears can alone relieve her. She 
is quite hysterical.” So he laid her head again on his breast, 
and patted her as be would have done a ehild when it is vreary 
and fractious. Presently he saw tears dropping silently from 
her closed eyes and falling upon his hands— those silent tears 
which cause no pain; and again she said, almost in a whisper, 
as to herself, “ I will not go away. If I am impure, I am with 
him, to live and to die.” And her face grew ealiner, the hard 
lines faded softly out of it, a rosy flush spread itself over her 
eheeks and forehead, and he heard her say faintly, “Cyril, 
Cyril, come to me !” She had evidently no idea of where she 
was. 



178 


SEETA. 


“ I am here, Seeta,” lie said. “ Look up, my darling.” And 
he kissed her. 

She opened her eyes widely, and for a moment; their unmean¬ 
ing stare struck him with sudden pain, hut only for an instant. 
As they closed again she spoke. “ T have had a horrid dream,” 
she said, again clinging to him, and hiding her face in his breast 
“ What did I say, Cyril ? did I speak? ” 

“ You said you would not leave me ; they must not take you 
away. Who has frightened you, Seeta?” he continued gravely. 
“ Come, you are better now. Sit up, and tell me all about it.” 

“ No,” she replied, “ only here, only here, on your breast. I 
have no refuge but this now.” And she told him all she had 
heard from her aunt. “They will be back presently,” she con¬ 
tinued,. “ and grandfather will tell you the rest. I thought — I 
thought, Cyril, that I ought to go away to Benares with them, 
and never return to you. And I was quite alone, and some 
horrid faneies beset me, till I felt mad, I think. I saw you 
come ; and I remember no more, but that I thought they wanted 
to take me away ; and that was foolish, Cyril, for did they not 
give me to you?” 

Then he soothed her, and told her to go and bathe her faee, 
and be ready to show her grandfather the house and the oratory, 
and the garden. “ And I will take him into the bungalow and 
talk to him afterwards,” he said. 

Nor was it long before Narendra arrived. He and the 
priest had walked leisurely from the town, and Aunt Ella was 
following in the palankeen. It was a loving meeting between 
Seeta and her grandfather. They had not seen each other sinee 
he had put her hand into her husband’s at the temple, and bid 
them depart. Seeta bent low at his feet and touched them 
reverently, as he entered the eottage and looked about. Perhaps 
it was too English for him, for he sighed as she led him into the 
oratory, where he bowed before the altar, and took some ashes 
from the saered fire and rubbed them on his forehead, after his 
own custom at home. Then she led him into the court and 
showed him Bheemee busy in her kitehen, and the beautiful bath 
of white marble, and the old pets, who all knew him and 
saluted him ; the myna erying, in a hoarse croak, “ Naniusear 
Maharaj !” “ Bameliundra ! ” exactly like his old book-keeper, 
as he entered the offiee daily and sat down. 

“ Is it not like home, grandfather?” she said. 

But Narendra shook his head. “Your home, child, not mine 
now,” he said sadly. “ Aunt Ella says she has told you what 
has happened; but it only concerns us, not you, so be eomforted. 
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Show all this plaee to Wamun Bhut, and he will be able to 
speak to it if necessary hereafter. Now let 11 s go to Mr. 
Brandon. I have mueli to say to him, and I will return 
presently.” 

“And you will come baek for your evening meal, grand¬ 
father ? ” she said, gaily. 

“ No,” he said, “ that must not be now, Seeta. Till I am 
purified, I ean neither eat with you, nor drink, nor sit down in 
your house. You would not bring further trouble upon me, my 
darling ! Why, I should even pollute you.” 

Poor Seeta! all her trouble seemed to be opening afresh, and 
she eould not restrain her tears. She only said meekly, “ You 
know best, grandfather. When you and Aunt Ella eorue baek 
we shall be happy, and I will eome to Shah Gimje to see you.” 

Then, leaving Seeta with the priest, and whispering to him 
to eomfort her, Narendra sought Cyril. 

They talked together long and earnestly. Narendra, after 
congratulating him on his appointment, the news of which had 
delighted the people, told Cyril that he had submitted to the 
Gooroo, to avoid contention and great strife; and as to his 
pilgrimage to Benares, he was glad of it for many reasons, both 
religious and as eoneerned his business at Mirzapore, now so 
largely inereasing. He must see the railroad, too, of which every 
one was speaking as a wonder; and Aunt Ella had long had a vow 
which must be fulfilled—she must perform the ceremonies suited 
to her age and her widowhood. “ But,” continued the old man, 
“ be under no eoneern for Seeta, and do not let her vex herself 
by thoughts of impurity. Her easte is as good as ever it was, 
and she is too proud and pure herself not to maintain it. The 
Punehayet never mentioned her, never prohibited me from 
associating with her; and they dare not, sir, vex*your wife. I 
have just vexed the ehild myself,” he said smiling, “ as I would 
not sit down, nor eat the dinner she has made for me; but there 
is no use in running fresh risks. She sees that herself, I think; 
and I will go to her again before I depart from your house.” 

“ Now you are really going to Benares,” said Cyril. “ I want 
you to do me a great favour, and I speak to you, not officially, 
but as one friend to another. Mr. Mostyn has mentioned to me 
some strange rumotirs he heard at Benares from his old Pundit 
in regard to the very subjeet you are going upon—easte.” 

“ Yes, sir, I know them already,” said Narendra, interrupting 
him; “ my correspondent at Mirzapore wrote them to me a few 
days ago.” 

“ And do they believe them ?” asked Cyril. ' 
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“ No more than I do,” cried the old hanker indignantly. 
“We, who have grown rich and are growing richer under the 
British Government, are at ease about our caste.” 

44 1 am sure you are, my friend,” replied Cyril, 44 and will 
ever continue to be so; but I should like you very mueh to 
ascertain whether what Mr. Mostyn heard—is—is—believed; 
or, at any rate, whether sueh rumours exist anywhere. In 
short, Narendra, find out all you can; it maybe of use to U3 
here, and to the Government; and write to me yourself—you 
know I and Seeta between us can make out all your letter.” 

44 1 will,” he said, with a sigh; 44 1 only deplore that there 
should be need. I leave early to-morrow, and now bid you 
farewell. Take an old man’s blessing again, sir,” he continued, 
“and forgive this liberty.” And he put his hands on Cyril’s 
head. “May God keep you and Seeta! You have been very 
kind to her, Mr. Brandon, very kind; and I can say no more 
now. Let me go to her, and tell her w r hat I feel, but cannot 
express to you.” 


CHAPTEE XXIV. 

MICHING MALECHO* 

“My dears,” said Mrs. Smith to her two friends on the first 
of January, 1857, after the greetings and kisses of the new year 
had been exchanged, 44 there is really no getting at that woman; 
my Ayah has been to the house several times, but my lady is 
guarded as close as if she were a Mussulman’s wife, and the 
people there actually told my Ayah, if she came prowling about 
again, they would put her into the guard. There is an old 
aunt, I hear, with madam, who is as sharp as a needle; but 
I am not to be done,” she continued, 44 no, my dears, she will 
be very sharp if she escapes me . But do you know they are all 
in a horrible mess? it is really quite delightful.” 

4 * Mess ? ” cried the friends, 44 then the Mostyns have ordered 
her away, I’m sure,” said Mrs. Home; “of course they couldn’t 
have a creature like that living near them.” 

44 Not a bit of it, my dear,” continued Mrs. Smith; 44 they’ve 
lost their caste. Ila! ha! ha! Isn’t that grand?” 

44 And serve them right,” said Mrs. Home; 44 but how do you 
know that, Jane?” 

44 Ah, my Ayah, you know, is great friends with a gold¬ 
smith’s wife in the town; and she told her yesterday, that 
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madam’s grandfather, who is really a great banker, belonged to 
her caste, and had been put out of it, and is obliged to go and do 
penance at Benares, and wash away the sin this girl has brought 
on them. Really it is very sad to see so respectable a man 
brought to such a condition, and by our ‘Commissioner 5 too. 
What will the natives say ! Smith tells me, that even the 
Sepoys, when they hear of it, will be very savage, and there 
will be no holding them; in short, he quite frightened me 
yesterday by all he said.” 

“ What about? ” asked her friends apprehensively. 

“ 0, about the new Enfields, and the cartridges, and the 
1 temper 5 —that’s the word he used — of the Sepoys at Barrack- 
pore and Dinapore, and half-a-dozen other places. Bin sure 
I don’t care a button about it, you know; but Smith said so, 
and so I put that and the banker together, and if we do such 
things, my dears, what wonder if the poor natives take offence, 
and do worse! Well, I was thinking of this last night, till 
Smith came to bed ; you know he is reading hard now, and sits 
up too late; and I hit upon a plan to get rid of that horrid 
creature, and here’s what it is. But can I trust you both?” 

“Do tell it! 7 ’ said Mrs. Home. u 0 Jane! to think you 
could not trust me.” 

“ Or me ! ” added Mrs. Jones, who wiped away a tear; she 
was a very sensitive little woman. 

“ Very well, now you promise, I will tell you both what 
I thought of; and that is, to separate those two. Mr. Brandon 
may be as mad as ho pleases about the girl (and men do get 
so mad. 0 dear !), and she is fooling him on to any extent; 
but if they fell out, you know, he would go one way and she 
another, and there would be an end of the scandal, and I am 
sure Lady Hylton would be very—very much obliged by me, 
a poor little mouse, cutting the lion’s net! ” 

“It seems very nasty to interfere at ail,” said little Mrs. 
Jones, who at heart had perhaps some sympathy with the 
strange love affair, which^seelhed to her to be quite romantic. 

“Oh, bless you, not a bit of it; do you think, dear Maria, 
I would do a nasty thing?” cried Mrs. Smith, with a sneer: 
“ if you think such rubbish,*I’d better hold my tongue at once.” 

“Be quiet, Jane,” said Mrs. Home soothingly; “you know 
I quite approve of all you do, Jane, and if that wretch were 
gone, wc should have that nice Mr. Brandon among us once 
more as he used to be; we’ve asked him to dinner and the Hills 
have (Hilleses, Mrs. Home said), and the Messes, and lie won’t 
go anywhere.” 
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44 Except to the Mostyns, my dear/’ remarked Mrs. Smith, 
rather maliciously perhaps; “he is alwaj r s there, except when 
he is sailing about with that girl in the indecent way he does. 
If men will have black 4 companions/ you know, they ought 
to keep them to themselves, and not stuff them under our noses. 
I hate the thought of it. I feel quite sick as I look at them 
through the glass, and see that fine young fellow with his arm 
round her, and both of them laughing like children.” 

“ But I thought she was his wife,” put in Mrs. Jones timidly. 
44 You said he was married, Jane, and Jones tells me he is, and 
it’s all right.” 

“ She is as much his wife as you are, Maria ! ” replied Mrs. 
Smith; 44 is she, Susan ? That marriage is all to be washed out 
in the Ganges, and that’s why the banker is going there. And 
listen, she—that woman—is ever so rich, I hear, and if she goes 
back to her grandfather, he will get her money, and if she has— 
has—children, you know, he can’t touch it. Don’t you see?” 

“Is there then-?” asked Mrs. Home. “0 Maria, how 

dreadful it would be ! Can’t you find out, Jane?” 

44 If you w r ill only be patient both of you,. I will do my best; 
but why should we delay when there may be a chance of that 
danger ? My plan is, that she should be told that he is going 
to be married.” 

“Married! and to whom?” cried Mrs. Home. 44 I’m sure 
I would not have my poor child mixed up with a report like 
that for all the world, and the Doctor would be very angry 
if she were.” 

44 Do you think I am such a goose, Susan,” replied her friend, 
u as to mention names ? Take two facts: there are two very 
nice spinsters here, dear Lucy and Grace Mostyn; as to poor 
Harriet Clay, I put her out of the question; and there is one 
very nice, very handsome, very eligible young man, a capital 
catch, who has a good appointment, and a title, and may be 
a Lord perhaps one day—who, we’ll suppose, wants a wife. 
Well, ice needn’t believe it until we know for certain ; but 
suppose a report arose in the bazaar that he was going to be 
mari icd, no names need be mentioned, and of course she would 
hear it! ” 

44 And if she did, why should she care?” said Mrs. Jones. 
“ I’m sure there were fifty reports about Jones when we were 
at the Hills, but I didn't care, I knew I had got him—safe, 
safe —I didn’t believo the lies, and she won’t if she loves him! ” 

44 But she will, you’ll see she will, my dears! it’s very 
different between us and natives,” returned Mrs. Smith con- 
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fidently. 44 That girl is a proud, jealous, little thing, I am sure, 
and when she hears about him, she would just flounce away, 
and he might whistle for hcr. ,, 

44 Yes, I quite agree with you, Jane,” said Mrs. Home ; 44 we 
should do anything to save that fine young fellow from the 
scheming natives that she will get about him.” 

44 1 don’t see that,” remarked Mrs. Jones; 44 but of course 
you two can do as you like. I won’t have any hand in it-” 

44 Then I shall do as I like, my dears; and when the black 
bride is gone, you may thank me that there will be room for 
a white one,” said Mrs. Smith. 

44 But she is not black, is she, Jane?” asked Mrs. Jones, who 
was a great reader of Byron, and was certain that Seeta must 
be as beautiful as Haidee or Gulnare. 

44 No, she is as fair as any of us, and very pretty too,” said 
Mrs. Smith; 44 at least, she looked so through the glass; but she’s 
a native, and they are all niggers, and—and—I hate them— 
that’s all. Who’s going to the Mostyns* this evening?” 

44 We dine there,* said Mrs. Home, 44 and Lucy comes in the 
evening. I think all the station people are asked.” 

44 And there will be a dance, I’m sure,” said Mrs. Jones, 44 for 
I heard Jones telling the bandmaster what music to take.” 

So I think we may leave these friends to their devices, and 
look after some of our other people. It was a pleasant day 
at Noorpoor; carriages and buggies were being driven about the 
station all day by callers; young men went 44 peacocking,” as 
they called it, in their best and neatest trim; officials like the 
Brigadier, Mr. Mostyn, and Cyril Brandon, received compli¬ 
mentary visits from their subordinate officers and clerks; and 
trays of almonds and sugar-candy, with garlands of flowers, 
were presented by the two Serishtadars, the bankers of the 
bazaar, and the traders of the cantonment; and neat little 
speeches were made by the donors and recipients. Even the 
Nawab Dil Khan Bahadoor was busy paying visits, and offering 
his congratulations; and the jangling bells of his elephants 
were heard all over the town and cantonment during the day. 
The Brigadier had not told Cyril of the visits we know of, nor 
of the Nawab’s malevolence, and Cyril received him with what 
civility he could muster, and perhaps thought the Nawab a 
little more blustering and consequential than usual, and was 
glad when He went away. Then Cyril strolled through Mostyn’s 
garden to the house, to see whether the evergreens he had helped 
to arrange in the morning were properly put up; and Mrs. 
Mostyn insisted that he should practise one or two things with 
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them. AY g won’t ask you to tiffin,” she said, “for we are all 
in a mess, and the Khansaman won’t let us have the dining- 
table. We are going to be so grand! but I don’t know what 
all the frumps will say to a diner a la Busse. Adieu ! Au 
revoir.” 

How sweet Grace had looked ! how deliciously she sang ! _ 

a pure, round soprano, not very high, but most tender ^and 
flexible; and though thoroughly instructed, by no means showy. 
But Grace eould sing the most florid of bravuras if she pleased; 
and any one who had ever heard her sing- Mozart’s “ A1 Desio,” 
or “ Ah non giunge,” or “ Qui la voce,” never forgot them. As 
to the simple “Hove Sono,” or “ Batti, Batti,” they were even 
more delightful and perfect; and it would cause quite a sensa¬ 
tion at Koorpoor to hear such performances. 

Cyril went back to Seeta, and told her he would not leave 
her again till evening. “Give me something to eat,” he said, 
laughing; “I am very hungry. I can eat here, though you 
Avon t eat there, and he pointed to the bungalow ; “ and I enjoy 
your simple food better than all the cook’s good things. They 
have all gone to help at Mostyn’s big dinner, and I have brought 
a spoon and a fork and a plate to you, to beg.” 

Seeta, though alone, was very happy that day. Her grand¬ 
father had come to her the evening tie fore, after he left” Cyril 
alone, and explained everything to her, and told her not to fear. 
Wamun Bhut, he said, avus perfectly satisfied Avith her arrange¬ 
ments, _ and had suggested she should look out for some poor 
Brahmin, Avho would see after the house when she Avas gone. 
Then Narendra had blessed her; so had the priest and Aunt 
Ella, who, with many tears, left her child. “ We shall be back 
by the Busunta,” Narendra had said, “but 1 will write.” In 
the early morning she had helped Cyril to cut flowers for the 
Mostyns’ table, and had arranged several bouquets herself with 
that rare faculty of combination of colour which belongs to 
most natives of India. “I will shoAv Mrs. Mostyn that these 
are yours,” Cyril had said, “and I am sure she and Graee will 
think them the prettiest of all.” She knew the meaning of 
their names now—“Bose” and “Grace”—and thought them 
so pretty! Seeta was now learning English very fast. With 
her talent for the acquisition of language it came easily to her; 
and through the medium of a Hindee grammar and dictionary, 
and a translation of the “Prem Sagur” and some school-books, 
she made progress every day. It was a new occupation entirely,’ 
and she longed for the time when, like Cyril, she could read the 
poetry of England. She had begun to write too; and altogether, 
I am sure Cyril was proud of his pupil. 
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When Cyril had eaten the plateful that Seeta brought to 
him, she fetehed her books and wanted her lesson, but he would 
not have them. “ This is the New Year’s Day,” he said, “ and 
every one has a holiday, so we will be idle. It is not often I 
get a whole afternoon with my pet. By-and-by we will go out 
for a sail, and you shall steer. I want Bose and Grace to eome 
someday; but they are afraid of me, though they have come 
over the great sea. I wonder what they are doing there, at the 
old house — tho mother and Augusta and Hylton ? ” 

, “ Thinking of you, Cyril,” she said, “ I dare say; but they 
don’t know of me, I suppose?” 

“ Not yet,” he replied ; “ but thoy will know by-and-by.” 

“ I shall never see' them, Cyril. Perhaps it is best, for they 
would not love me,” she said, timidly. 

“ I think if they saw and knew you they would love you 
dearly, darling; but you must go over the great sea, and leave 
all your easte behind, to seo them.” 

“ Do you think I would not do that for you, if it were 
necessary?” she said, with her eyes flashing. 

“ I do,” he replied, “ and more than that.” 

So they chatted on till the sun grew lower; then they went 
out on the lake, and Seeta steered the boat, while Cyril managed 
the sails. How lovely it was!—the elear, deep water, the 
pretty gardens of the eantonment, the town and the fine old 
fort, the great bastion of whieh was washed by the lake. 
Perhaps Mrs. Smith’s telescope was fixed upon them. If it 
were they cared not. 

When he was dressed for the evening party he went to her 
again and kissed her, and told her not to be afraid, for that she 
was well guarded, and he would eome baek as soon as he could. 

There were twenty-four people to dinner altogether, as many 
as Mr. Mostyn’s table eould hold. Certainly, as Mrs. Mostyn 
had told Cyril, they were not a little smart. All the new 
dinner service, purple and gold; the new glass, the silver 
eentre-pieee and vases, and glass dishes, filled with flowers and 
fruits, the glossy Irish damask tableeloths and napkins, formed 
a rare and beautiful pieture never before seen in Noorpoor. 
Then there were new lamps, “warranted to burn under pun¬ 
kahs,” on the side-tables, and two eandelabra on the dinner- 
table, of six lights eaeh; and everything looked brilliant and 
sparkling. 

“I wonder whether they will like it, Grace?” said Mrs. 
Mostyn to her sister, as she gave a few finishing touches to the 
flowers. “ It is such a eontrast to the old style of * Saddley 
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Peero—Burra Khanas ; * that means saddle and turkey—big 
dinners, you know. Then you had a big saddle of mutton 
at the top and a turkey at the bottom, and a ham, and all the 
entrees ranged as thick as they could stand down the sides; and 
we poor women were knocked about and splashed with gravy. 
Dear me! I remember a gentleman once told me that when 
he and his wife gave their first dinner they ordered their 
Khansaman to do everything ‘proper;’ and what did he do, 
my dear, but put two of everything on the tabic! So there 
was a turkey and saddle at top, and the same at the bottom, a 
boiled leg of mutton in the middle, and one opposite to it, and 
so on, fowls and all. Wasn’t it funny? But the funniest thing 
I ever remember was the ram. Now do listen. When we were 

at -, not long after we came out married, a grim old colonel 

promised me a party, and I teazed him till he issued the invi¬ 
tations. He had a big bungalow, and room for a 4 Burra Khana.’ 
Three days before the dinner I was riding past the house with 
Philip and Captain Jackson, and Philip pointed out to me a huge 
ram—a regular fighting ram, my dear, such as the natives keep 
to knock their heads against each other—and it was crying out 
4 Baa! baa! ’ continually, and tugging at a cord by which it 
was tied to a bush, and walking round and round defiantly. 

4 We shall have to eat that ram,’ said Philip, gravely, 4 see if 
we haven’t. 44 Baa ! baa ! ” Toor beast! better you had had your 
brains knocked out.’ Well, to shorten my story, the morning 
of the party, as we went to look, we saw no ram; he had 
become mutton; and in the evening, as the colonel handed me 
to my seat, there, sure enough, was the back of the poor beast 
made into a saddle; and when I looked up the table I saw his 
legs and shoulders here and there. But the worst of it was, 
that Captain Jackson/who sat next to me, and who was very 
short-sighted, put up his eyeglass, and, first looking at the 
saddle, ran his eye up and down the tabic, and then turned 
to .me and said, in a whisper; 4 Baa!’ so like the old ram that 
I was in fids, and did not know what to say; and when the 
colonel, who was a little deaf, said, quite innocently, 4 What did 
you say, Jackson? Saddle? Yes, it’s a fine one, isn’t it? 
Gram-fed, upon my honour! I wouldn’t give Mrs. Mostyn 
bazaar mutton, you know,H fairly laughed out.” 

44 And did you eat ram?” asked Grace, who was laughing 
heartily. 

44 Not a bit of him,” cried her sister, 4 -and my old friend 
was rather huffed that I didn’t. 01 the smell of the beast 
it fa in my nostrils still! but come away and dress, like 
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darling! Inshalla! as the Nawab says, we shall be something 
to-night.” 

And so they were; it was a hearty merry party, and even 
Mrs. Home had forgotten poor Seeta for the time, and shook 
hands graciously with the handsome Deputy Commissioner, and 
wished him a happy new year, and the diner a la Busse went 
off to perfection. The dishes were well served; a Portuguese 
butler carved the ham, and the courses went on regularly. 
Then the wines were almost iced by the mess “ abdar,” or 
water cooler; there was plenty of champagne, and the guests 
were happy. Cyril had been obliged to take Mrs. Hills to 
dinner; but he sat between her and Grace, and both were 
pleasant and chatty all the time. "When all was finished, and 
the servants had retired, Mr. Mostyn proposed the Queen: the 
Brigadier, the ladies very gallantly: and Cyril, the health of 
their host and hostess, making a neat speech, said, how glad 
all were at Mrs. Mostyn’s return among them. Perhaps a little 
of the drawing-room door had been left open, for they heard 
the ladies laughing at the cheers which followed. “ And now, 
gentlemen, as you are not drinking wine,” said the host, “shall 
we go to the ladies and hear some music?” It was clearly not 
a time to pick the Brigadier’s brains about the Sepoys. 

The drawing-room was now full. I will not attempt to 
describe the ladies’ dresses, but they all looked very nice, not¬ 
withstanding the new “musters” had not been got at. Pretty 
Lucy Home looked her best, and was civil to Brandon, but not 
very; she seemed to fancy Captain Hobson, who commanded 
the Irregular Cavalry, much more; and some of the ladies only 
bowed to him, while Mrs. Smith looked the other way. Then 
the music commenced, and all were charmed, as well they might 
be, to hear such sweet strains and such accomplished performers. 
It was too bad of Mrs. Mostyn to say to Lucy Home that she 
heard she played beautifully , and to lead her to the piano, where 
she scrambled through a school piece; but as Mrs. Mostyn said 
afterwards to Grace, “ I couldn’t neglect her, my dear, all tho 
Scotch blood of the Homes would have been up.” And some ono 
told Mrs. Mostyn that Hobson had a capital bass voice, and she 
went to him and insisted that he should sing, which he did very 
good-naturedly, and joined Grace in “ Crudel, pcrche finora.” ' 
After thanking him, Mrs. Mostyn said laughingly, “I shall 
enlist you in the Noorpoor Opera Company, and you must come 
and practise with us, won’t you?” And lie agreed to do so 
very willingly, for he was an excellent musician, and devoted 
to his violoncello. 
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When the music was over, the dining-room door was flung 
open, and the band in the verandah struck up a quadrille. All 
the tables had been removed, and there was ample space for 
dancing. And they did dance with good will. Brandon was 
careful this time; but as her mother had told Lucy that she 
might dance one dance, she accepted Cyril for a waltz, and 
enjoyed it heartily. She, poor ehild, had happily as yet no 
knowledge of Seeta, and of her mother’s confidences with Mrs. 
Smith. And then Brandon danced two round dances with 
Grace Mostyn, and found her perfect, as he knew she would be, 
and “ did his duty” to all the rest in quadrilles. 

About three in the morning, when the stars were shining 
brightly, and the air was now keen and almost frosty, the 
various guests took their departure, thanking their fair hostess 
for the most charming evening they had ever passed at Noor- 
poor. 

“ And it did go, Philip, didn’t it, capitally —cltner a la Basse 
and all, didn’t it, Mr. Brandon?” cried Mrs. Mostyn. u Delight¬ 
fully indeed,” both responded; and Cyril, after receiving a 
pleasant commendation of his usefulness and good behaviour, 
wished them all good-night, and went home. 

Seeta was still up; “ I have been listening to that sweet 
music,” she said, “it eame so soft and sweet through the trees; 
but I eould not hear you sing, only a little onee, when you sung 
by yourself. And you have been happy, Cyril ? and you didn’t 
cat beef? for if you did you mustn’t touch me.” 

“ I have been happy, and I didn’t eat beef, so I may kiss 
you, little one,” he said, gaily. “ There was not one there like 
my Seeta.” 

Not one ? Was Grace Mostyn forgotten ? I think not. 

In like manner, in many a station of Northern India, passed 
the evening of New Year’s Day, 1857. No cloud was seen to 
cause alarm or mistrust among their gay and thoughtless circles, 
but it was rising nevertheless. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

THREATENINGS. 

Although ten days had passed, Cyril Brandon had not moved 
into camp. Baba Sahib, Serishtadar, was uneasy on two points: 
first, the distriet work, most important at this season; and 
secondly, a suspicion, which he tried to put away, but could not 
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entirely succeed in doing, that Cyril did not, after all, mean 
fairly towards Soeta, and that the Judge’s "beautiful sister would 
prove too great a temptation to be resisted. He knew of Cyril's 
social rank, and of the possibility that he might attain his 
brother’s place and title. He knew, for Cyril had confided it to 
him, that there had been anxieties in regard to Lord Hylton’s 
health; and he thought he saw a beautiful and accomplished 
girl being purposely, as it seemed to him, now thrown in his 
chief’s way. “Of course,” Baba Sahib argued to himself, “the 
English, like ourselves, look, as far as possible, for good connec¬ 
tions for their children, and it is only natural they should do so. 
Mr. Mostyn would rather see his sister married to a man of 
high family belonging to his own service, with good prospects, 
than he would give her to a military man; and who is there 
at Noorpoor that can be compared in any way with my dear 
master ? ” 

So far there was no doubt; but Baba Sahib resented any 
desertion of Seeta. She was not one who could be put away, as 
he had heard of in the case of others many a time, with a gift 
of money and a pension for life. Cyril had declared Seeta to bo 
his wife; he himself was witness to the marriage, which could 
not, by Hindoo law, be broken. Yet, after all, what he had 
heard might only be idle rumour. A bangle-seller, a woman 
who served his wife, had told her of this rumour, whieh had 
distressed the old lady, and Baba Sahib had desired her to con¬ 
tradict it, as an idle tale, and she did so. But the town and 
cantonment barbers had got hold of it also, and told it to those 
whose heads or faces they shaved. Thus the probable marriage 
of the Commissioner Sahib to Miss Mostyn became a rare subject 
for discussion and gossip in the bazaars ; and, in spite of Baba 
Sahib’s precaution, w-as, he saw—when even some of the estab¬ 
lishment asked him if it were not true—very freely canvassed. 
“ I must get him away from this,” the old man said to himself. 
u There is no smoke without fire, if it be only a spark. What 
do the gosrips care ? And many would not pity Seeta or her 
grandfather if she were sent away ; but there are more that 
would do so in the country, and who would resent such a breach 
of faith. Yes, I must get him away.” 

But it was not easy to move Cyril, and that week it was 
impossible, he said: ho could not refuse to dine at the brigadier’s 

on Monday, at the mess of the-on Tuesday, at Mr. Mostyn’s 

on Wednesday, nor to be absent from the Nawab’s party on 
Thursday, at Euttehpoor; but he would “ think of it” the week 
after. That would involve nearly another fortnight, and Baba 
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Sahib sighed and held his peace, as he said to himself senten- 
tiously, u What is to be is to be.” 

If Seeta sadly missed her husband, as she truly did, it was 
no more than ho had told her to expect at this “ festival time,” 
when he should be from home perhaps every evening; and she 
tried to make the best of it bravely enough. But the girl was 
not used to be alone, and had never been lonely in her life. 
Even at Gokulpoor people were constantly dropping in to see 
her ; and at Noorpoor she had had companions of her own age, 
with whom she shared dolls feasts, garden parties, ceremonies 
at the temple, and all sorts of varied though humble pleasures. 
Now she had not a friend or a soul to speak to, except old 
Bheemee, who seemed to be growing deafer and more crabbed 
every day; for she too, poor old soul, was sighing for village 
gossip, and the pleasant company of fellow-servants and old 
acquaintances. 

Cyril always paid Seeta a visit after he had dressed for the 
day; and before he left her for his Kucherry set her her English 
tasks, and kissed her, and said he would get back as soon as he 
could and take her out for a sail on the lake. But I am sadly 
afraid he did not get back as soon as he could on all occasions 
Somehow or another there was always new music to be practised 
at the Mostyns’, which he could not refuse, and where his wel¬ 
come seemed to grow warmer and warmer every day; and that 
sweet, fresh face of Grace’s to beam with greater pleasure and 
intelligence as she selected her favourite pieces and sung to 
him, now without reserve, and with all the skill and abandon of 
her great musical talents. I am afraid, too, that even Seeta’s 
English lessons were but slightly attended to, and the sail on 
the lake often altogether missed. He must go and dress, and 
so went away, leaving ber alone. She did not know what kept 
biin so long away, but accepted the plea of business—business, 
without a doubt or suspicion. 

I am sure my readers would not thank me for a detail of 
“ Saddlcy Peeroo ” station parties. One was like another— 
saddles of mutton, turkej^s and all—with little variation. The 
same people and the same round of gossip and discussion, were 
but the passing events of the hour, leaving no impression, and 
were, in truth, weary enough. But at his own dinner, and 
that of Mr. Mostyn’s which followed it, the Brigadier was 
gradually led to talk of old times and scenes, and of the present 
discussions in the papers about the Enfields, the new Enlistment 
Act, and other matters of military significance. At Mostyn’s, 
indeed, he was more than usually communicative. He went at 
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length into the causes of Sepoy disaffection and mutiny—traced 
them up to the Afghan war, the Sikh war, and the siege of Mool- 
tan, when the Bengal troops had to work with Bombay troops. 
“ And we all saw the difference, to our shame, Mr. Mostyn,” he 
said, “those little Mahratta fellows would work in the trenches 
like Englishmen,* and never took off their accoutrements on 
guard, as our petted men who jeered them, did. Do you think 
we dared to ask our high caste people to do the same ? Not we ; 
there would have been a mutiny on the 'spot. Yes, Jacobs’ 
clever letter went to the root of that matter and many another! 
but who would or dare attend to its wise and practical con¬ 
siderations ? ” 

Sir Charles Napier had formed his own conclusions when he 
acted decisively in the case of the Sixty-sixth; but, as the 
Brigadier said tersely, had lost his head and temper in the 
discussion with Lord Dalhousie which followed, and had been 
defeated by superior skill in debate. Who was to tell the truth? 
For his own part he believed the Sepoys to be rotten to the core, 
as a majority, though some were no doubt faithful and true ; 
and now their malady must run its course. Who could stop it? 
What English force they had now in India was barely enough 
to hold the stations they were at, and a few regiments even 
could hardly be united; and yet there was a talk already of 
decreasing it still further for the China war, while that in Persia 
was not yet over! All this seemed to him madness, absolute 
madness. What was a new Governor-General to know about 
the real temper of men in whom his predecessor had so implicitly 
trusted ? Who was to break to him particulars such as he him¬ 
self had observed all his life, and now believed to be swelling 
into some uncontrollable torrent? “I don’t think I am betray¬ 
ing confidence, gentlemen,” he continued, “ but when I was 
with Henry Lawrence, one day in 1843, he showed me an article,, 
he had written and was going to send for publication somewhere, 
and part of it struck me so like a prophecy that I asked him to 
let me copy it. Now, I found this copy to-day, and thought t 
would read it to you, if it would not bore you; ” and when all 
protested it would not, he read as follows:— 

“ ‘ We forget that our native army is composed of men like 
ourselves, quick-sighted and inquisitive on all matters bearing 
on their personal interests, and who can appreciate our points of 
superiority. ... At Cabool we lost an army, and we lost cha¬ 
racter with surrounding states; but I hold that our worst loss 
was the confidence of the native soldiery. Better had, it been 
for our fame if our harassed troops had rushed on the epemy 
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and perished to a man, than that surviving Sepoys should be 
able tc tell the tales they can of what they saw at Cabool.’ 

“ And then, gentlemen, he goes on to say what would be the 
effect at any large station if the native infantry suddenly ro^ 
and seized the depot just as the rains sets in; and he mentions 
Meerut, Dehly, etc., in reference to other contingeneies, and 
continues thus:— 

“ ‘ Let all this happen in Hindostan on the 2nd June, instead 
of among the Afghan mountains in November, and does any 
sane man doubt that twenty-four hours would swell the hundreds 
of rebels into thousands; and if sueh conduct on our parts lasted 
for a week, every ploughshare in the Dehly States would be 
turned into a sword ?’ 

“I don’t know, gentlemen, whether this was ever published; 
I only hope it was, for it is so true a warning. But these were 
his thoughts in ’43, and here is ’57, and yet we are far more 
unprepared now than we were then. The date—2nd of June— 
which he specifics, is strange: for already we are hearing 
mutterings of thunder. What may there not be on the 2nd of 
June at Meerut and Dehly? I have already determined wdiat I 
shall do, gentlemen, if trouble comes,” he continued; “but this 
is neither the time nor the place to disclose it; nor eould I 
evince mistrust or alarm when there is happily no need of the 
latter yet, though the former increases day by day. I know, 
too, you will all assist me, if the time for action should un¬ 
happily come. But it may pass away, as danger has on many 
a previous occasion, and as I trust, in God’s mercy, that it may 
do now.” 

Perhaps that evening the music did not go as merrily as 
usual, for it was impossible for all who heard the fine old soldier 
speak, not to ponder deeply upon what he had told them out of 
his great experience. 

But the station gaiety did not stop, and the Nawab’s annual 
party was an event to which all looked forward with pleasure. 
Futtchpoor was such a pretty place, the Nawab so kind and 
hospitable to all, and it was such a pleasant ride on horseback 
or in palankeens, or on the elephants he sent, in the cold early 
morning and in the cool evening. The Nawab had no good 
tents of his own; but the mess tents of the regiments, and the 
private tents of his particular friends, were all at his disposal. 
The mess man of one of the regiments was caterer, its mess 
supplied wine; and whatever he did with other debts, the 
Nawab always contrived that this bill should be paid at once, 
Hence, on every consideration, the party was always popular, 
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and on tliis occasion not loss so than usual. In one large mess- 
tent was laid out a sumptuous breakfast, to which the Kawab’s 
kitehen had made large contributions of excellent dishes. There . 
was a drawing-room, and there were some separate tents to 
which the ladies and gentlemen could retire in the heat of the 
day, or lie down and rest themselves. Mrs. Mostyn had been 
at similar entertainments before, and did not, indeed, care to go 
to this ; but she could not well stay away ; and as it was Grace's 
•first experience of a native entertainment, she was in high 
spirits at the thought of it. Cyril was to join them in the 
morning early, and they would all rido home together; and he 
told Seeta of this, and she bid him go as usual, though her heart 
seemed strangely heavy. 44 1 will work at my English, 55 she 
said, trying to smile as he said, “ Good-bye; take care of your¬ 
self, my darling. 55 

It was a delightful ride ; now and then with a brisk canter 
through the cold air —now and then walking their horses, they 
reached the spur of elevation which bounded the valley of 
l H \ittuhpoor, and looked down upon the town : and it was truly 
a fair scene. Euttehpoor stood against a low rocky hill, which 
there broke into the valley below. It was not a large town ; 
but its picturesque position showed the white-terraced houses 
and red-tiled roofs to the best advantage, and as the sun shone 
on them, they looked bright and comfortable. Above them, 
crowning the- point, and occupying a good deal of the slope, 
stood the Nawab’s castle or fort, a fine mass of buildings, with 
towers at the corners* —from one of the tallest of which floated 
the English flag in honour of the day—and outworks strengthened 
with bastions and curtains stretched into the town in several 
tiers, having spacious courts between. The colour of the fort 
was a fine rich brown, harmonizing with the tone of the hills, 
and contrasting vividly with the bright green of the sugar-cane, 
young wheat, and other crops, with which the fertile valley was 
covered. Beyond stretched undulations, which increased in 
height till they mingled with a high range of rocky hills, 
covered with wood, some miles distant. Below the fort and 
town, was the Kawab’s garden, full of palms, cocoa-nut and 
areca, and a fine grove of mango trees, in which the whito tents 
seemed to lie snugly, and increased the effect of the landscape. 

Our party involuntarily stopped on the ridge to look at the 
scene, and Grace’s admiration was most genuine. The fore¬ 
ground broken by rocks and bushes, and low wild date bushes, 
was full of rich reds, browns, and greens; and the eye was 
carried by the continuance of the ridge, to the fort and town in 
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exquisite gradations of colour. By tlie early sun, the shadows 
of the ridge were thrown broad and clear over the slope of the 
hill, and over the lower part of the town, the upper portion of 
which, and the casile, were bathed in light. Then the distances, 
more and more tender in greys, purples, and blues, with faint 
indications of local colour, stretched away to the purple hills 
which met the sky. # 

“ 0 what a sketch—what a picture it would make ! ” cried 
Grace to Brandon, as she clasped her hands in delight. “ The 
castle is like a German baron’s, only far grander ; and but for 
those minarets, and that dome in the town, it might be a German 
scene altogether. Have you never sketched it, Mr. Brandon?” 

“ I have,” he said, “ many times ; and I will make a drawing 
for you, if you will have it.” 

“ Thanks,” she replied, moving on. “ You are always very 
good to me; only that it would give you so much trouble, I 
should prize a sketch so much,” and she looked her thanks 
gratefully. 

Gradually "all that could come from Noorpoor "dropped in, 
party by party,/&s they had before arranged: and, as the 
Mostyns had been, were met at the door of the tents by the 
Nawab, dressed in gorgeous cloth of gold, and welcomed in 
courtly terms, ^hat politeness can excel that of a Mabomedan 
gentleman’s, whether it be sincere or otherwise? He did not 
cat with his guests, but sat near Mr. Mostyn, recommending the 
good things to him, and chatting pleasantly; and now and then 
venturing a remark to Mrs. Mostyn, whose Hindostance, though 
terribly ungrammatical at times, was fluent enough. Grace he 
had hardly seen before, and, had he dared, would have sat 
gloating on her Ibeauty; but Cyril Brandon was watching 
him narrowly, and the Nawab felt himself checked, and 
went away. 

I need not describe the amusements which people under" 
these circumstances betake themselves to. Young men had 
brought quoits ; there were some bows and arrows, and a target, 
and Aunt Sally, lent by Mrs. Mostyn, for those who chose to 
use them. In the tents there were chess and cards; but most 
seemed to like strolling about, or sitting under the fine trees. 

In the afternoon the Begum Sahib was to be visited; and 
the ladies walked up to a pavilion on a bastion of a fort, not far 
off, where the members of the Nawab’s zenana were assembled, 
and returned without much edification. “ If these plain, hard- 
featured women were specimens of the beauty of the country, 
what could Mr. Brandon’s wife be like ! ” speculated Grace. 
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“And what could have induced him to marry one of them? 5 ’ 
True, their dresses were very magnificent, and the groups and 
eostumes would make splendid pictures; hut the women ! Pah ! 
they had blackened their teeth, disfigured their mouths with 
eating pan, and, to Graee’s and Lucy Home’s apprehension, 
looked simply disgusting. 

Then, after an early dinner, the guests were each presented 
with bottles of utr of roses, and. garlands of flowers were 
thrown round their necks; and they departed, as they had come, 
for Noorpoor. I do not think the evening ride home was as 
pleasant as that of the morning. The freshness of the day was 
past, and the ladies were hot and tired. Bi ding-habits, however 
light, are not pleasant costumes for a whole day. 

“I won’t apologize to you for not asking you to dinner,” 
said Mrs. Mostyn to Cyril, as they reached the gate. u The 
fact is, I did not order any. Graee and I will get some tea, and 
go to bed.” 

“And I will eorne and smoke a cigar with you, Cyril,” said 
Mostyn, “ if you will let me.” 

“ I shall be delighted,” he replied. “ Come as soon as you 
like.” And he cantered on to his own house. He was glad to 
get home; glad for a tirue to be out of sight of those pleading 
soft eyes which had so often met his that day, and had listened, 
if I may say it, to his tales of local mediaeval history and the 
legends of the bold Barons of Futtehpoor who had won their 
territory from the Hindoos in the time of Akbar, and held it 
through all changes and revolutions. He had answered all 
her simple questions about the people and the new scene in 
which she was that day: told her how they lived, what they 
believed, how they had joys and sorrows like themselves; and 
he had interested her more than she could have thought possible. 
Even Mrs. Mostyn declared she had never heard so much from 
him. Then thej r had been at the same places on the Continent, 
in Italy, Germany, and France, and they recalled scenes and 
pictures to each other’s memory. Cyril had never seen so much 
of Grace Mostyn before ; never had been able to “draw her out,” 
as it were ; and it was almost with a feeling of pain that he 
kissed Sccta, who sprang to meet him, and thanked him for' 
coming so earty. “I thought you would have stayed at the 
Judge’s,” she said. 

“No, they were very tired,” he replied, “ and did not want 
me, and Mr. Mostyn is eoming presently. I wish him to know 
you better, and then he will understand-” 

“ Understand what? ” cried Seeta. 
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“ Wliat you are, little one, for it is only I who know it yet- 
And what have you been doing all day ? 55 

“ 0, I went into the garden, and I came back, and fed the 
pets, and then I sat down and read my English. Then I sent 
Bheemee to the bazaar, to find out a bangle-seller, and she 
brought one ; but she had nothing that would fit me, and will 
come to-morrow; and —that’s all, I think, Cyril. x\nd you?” 

“ Only the usual things which 1 detest always ; but we had 
a pleasant ride to Futtehpoor ; and the Nawab was civil enough. 
What more can I tell you? Now, you are to make our tea 
to-night, so send Bheemee for the things while I hear you your 
lessons.” 

When Philip Mostyn came, Cyril showed him Seeta’s 
exercises, and made her read to him, wdiick she did slowly, but 
with a faultless accent; yet she would not trust herself to 
speak. “ By-and-by,” she said modestly; “not now,” And 
Seeta was very happy* that night : Mr. Mostyn’s kind manner 
and Lis perfect knowledge of her language put her at ease at 
once. She made tea for them with a naive grace; and, in her 
soft white muslin saree, looked indeed very beautiful and 
charming altogether. Then Cyril asked lier to read some o£ 
her old Sanscrit studies, and she read part of “ Savitri ” to Mr. 
Mostyn, which he remembered as an old college study, and was 
glad to hear again; and thus the evening passed very 
pleasantly. 

“ I don’t wonder at it all,” said Mostyn, as he went home 

through the garden; “ but 0 ! that he had waited for Grace! 

They would have suited each other exactly—and Eose says so 
too. But dear me ! dear me ! how stupid we are, for how could 
we have anticipated what has happened, and they could not 
have come out any sooner? But Cyril, poor fellow, will get 
tired of the monotony of that girl, brilliant and wonderful as 

she is. He will miss the freshness of an English intellect. 

That pleasant talk under the trees to-day; could that girl have 
followed what they said ? Impossible ! And how Cyril was 
excited, and how well Grace spoke up to all he said.—No! this 
won’t do; it can’t last. There must be unity of thought, or no 
thought at all, to provide married happiness. But that girl 
has too much thought by half. How she dashed into the 
mysticism of the old Hindoo fathers as she commented on that 
passage in ‘Savitri,’ and grew eloquent upon. 4 Spirit’ and 
‘Matter,’ and how pious and humble she is at heart, though 
her eyes flashed and the colour flushed over her sweet face! 
But those thoughts are not his, I fear ; and Eose may be right,, 
that it won’t do. Well, we shall see.” 
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“ Did they ever ask after me ? ” Seeta asked Cyril, when 
Mostyn was gone. “ He is so kind to me, and I am sure his 
wife would he so too.” 

“ Not once,” he replied; “ I have left it to themselves to do 
as they please. They know all about you, and I suppose it will 
come right in time. I am sure ho will tell his wife what he 
saw of you to-night, and her too ! ” 

“Grace!” 

“ Yes, Grace ; I should like to see you together, and like her 
to love you, my pet; you eould learn far more from them than 
I can teach you.” 


CHAPTER XXYI. 

LEPROUS DISTILMENT. 

That night Mr. Mostyn had a long talk with his wife. He 
told her of the evening he had passed; of Seeta’s charming 
manner, and, for a Hindoo girl, great learning; and how rapidly 
she was acquiring English. “ She read to me,” he said, “ in one 
of the sweetest voices you ever heard, and not a bit like a 
native; and she is charming, there’s no doubt about it, Rose ; 
and she made tea for us too, with all the grace you can imagine ; 
but, nevertheless, I was thinking as I walked home-” 

“ It won’t do,” she said, laughing; “ I knew your thougths, 
Philip, and so finished your sentence.” 

“ You are a witch, Rose,” he returned, “ for indeed that was 
really what I was thinking; and this is the reason,” and he 
detailed to her the tenor of the soliloquy I have recorded. 

Mrs. Mostyn sighed. “It is a pity, a sad pity,” she said, 
“ as much for his sake as the girl’s. Of course she is madly in 
love-with him, how eould she help that, poor thing? and then 
it is such a romantic story altogether. But I could really cry 
when I think what poor Grace has lost; I am sure she likes 
him.” 

“ I hope not,” said Philip gravely. 

“Well,” returned his wife, “ I didn’t think about the matter 
much till to-day ; but I couldn’t help it as they talked together 
under the trees at Futtehpoor, there was such harmony in what 
they said to each other, and thought of; and then she followed 
him about with her eyes. Do you know, sir, that people who 
have gone through the fever, are quick to see it in others ? and 
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I heard a little sigh too, now and then. I think it quite im¬ 
possible that two creatures, like Grace and he, with exactly the 
same tastes and accomplishments, and the same sweet tempers, 
can be indifferent to each other; and that’s what I fear for her 
sake.” 

“ I wish-” said her husband. 

“Nonsense! Philip,” cried Mrs. Mostyn, “there’s no use 
wishing—the question is what can be done?” 

“Well,” he said, “you wouldn’t let me finish my sentence; 
my wish was about you. Look here ; you know he must be 
absent in his districts till the hot weather, and I don’t want you 
and Grace to pass the first hot weather here: why not go to the 
Hills, you two ? and save her pain, if it is to be pain.” 

“ 0 Philip! ” cried his wife, “ do not talk so, darling—no 
more of this horrible separation could I—could either of us 
bear. Let Grace alone, do not mention him to her; or if you 
do, praise his wife. She is so earnest, so right-minded, and so 
thoroughly English, in the best sense of the word, that she will 
soon eome right, even if she may have been touched. No, the 
solution rests with Mr. Brandon himself; and I think, for his 
mother’s sake, for his family’s sake, that he ought—really ought 
to get free, and then we may well leave the rest, to be or not to 
be, as God wills. Couldn’t you ask him about Seeta ?” 

“That is quite impossible, my love,” said Mr. Mostyn 
decidedly; “ I would as soon ask Cyril Brandon to commit 
forgery, as I would that he should think of dishonour to that 
child. There have been, and are, men that would do it, to get 
a lovely English girl like Grace, but not Cyril Brandon. I may 
tell him not to come here so often, if you like; but anything 
more put out of your little head, my pet, and go to sleep.” 

Next day, when Cyril Brandon had gone to his Kucherry 
work, and left only one of his Chuprasses on guard at the house, 
with directions, at Seeta’s request, to admit the bangle-woman 
when she eame—that person was accompanied by another 
woman, carrying a basket, and they were duly ushered into 
Seeta’s presence. She was sitting in the outer room, studying 
her English as usual; but slie laid aside her books for a time, 
and sat down on the floor to submit to the necessary operation. 
Bangles, worn by Indian ladies, are usually slender rings of 
glass, plain or ornamental; and it requires great skill and 
practice on the part of the women who put them on to do" 
so without breaking them or hurting the wearer. 

“ And why have two of you come,” asked Seeta, “ so far from 
the town ? ” 
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“Hers might suit you better than mine,” answered the 
woman, “but I will try to fit you. Hers too are more ex¬ 
pensive ; and a rich lady like you might take a set or two 
from her, to keep by you; you ean’t get sueh in eountry 
villages.” 

“ How do j'ou know I am rieh?” asked Seeta, laughing. 

“ 0 ! eveiy one knows that, lady. Are you not the grand¬ 
daughter of Narendra the banker ? we have heard of you often ; 
and do I not serve all your eaSte in Noorpoor ? ” 

“ And what do my people say of me ? ” returned Seeta. 

“That you are very beautiful, very learned, very good, and 
very charitable,” said the other woman who now spoke, and 
who, as may be surmised, was Mrs. Smith’s Ayah, playing a new 
part; “ and they say all the English ladies are jealous of you, 
beeause you have taken away the Commissioner Sahib from 
them.” 

“ That is untrue,” said Seeta, flushing; “ no one can grudge 
me what God sent me.” 

“ They are very spiteful, those English ladies, and very 
unkind to we blaek people, lady, and should be feared,” con¬ 
tinued the Ayah. “ If 1 were you, though I am only a humble 
slave, I should bate them. We wlio live among them are very 
different to you, and those who come and go from eountry 
places. We know them well.” 

“ And why should I hate them ? ” asked Seeta, “ they have 
done me no harm, and I shall do them none.” 

“Ah! you are an innocent dove,” replied the woman; “too 
innoeent to know the English as we do. Have we not seen 
manj’ like her come and go, sister?” she said to her companion, 
who was trying set after set of bangles upon Seeta’s fair round 
arm, all of which were too large —“ eome and go, and slinl: 
away, and perhaps die — when their English lords married.” 

Seeta started, as if she were stung. “ Do not pull away your 
hand, lady clear,” said the operator, “you might eut yourself; ’’ 
hut the sad tone, the pity of the other woman’s voice, seemed to 
have a terrible fascination for Seeta. 

“Married? ” she asked. 

“Yes, married, lady; and more’s the pity. The English 
must marry some time; it is their caste to do so, and they ean 
only be married to their own people; and by the Padre Sahib, 
that every one ean tell you.” 

“I know that,” said Seeta, quietly; “my husband told me 
so when he married mo by our rites.” 

“It may be that you are married as a Hindoo,” replied the 
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Ayali, “but not as a Christian; when you are one, the Padre 
will marry you. Put I am only a poor ignorant slave, lady: I 
only tell you what the goldsmith’s wife told me ; ask her; and 
you must forgive me if I eause you pain. You asked what the 
caste said, and I have told you; why don’t you go among your 
people, and hear for yourself? I think the English ladies 
do not eonsider you married, else they would come and visit 
you ; they would be kind to you in their way—some of them— 
if you were——” 

Seeta’s cheeks were in a flame. That then was the reason 
why Mrs. Mostyn had not eomo to her, and they lived so elo^c 
to eaeh other, with only the garden and shrubbery between ; 
yet she had never even seen Mrs. Mostyn or Graee. Had they 
purposely avoided her ? “Tell mo, tell me truly, woman,” she 
cried, “ did the English ladies ever come to the others you knew, 
and who went away ? ” 

“ Never, I swear by your neek, never ! Ah, they are too 
proud, lady. The pride of the English men is great, but that 
of their women is greater to us ;•—-and they even beat their 
Ayahs, poor things!*—-wlio serve them. But you will be angry 
with mo for saying this, when your lord is English.” 

“lie is beloved everywhere; women bring their ehildrcn to 
him to bless, and light lamps in his name,—before I ever saw 
him, I have done that myself in my house,” cried Seeta, pas¬ 
sionately. “ And Mr. Mostyn is the same ; I want to know no 
more of their people, they are enough for me. Now go, both of 
ye, and you may toll the goldsmith’s wife that when my grand¬ 
father returns, I will eotne to see her; ” and she gave them a 
liberal present, and dismissed them. 

When they had gone a few paces from the cottage door, the 
Ayah looked back and returned; “ I would have told you one 
thing,” she said, “ but for her, and she is gone on. Buy this 
set of bangles from mo, and I will tell it. I am only a poor 
humble woman, but I would save you distress and shame if I 
could. Thank you, and my blessing be on you for helping 
a poor widow,” she continued, as she took the money she had 
asked for the ornaments. “ Listen—though it pain you. He, 
your lord, is going to be married to the Judge’s sister : every one 
says so, even the English ladies. Is he not always with her, 
and they sing together? W as ho not with her all day yesterday 
at Futtehpoor, and the news is stronger than over this morning ? 
Go, my poor bird; go back with your honour to your home, 
before it is too late. Go! ” 

Seeta’s eyes seemed to swim, and her knees trembled. She 
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sdt down on the threshold, covering her face, and her very 
heart seemed to stand still, as she heard tho horrible tale; then 
for a moment she rallied and looked up, but the woman was 
gone. What she did afterwards, for she moved about mechanic¬ 
ally, she never knew; but she, at last, went and sat at the 
door till the shadows were lengthening over the garden, waiting 
for Cyril. And he came, radiant as usual, and cried to her, as 
she ran up the grand walk— 

“ Come, Seeta, there is a glorious breeze, and I could get 
away early, come and have a sail. Why—what ails you? again 
that scared face ? ” 

“ I heard—I heard, Cyril,” she said, falteringly and hoarsely, 
for her breath was parched, “that you are going to be married. 
Is it true? 0 husband, is it truo? Tell me at once; and let 
me go; you would not have shame come upon your Seeta. O - 
my lord, is it come to this—so soon, so soon ! 55 

“ My wife, my darling,” he replied, though a pang stnoto 
him, u you have believed in me, trusted me, and now must trust 
me more. Who has told you this infamous story 9 Ah, I see, 
you have new bangles on; it must be that woman whom you 
sent for, and I was a fool to let her come to you. JSecta, Seeta, 
look up, my pet,” and ho drew her head on his heart. “ Let this 
pass from you; I declared once, before God and your people, 
that I would be true to you, and I am true. If I have gone 
among my own people, and if I know the Mostyns as I do, it is 
only because they are as my brother and my sisters.” 

Now she was weeping passionately; she could not but 
believe him. u 1 trust yon ; I do trust you, Cyril, even to death,” 
she murmured, “but those horrible words are like a hideous 
dream.” 

“ Come then,” he said, “ and forget them. I would punish 
that old devil; but I must be as eaxeful of your honour as my 
own. Let her go, and promise me not to send for her again. 
Come, put a good shawl about you, and the fresh air will drive 
out the dream.” And she went with him, and was calmed and 
soothed, as he said she would bo. 

“ I ought to go to the Judge’s to-night, for I have" promised 
them,” he said, as they returned; “ but I will not go unless you 
are well, Seeta.” 

“ Stay with me, Cyril,” she murmured, imploringly; “ I do 
not often ask you, but I am afraid to be alone to-night.” And 
he stayed with her, and knew that her pain had abated, though 
it had not passed away; and perhaps his own thoughts were 
oppressive too. 
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He would not, indeed, have left her the next evening, but a 
note had eomo from Mrs. Mostyn, insisting upon his presence: 
they had some people to dinner, and he need not eome to that, 
if he pleased, but he must eome afterwards and help them; and 
Captain Hobson would be there, etc. Cyril showed this note to 
Seeta, when he received it at his early breakfast, which he liked 
to take in her eottage. She wished him to go to dinner; but he 
would only aeeept the compromise, and asked her to prepare 
some of her own good things, which she sometimes did to her 
great delight. Then he eame home from Ivueherry early, and 
they went out for a sail; and Seeta seemed quite in high spirits, 
as she brought in her little dishes afterwards, and helped him 
to what lie would have: and at the proper time he went away 
to the Judge’s, and was the first of the evening party. Mr. 
Mostyn ealled to him to eome and join the gentlemen; but he 
said he was very happy where he was, and stayed in the draw¬ 
ing-room. 

“ So 3 *ou wouldn't come to dinner, Mr. Brandon,” said Mrs, 
Mostyn; “ and you didn’t eome to practise after Ivueherry, 
How I should hate dining alone; I’m sure I eouldn’t eat a 
morsel.” 

“I was not alone,” said Cyril, boldly, for he had never felt 
truer to Seeta than he did then. “ My wife made a little dinner 
for me, and a very nice one it was, and saw me eat it, too, wliieli 
I did very heartily.” It was the first time he had ever men¬ 
tioned her, and Mrs. Mostyn blushed up to the roots of her hair. 
If Graee had heard him she made no sign, and went on assorting 
music for the evening. Mrs. Mostyn had looked at her, but saw- 
no change in her countenance. 

“You are very good, Mr. Brandon,” returned Mrs. Mostyn, 
in a low tone, “and I quite forgivoyou. I seem to blame myself 
for not having been to see her, but Philip told me she would 
rather not this time. When you eome back, I must make friends 
with her; Philip.tells me how delightful she is.” 

“You are ^ ery kind to say so,” he replied, “very kind. 
Philip was quite right in what he told you. The fact is, that 
Seeta is studying English very hard, and hopes some day to be 
able to talk with you easily; and I will tell her what you say. 
It will be a great incentive to her progress, which, so far, is 
really surprising, even to me.” 

“ Very well, then, I leave it all to you both,” she said. 

, “What are you two whispering about there?” eried Graeo 
from the piano. 

“I was only scolding him for not coming to praetiso to-day; 
but he is very penitent,” said Bose. 
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44 He may well be so/’ she returned, saucily. 44 Had wo not 
that ‘Lucia’ duett to practise? and I ? m sure I don’t know how 
it will go to-night.” 

44 Make your mind quite easy, Miss Mostyn,” replied Cyril. 
44 1 really could not come, or should not have denied myself 
the pleasure. If is sure to go.” 

The announcement of some ladies prevented further con¬ 
versation on the subject; and the evening proceeded as wa& 
usual with them. 

Seeta sat for awhile, trying to read; but the words seemed 
to fade out of her eyes, and instead came the figure of the 
bangle-seller, and to her ears the horrible words she had heard: 
44 Go, before it is too late! Go! ” As yet, no jealousy had 
possessed the girl; and since she had told her husband what 
had distressed her, his kindness had reassured her, though not 
entirely, and a leaven had remained which was now working. 
44 If I could only see them together,” she thought to herself, 44 1 
should know all, and then—if it is true—I would go away 
quietly, though my heart should break. If he is to be happy, 
let me die.” Then a sudden idea struck her. She knew where 
the Judge’s drawing-room was, for she had seen it often from her 
garden. Could she not listen and see ? Bheemee had gone to 
sleep, and some of her sarees were hanging up in the bath-room. 
Hastily divesting herself of her own dress, shejmt on one of tho 
coarse garments of her servant, took off her gold anklets, and went 
out at the cottage-door into the garden. There was no sound 
but the steps of the sentry pacing on his beat, and a faint strain 
of music from Mr.. Mostyn’s house. 

Again and again her steps faltered, and once she had wcllnigh 
returned; but the spirit that possessed her hurried her on. 
She must see, she must hear, else there could be no peace ; and 
so she went blindly on up the •path which led to the ho]fise, 
crouching like a hare behind shrubs at times, till she was near 
the place she bought. The drawing-room had been built out from 
the house by Mr. Mostyn, when he came to Noorpoor, into 
the flower-garden. It had a solid terrace roof, very pleasant to 
sit upon in the hot, close evenings; and the basement of the 
room and its verandah was about four feet from the ground, con¬ 
cealed by thick flowering shrubs. Now the light streamed from* 
the glass doors over the flower-beds, from which the sweet odours 
of tuberoses and mignonette rose into the still air. Silently 
and cautiously she gained the place she wished. Music was 
coming from within in the rich harmonies of concerted pieces ; 
but she dare not stay to listen, and creeping under the thick 
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'bushes, sat as in a dream, vainly striving to compose her 
thoughts. Yet to no purpose—the one dread that possessed her 
shut out all other considerations. Several times Cyril’s strong, 
clear voice reached her alone; again it mingled with others, and 
with one sweet woman’s voice most of all,, and she felt it must be 
that of Grace Mostyn. She looked up, raising herself, and could 
see the room filled with English ladies and gentlemen, sitting 
or standing, and she watched them with a dull, dreamy interest 
hardly definable. 

Presently she saw a lady seat herself at the piano, and 
Cyril and a young girl take places on each side of her. How 
lovely the girl seemed! How exquisite her soft, wavy hair; 
her bright, delicate eolour, like a rose-leaf; her small pink 
ear, and her lily neek, and arms and shoulders! “ That 

must be Grace,” she thought. 44 Yes, he is right; she is more 
fitting for him than I. No nymph of Indra’s heaven could be 
purer or more lovely.” At that moment her almost delirium 
promoted Seeta to fly at onee, no matter where or to whom— 
some • of her people in the town would give her shelter; but 
the music began again, and she listened in a kind of rapture. 
“Dimmi ehe m’ami ancor.” Cyril had translated that to her, 
and played it to her, wishing her to try and learn it by ear, 
“T’ami, t’amo.” Ah! that sweet love, it did not seem feigned 
now; it was to her real, but not hers—not hers any more. 
They could not sing it so, and not feel what they sang so 
deliciously. 

Then the song ceased; and Cyril, stepping to the glass door,* 
threw it open, and Grace Mostyn and he cam,) out together into 
the verandah. Seeta again crouched down into her hiding-place. 
Sho was so near that she could have touched them, but she dare 
not move, and sat with her hot, burning eyes looking up to 
them both. 

It was careless talk between them. “ A breath of fresh air 
.is pleasant after that hot room, isn’t it, Miss Mostyn?” ho said. 

“ Yery,” she replied; “it quite revives one. How beautiful 
the garden looks in the light! That great palm-tree is really 
lovely, Mr. Brandon.” 

“ You are in exquisite voice to-night,” he observed. 45 By- 
and-by I shall ask you to sing 4 Dove sono ’ for me, unless you 
prefer anything else.”, 

“ I will make a bargain with you,” she returned, laughing. 
“ I will sing 4 Dove sono ’ or 4 Yedrai carino,’ or both* if you wtli 
sing 4 II mio tesoro ’ for me, or 4 Yivi tu.’ ” 

“ That I will,” he said, cheerily. 44 Now come in, for the q#r 
is cold, and you have no covering.” 
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“What is that?” said Grace, pointing to the hush belov 
theni. “ I thought I hoard a sigh, and saw the leaves move.” 

“Nonsense!” eried Cyril, laughing. “If you did, it was 
only some pariah dog; those brutes are always prowling about. 
Get in, and I will shut the door.” 

Grace was right; she had heard a sigh—a soft, grateful sigh, 
from the girl who crouched there. Seeta had expected a de¬ 
monstration of love. She had listened to the intonation of 
Cyril’s voice with apprehension which was ehoking her; she 
thought it might change to the tones she knew, which lived in 
her heart. She thought the girl’s tones might change too. She 
did not quite understand what they said, but there was no mis¬ 
taking the careless, easy manner, the pleasant laugh of friends— 
but not lovers. She had not called him “ Cyril,” but “ Mr. 
Brandon.” I think that never—never in all her most intense 
happiness had the relief of that moment, the sense of peace and 
security in Cyril’s love, been exceeded in Seeta’s mind. She 
did not wait; she hurried home as she had eonre, changed her 
dress, and sat up waiting for her husband; and when he came, 
she flew to meet him, and threw her arms about him. “My 
own, my very own! ” she cried, “ why did you come away so 
soon ? ” 

“ Well, they all broke up, and so I came away, little one. 
Ah! you are yourself now again, my pet; I see it in your eyes. 
I thorrght that horrible woman’s talc -would get out of your 
foolish head. And is it all gone, Seeta, never to come back ? ” 

“Never,” she said, “never!” and her heart smote her that 
she had, even in thought, mistrusted one she knew to be true. 

“And now I have good news for you,” he continued gaily. 
“I shall move into the district on Tuesday morning. The 
Mostyns have never seen the Gao Mookh, and wo will all go 
there. They will sleep there, and return next morning; and we 
will go on in our old fashion.” 

“ 0, I shall be so happy again! ” eried Secta, clapping her 
hands; “and I have a vow at the Temple there, which 1 will 
pay.” 

I do not think I need to return to Mrs. Smith’s conclave, 
where she told her friend, Mrs. Home, what the Ayah had done 
and said, and how it had all been managed so cleverly. As to 
little Mrs. Jones, I think she was beginning to be ashamed of the 
plot; and perhaps it/did not very mueh interest Mrs. Home. It 
was very plain to her that Cyril had no care for her fair daughter, 
and tho Nawab’s party had quite cured her of that idea. On tho 
other hand, it Avas pleasant to observe the increasing attention 
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and interest of Captain Hobson, who, though he might not ever 
be a lord, was heir to a good property at home, and, to her 
mind, was far handsomer than Cyril Brandon. 

But I have done with Noorpoor for the present, and the 
station must be left to its normal condition of dulness. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 


THE GAO MOOKH. 

It was about seven or eight miles to the plaee where Cyril had 
proposed to spend the day, and Baba Sahib was overjoyed by 
the order to move, and obeyed it with genuine and undisguised 
alacrity. “ So there was no truth in the rumour after all, 55 he 
thought, “ and his honoured master was true. 55 Mr. Noble had 
only ridden into Noorpoor for Christmas Day and the Mostyns’ 
dance, and the station work was left to the native assistant and 
the treasurer, who could ask advice, if they needed any, from 
the Judge. Never, therefore, in his life had Baba Sahib left 
the dull station Kueherry with greater satisfaction than now. 
The Revenue returns were everywhere nearly ready ; and 
though a fortnight had been, lost, the time could be easily made 
up, and he eouhl depend on Mr. Brandon. So the whole estab¬ 
lishment was taken on to a large town beyond the “ Gao Mookli.” 
Cyril’s and Mr. Mostyn’s tents were ordered out, and pitehed 
under the great moliwa trees near the waterfall. Seeta had 
sent word to the Brahmins to prepare what was needed for her 
little eeremonial, and left earlier than Cyril, to be, as she said, 
out of the way. 

Before sunrise, then, the four friends had mounted their 
horses, and, with the two troopers of the Irregular Cavalry who 
always attended “the Judge” in his rides, set out on their 
pleasant little journey. How fresh and pure the dewy air felt 
everywhere ! while in some of the low valleys there was even a 
suspieion of hoar-frost. Over the villages they passed, hung the 
blue smoke of the lbglit and early morning, like thin wreaths 
of mist, unable to nscend into the higher and heavier air, but 
wliieh the sun would soon disperse. People eame out of village 
gates with humble offerings, jars of milk, and flowers; and 
village girls poured libations of water before the horses of the 
party, with many a merry laugh and Godspeed. They rode 
through one prosperous, eomfortable village where Cyril pointed 
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out improvements he had suggested; and he and Mr. Mostyn 
spoke kindly to the head men and farmers who crowded about 
them. Cyril was often at Graee’s side, telling her, in his plea¬ 
sant and thoughtful manner, of the husbandry, as they rode 
through luxuriant fields of wheat, barley, and pulse; of castes 
and trades, of superstitions and religious observances and habits 
of the people, among whom she eould now realize that she was 
dwelling. Here and there shady lanes, with high hedges and 
trees, reminded her of England; and again date trees, foreign 
shrubs and flowers, and an occasional Hindoo temple, or humble 
mosque or tomb, brought her back to India. 

After passing a valley, the ridge they ascended had a level 
summit, though the ground rose before them. There was no 
cultivation; but the surfaee was eovered with short erisp grass, 
now growing brown, with a fine mellow tint. Large mohwa 
trees like English oaks, and wild mangoes like sweet chestnuts, 
dotted the plain, which stretched upwards to a crown of rocky 
hills, to the right; while to the left, on the summit of the 
plateau, they had glimpses of blue tender distances and many 
ridges of rugged hills. The ground was firm and springy, and 
they cantered on through the park-like trees with a sense of 
enjoyment to Grace that she had not felt in India before, all 
was so fresh, so new, so enjoyable. “ If this is a specimen of 
your district, Mr. Braydon,” she eried to him, as they pulled up 
after a half-mile gallop, u no wonder you are always pining to 
be in it, and glad to eseape from our dull station. If 1 were you, 
I should never go there at all.” 

“I must go sometimes,” said Cyril; “I can’t help myself. 
But you are right; I would rather be out among my people, 
than see them only in their worse aspect in my station Ivueherry. 
This bit of country is very pretty, and you would hardly expect 
the like so near Noorpoor; but I prefer Shah Gunje by far. It 
is nearer the edge of the plateau, and the views there are truly 
* exquisite ; so lovely, indeed, that they quite foil my poor efforts 
at landscape. You would do them much better. But see, there 
are the tents; and I hope you are hungry, both of you, with 
your ride.” 

Slightly below them, in a hollow, the mohwa and mango 
trees stood closer together than on the upland; and the slope 
down which they rode was part of a valley which stretched 
upwards and round the end of the rocky hills to the right for a 
considerable distance. A pool of blue water gleamed here and 
there; and again a white spot of foam marked a rapid or a small 
cascade in the course of a river which was becoming evident at 



208 


SEETA 


the foot of the slopo on which they were. Beyond it the ground 
rose again, and seemed to he similar to that over which they had 
come, dotted with grand old trees. 

“But where is the waterfall, Mr. Brandon?” cried Mrs. 
Mostyn. You must not cheat us of that.” 

“ Follow me,” he said, “ ar.d I will show you what I think 
one of the prettiest views of it; but I’m afraid there isn’t water 
enough to give it its full beauty: ” and he turned his horse up 
a round knoll which was elose by, and they followed him along 
its erest till they reached a point where it seemed suddenly to 
fall into a chasm. The ladies uttered a cry of delight. 

Before them lay a deep valley, the sides of which were sheer 
precipices of basalt, some four hundred feet in height, whieli 
showed the richest colours, from black to brown, yellow and 
red. Here and there the rock was smooth; but, at the upper 
end, it was broken into huge prisms, which, fretted aw’ay by 
ages of exposure, in some instances stood apart from the rock in 
fantastie forms, and were garnished by tufts of waving grass 
and creepers covered with flowers. At the upper end of this 
amphitheatre, whieli was of no very great width, a portion of 
it narrowed sharply, and out of it spouted a jet of water ofmon- 
siderable volume, which fell elear of the preeipiee in a elouu 
of fine spray, wafted here and there by the wind, and showing; 
portions of brilliant rainbows as the bright sun eaught its 
changes. At the foot of the fall was a deep, dark pool, fringed 
with graceful bamboos and reeds which continued down the glen 
and up the sides where there was no roek. A dull roar from 
the fall came up to them now and then, mingling with the 
murmur of the river above and below as it chafed in its rocky 
bed. 

“ I never heard of this before,” cried Philip Mostyn. “ Why, 
Cyril, it’s glorious ! Glorious! ” 

u I didn’t like to say much about it,” he replied, “ for people 
often think one makes swans of one’s geese. I only found it out 
one day last year, when I had followed some £ sambuv ” from below, 
and I determined then that I would bring Mrs v Mostyn hero 
when she eame out. It’s a strange place, and I think most 
lovely. The river is the Incherna—a pretty name, isn’t it, 
Miss Mostyn ?—which rises in the hills about thirty miles off. 
You see there is comparatively very little water in it now, hut 
it must he a magnificent fall in the monsoon. You ean make 
out the white mark, high up, on both sides of the head oi the 
water.” 

“ I don’t -think it could ever be more beautiful,” said Grace; 
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“ a great body of water would fall straight down, whereas, look 
at those beautiful swayings to and fro which it has now. One 
might faney it like the filmy garments of a nymph, a sort of 
Indian Lurline.” 

“ And that, indeed, is the tradition,” replied Cyril; “ some 
eelest.ial nymph of Indra’s heaven, who fell in love with a mortal 
—which was wrong—was changed into a river, and, in despair, 
precipitated herself over this precipice, to whieh she still clings.” 

“Are there many such legends?” she asked. 

“ Yes,” he replied, “ enough to fill a volume, if any one would 
collect them. These people are not dull and insensible, as you 
may have thought, Miss Mostyn; and there is hardly a rocky 
knoll, a quiet lake, a giant tree, a broad river, or a secluded 
glen like this, which is not, in their belief, peopled by spirits, 
nymphs and fauns, or the scene of some event in their traditions. 
At night, they say, this is an eerie place, and the wails of the 
poor nymph are terrible to hear; but there,is a temple on the 
edge of the precipiee, quite safe, and people go there to make 
offerings and cast garlands into the stream, as omens of their 
hopes; and it is often, I hear, a gay place during the day. Its 
] riests live at the last village we passed. From the tower of 
the Temple, there is a sublime view of the precipiee and the 
glen, and I will take you to it by-and-by ; but you should 
sketch this, Miss Mostvn, you could do it justice.” 

She did not reply, for the beauty and grandeur of the place, 
so little expected, had brought tears into her eyes, and she 
turned her horse. “I will try,” she said timidly; and they 
rode on to the tents. 

At breakfast, one of the mounted police, who had been left 
behind to bring on the day’s letters, delivered them; and 
Cyril, begging to be excused for a time to look over his official 
correspondence, went to his tent. Seeta was not there—she had 
gone to the Temple—and he read over all the documents, and 
drafted some replies to bo written next day; and Mr. Mostyn 
was occupied in a similar manner. 

“ Well, Grace,” said Mrs. Mostyn, “ what shall we do while 
they are busy? I vote we take chairs down yonder, and sit 
under those noble trees ; you can bring your drawing things, 
and make a sketeh of the Temple.” 

“ The very thing I was going to propose,” she replied, “ it 
will be delicious. Come along.” 

And chairs were brought after them by a servant, and placed 
where they wished. 

From the spot they had chosen, the little Temple, a very 

p 
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humble edifice, with a high eonical top, was not far off; and 
they eould see persons moving about its terraee. There were 
several female figures pacing round and round the building, 
and several Brahmins, with bare heads, attending on them. 

“ 1 should so like to see these people nearer,” said Grace, 
after a time, “ and put in their figures; I can’t well catch 
them from hence, they move so often. There wouldn’t be any 
harm in that, would there, Bose?” 

“ Not a bit,” she replied. “ Let us go by all means; I want to 
look into that gulf. How wonderfully the spray and mist swirl 
up, yet there is no wind ! ” 

And they went on. Seeta was busy with her little cere¬ 
mony, and some Brahmins and their wives were helping her. 
Mrs. Mostyn did not know she was there; she thought that she 
had gone on to Cyril’s camp, and that the figures they had seen 
were those of country folks; but as the ladies ascended the 
steps which led to the terraee, they met Seeta and her old 
servant on their eireuit round the building, and the Brahmins 
following, eh an ting a hymn with her. How sweet and rich her 
voiee rose, even above the dull roar of the fall. Grace drew 
baek, but Mrs. Mostyn could not restrain the generous impulse 
that rose within her. 

“You must be Seeta,” she said, smiling, and holding out 
her hand, “but I see I must not touch you now, I will wait 
here.” 

“ I thank yon humbly, lady,” she replied, “ I am Seeta. I 
will eome to you directly ; ” and the hymn rose again as she 
moved on, wliilo the ladies listened and watched with curious 
interest. 

“I have finished now, lady,” said Seeta, after some further 
circuits of the Templo. “ Will you come and look at the fall? 
it is quite safe, for there is a parapet for people to look over; ” 
and they ro-e and followed her. 

The Temple was built almost on the verge of the precipiee, 
but a little, as it were, in advanee of the mouth of the fall, so 
that the upper part of it, and the wall of the precipice beyond, 
eould be well seen. As they looked over, into tho gulf, both 
involuntarily stepped baek, for the bottom could not be dis¬ 
tinguished, and looked fathomless. The whirling cloud of spray 
which glittered in the sunlight, like diamonds, and in which 
rainbows appeared and disappeared in contiiumus change, filled 
the air, and the huge spout of water, blue as a sapphire, seemed 
to shoot out from the verge and plunging into the cloud to 
disappear. Beyond, the precipice, jagged and broken at the 
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top, went sheer down for several hundred feet, resting among 
trees and graceful bamboos, which concealed its base; all the 
rocks were vivid with colour, while flocks of wild blue pigeons 
and green parroqnets wheeled hither and thither in the air. 

“ Do not be afraid,” cried Seeta, taking Mrs. Mostyn by the 
hand, “it is quite safe here;” and thus assured, they stood 
with the girl and looked down, wondcringly, into the abyss. 

“ It is no use thinking of sketching this,” said Grace to her 
sister, who thought she might try; “ it is far beyond me. I 
may try an outline just as a remembrance, and I will put you 
in the foreground, so stand as you are.” 

Grace’s was a true and rapid hand, and she had soon com¬ 
pleted what she wished. As she showed the sketch to her 
sister, Seeta saw that she, too, had a place in it. 

“I wish I could speak to her,” said Grace to her sister; 
“ she understands you very well.” 

“ I wish you could, Grace. Seeta,” she said, slowly, “ can 
you speak a little English to my sister ? ” 

“ I will try,” she returned, timidly, in English. “ I am 
very glad to see you, Miss Mostyn; will you shake hands with 
me?” 

“ That I will,” replied Grace, and put out her hand with a 
kind gesture. 

“ And I must kiss you, Seeta,” exclaimed Mrs. Mostyn ; “ you 
are, indeed, a darling—what a shame it is that your husband 
would not let me come to you before! ” 

“ It is better thus, dear lady,” she replied, in her own speech; 
“ when he gives me into your hands, I may love you and serve 
you.” 

“ Very well, then, wc shall meet at the tents by-and-by ; ” 
and at tiffin, when Cyril joined them, they told him all. “ She 
is so lovely, Mr. Brandon,” said Mi's. Mostyn, “ the fresh air 
had given her quite a colour; why, she is as fair as any of us, 
and so graceful, too.” 

“ Not quite so fair,” replied Cyril, laughing; “ but I am so 
glad you like her, and so thankful that the icc has been so 
pleasantly broken. I hope yon will know more of her; and 
I am quite sure the more she knows of you both, the better.” 

“ But she said you must give her to us, Mr. Brandon; what 
did she mean ? ” 

“ Only a little ceremony which I w ill perform by-and-by,” 
he replied, smiling; “ she has not come from the Temple yet. 
Are you tired, or will you go again ? Come, Philip, you at 
least have not seen the fall; ” and when they wore ready, the 
ladies put on their hats and wont with them. 
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Sceta had been watehing her friends, the Brahmins, enjoy a 
good meal; and she was standing on the steps, her faee glowing 
with pleasure, as the party aseended them, and she saw Cyril, 
and Mr. Mostyn, who saluted her courteously. “ Seeta,” he 
eried, “ eome and know my wife and sister. I rejoiee that the 
eurtain has been happily drawn, and that you have already 
spoken to eaeh other.” 

Seeta. looked imploringly at Cyril, who said, “ That is my 
business, Philip, this time. I must give her to them in her own 
fashion. Come, Seeta.” And he took both her hands and put 
them into Mrs. Mostyn’s and Grace’s. 44 Be kind to her, dear 
friends,” he continued; 44 she is worthy of your love, else I 
would not have done this.” 

Poor Sceta’s sensitive eyes were brimming with tears, but 
they were very happy ones, and she seemed to nestle to Graee, 
whose hand she held. 

Then they went and looked over the wall again, and watehed 
the whirling mist and the ever-varying shoot of the water, and 
the grim cliffs glowing in the sun, and the wheeling birds and 
ever-ehanging rainbows, till the shadows were lengthening. 
Graee finished her sketeh, and Cyril added touehes to the two 
figures and eorreeted the likenesses, till no one eould have mis¬ 
taken them. At last Mr. Mostyn said, 44 Come, good people; 
the wind is blowing the spray over us, and Seeta is thinly elad. 
Come away; and we will return another time, God willing, and 
stay a week. It would be glorious! ” 

44 There is a little eeremony here, dear lady,” said Seeta, 

44 which many perform from the rock yonder at the Gao Mookh; 
and there is no danger, for there is a wall. People who wish 
for anything—for health, for riches, for children, for happiness— 
throw a garland into the water. If it swims out on the stream 
and goes over the fall, the wish will come true: and if the roeks 
eateh it, the gods will not listen—so they believe who pay their 
vows here. After all,” she added, smiling, 44 it is very foolish to 
think so; but the Brahmins declare they believe in it, and they 
are wise people. I must try, for I have made my vow and 
done my worship. Will you too east in with me ? Men,” she 
added, looking at Cyril, 44 arc not allowed a part in this matter. 
The nymphs’ water is for women only.” 

44 0, by all means! What fun!” exelaimed Mrs. Mostyn. 
44 Come, Grace, and try your luek.” 

Perhaps Graee thought it was a heathenish proceeding, which 
she need not perform; but there was a kind of faseinatioti in/ 
the little ceremony, and she agreed at onee. 
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So they descended to the rock, which stood out a few feet 
above the stream in the narrowest part of the gorge. At its 
foot was the “ Gao Mookh,” or Cow’s Mouth, a rude carving, 
now strewn with votive garlands. A jet of sparkling water 
poured from the orifice and mingled with the river. It was 
most probably a strong spring; but the popular belief was that 
it came from the Ganges. “ Jey Gunga Mata ! ” cried Seeta, 
who led the way, and threw a garland on the sculptured 
effigy, and the rest followed her. 

They looked upon the most rapid portion of the stream a few 
yards only from its plunge over the precipice—a deep blue mass, 
unbroken, smooth as glass, and rushing on with a faint, rustling 
murmur. They almost felt giddy as they gazed. 

Now, lady,” said Seeta to Mrs. Mostyn, “ choose your 
garland from the basket, and throw Tt into the middle of the 
water, and wish what you please. I have made mine long ago.” 
And Mrs. Mostyn took up a garland of white flowers and did as 
Seeta bid her. They all watched it sail steadily down and dis¬ 
appear. It was now Grace’s turn. “ She need not tell us what 
she wishes,” said Seeta to Mrs. Mostyn, with a sly smile; “ that 
she can keep in her own heart. Ah! she is lucky too. See 
how hers floats aw r ay safely. Now it is my turn. Look! 0, I 
am so happy i ” she cried, clasping her hands. “ God hears me. 
Look! ”—and she suddenly turned to Grace—“ it is gone too ! ” 
But Cyril, who had been watching with an amused interest, and 
from his position could see the farthest outwards, observed the 
garland, whirled by an eddy to a rock at the side, caught by 
the rushing water, and, broken, disappear. He said nothing, 
for Seeta would have been distressed; but the little incident 
was never forgotten. 

Then they walked up to the knoll where they had first seen 
the fall, and Grace sketched in the outline and put in some 
light washes of colour; while Cyril made a separate sketch of 
this group for her foreground : but it was growing late; and 
after watching the sun sinking into the ■west behind distant 
ranges of dim mountains, and the gorgeous changes of the sky, 
orange and sea-green, and crimson-purple and gold, they re¬ 
turned to the tents. 

And the evening was very pleasant. "With closed tent-doors 
and the curtains let down, the friends chatted on, after dinner 
and tea, and sang to Cyril’s guitar, and Seeta drank in their 
sweet voices greedily. How quickly resorve had passed away ; 
and how happy she was now ! Then they asked her to sing, 
and Cyril bid her sing what she had first sung to him ; “ when 
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"1‘was wounded,” he kidded, to Grace, “and she nursed me.” 
,4nd Seeta shyly consented ; and, tuning Cyril’s guitar to a 
simple chord, sang the sweet plaintive melody, “1 eould not 
speak with him,” which Cyril translated, at Grace’s request. 
Perhaps my readers will not object to the song entire, and I 
wish I eould write them the plaintive melody also; but unless 
Mr. Arthur Sullivan will arrange' the musie, who will ever 
know it ?— 


I eould not speak with him, 

Those fondest words that I had treasured up to tell; 

My streaming eyes were dim 
With weary tears, which then, alas! unheeded fell. 

Eurte blows the bitter wind, 

Cold is the driving rain, nor place I have to dwell, 

Ah, me ! from them unkind, 

No pitying word, no sheltering love I iind. 

Ah, now, I vainly cry, 

Bartst thou but liv’d, dear lord, dear heart, so fondly loved, 

Thou wouldst not see me die 
So desolate, nor fail that love so long, so truly, proved— 

Rest, rest, 0 breaking heart! 

Peace eoinetli soon to thee that nought hath ever moved. 

Ah, why delay thy dart? 

Kind death, take me to him that never more we part. 

‘It is a sad song; but I am very fond of it,” said Cyril. 
“ She ean speak to me fast enough now, though,” he continued, 
laughing; “ and that is growing quite an old story now.” 

I do not think Grace Mostyn slept very soundly that night. 
Perhaps she was too tired and too excited; perhaps the girl’s 
sad song haunted her; but I think there was another much 
more painful reason—in a dream, one of the sweetest of her 
young life, being broken. Ah! she must not think of him 
now—never again, as she had thought, happily for a brief time 
only. 

Next morning, when it was daylight, they met again, and 
the friends took their eups of hot eoffee, together before they 
separated; and Seeta eame in comfortably muffled up in a 
shawl, and the ladies kissed her and bid her good-bye. She 
must come back soon, and then they should know eaeh other 
better. So they went on their several ways. They might not 
meet again, they thought, for months. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

SOCIETY AT NOOUrOOR. 

The middle of February bad arrived, and the Thirty-fourth and 
other regiments at Barrackpoor had neither been idle nor grown 
indifferent to the matters they had at heart; and their private 
meetings were more frequent, and the tone of the men had 
beeome more savage and resolute. The news they had spread 
to stations in Upper India had done its work; and their friends 
everywhere assured them of sympathy and help, as eoneerned 
the cartridges and every other insidious attempt of the English 
against their easte and religion. In what form this feeling 
should be demonstrated had not, perhaps, then been decided; 
but their stern resolutions had not been shaken, and as the 
combination proceeded the hopes of all rose in proportion. 
Sumbut 1914 was near—that terrible year of pestilence, famine, 
tumults, wars, and destruction, which was to overwhelm their old 
masters, the ' l ICoompani,” in a destruction as wide and awful 
as it would be complete ; and every one believed alike. Hindoos 
of all elasses who heard or read the yearly almanacs, knew the 
dire prophcey to have been calculated exaetly a hundred years 
before, after Clive’s vietory of Plassey; and, as fixed by plane¬ 
tary influences and injunctions, believed it was irrevocable. 
The Sepoys had completed their eontraet of a hundred years of 
faithful serviee, and yet their masters were now seeking, as 
they believed, in a bitter proselytizing spirit, to defile them and 
pollute their saered easte, which was more precious than life, 
for without it life with honour would be dead. AVhat cause 
had they given for this outrage on their faith—a faith which 
they had maintained unsullied for thousands of years ? Hud 
they not marched devotedly through the bitter snows and frosts 
of Afghanistan and the burning plains of India, everywhere 
shedding their best blood, while their achievements were splendid 
victories ? Yet now, all seemed to bo forgotten and rudely flung 
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aside. The gieased cartridges was the first attempt of their 
infatuated masters in the direction which was but too surely 
manifest, and must be resisted to the death. Nothing had ever 
been done before like this ; but Sumbut 1914 had already thrown 
its dark shadow on the dial of time, and its behests must be’ 
obeyed. There might, there would be, a straggle to amaze the 
world ; but it must come, and .the Koompani Bahadoor must 
expire in blood. 

Still no outward demonstration was made by the men of any 
of the regiments at Barrackpoor, and parades and ordinary 
duties went on as usual. There were mysterious fires in the 
cantonment; the telegraph office, and occasionally an officer’s 
bungalow, were burned down ; and thus a condition of unrest 
arose among the English residents-and officers, which was very 
painful to all—for there was a conviction, fast spreading, that 
these fires were not accidental. Nothing, however, could be 
discovered ; and by a strange coincidence, as it seemed, news of 
similar occurrences arrived from Eanee Gunje; but there was 
no outbreak anywhere. That event was now, however, very 
near. The delegates sent by Azrael Pande and the meeting we 
know of, carried letters to the Nineteenth, at Berhampoor, and 
found that regiment excited in many respects by the prevailing 
rumours; but they had heard nothing for certain till about the 
middle of February, when a detachment of the Thirty-fourth 
arrived on escort duty, and was followed by another of the same 
corps a week after. The wild stories told by the first, of the 
prevalent apprehension by the Brahmins of the Temple of 
Kalee,” and others, were confirmed with exaggerated particularity 
by the second; and the tale of the low-caste Lascar who had 
taunted a Brahmin Sepoy with loss of caste because of the 
greased cartridges, was repeated, and flew from mouth to mouth, 
exciting terror and amazement. The Nineteenth drank in the 
poison greedily, and with childish credulity had, the morning 
after, mutinied on parade, and refused to take the blank ammu¬ 
nition served out to them. It is true the men afterwards sub¬ 
mitted and did their duty ; hut, in connection with other 
current events of the month, this outbreak augmented the 
universal feeling of disquiet and suspicion at every station of 
the army where the news was read. Everywhere had the 
question of the cartridges been discussed. New means of 
greasing them had been invented and practised, to which the 
men had made no objections; but nevertheless the mistrust- 
on both sides did not diminish, it increased; and the case of 
the Nineteenth, though the men had committed no overt act 
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of violence, showed what might occur anvwhere and at any 
time. 

A sentence of disbandment had been at once recorded 
against that regiment by the Supreme Council; and it was 
ordered down tp Barrackpoor. The men knew nothing, and 
suspected nothing : on the contrary, indeed, it may be easily 
believed, looked forward with high pleasure to meeting their 
friends of the Thirty-fourth, and other regiments there. Mean¬ 
while Calcutta was strengthened by the arrival of Her Majesty’s 
Eighty-fourth in the steamer which had been sent for it to 
Rangoon ; there were many anxious consultations with the 
General then in command of Barrackpoor, who assembled his 
troops and told them of the fate of the Nineteenth as a warning, 
and spoke to them in his well-known, kindly, popular, and' 
persuasive manner. Nevertheless, an undercurrent of treason 
discovered itself now and then; and an attempt was made one 
day to tamper with the native officer who commanded the 
guard over the mint of Calcutta. 

On Sunday, the 29th of March, a new incident occurred,, 
which excited fresh alarm. My readers will not, perhaps, have 
forgotten Mungul Pande, Azrael’s nephew, a Sepoy in the 
Thirty-fourth, who, having heard his uncle’s address, had 
brooded over it, perhaps, more tkafi others of his comrades— 
had burned with impatience for the day of rising, and had with 
difficulty been restrained from violence. That day the jemadar, 
at whose house the former meeting had been held, was on duty 
in command of the regimental quarter-guard; and, possibly, 
the event had been arranged between them. Be that as it may, 
as Mungul Pande heard of the landing of a party of European 
soldiers on the river-bank that afternoon, he took up his sword 
and musket, and calling through the lines of his regiment for 
all to follow him, rushed on the parade-ground. 

It was said he was intoxicated with bhang ; but I think his 
religious ardour and thirst for blood supply ample motives for 
the frenzy that possessed him. No one interfered with him or 
checked him; but no one supported him. He fired at the ser¬ 
geant-major and at the adjutant, and wounded them both badly 
with his sword. Meanwhile the parade-ground was crowded 
by Sepoys; but no one attempted to capture or shoot down 
the furious mutineer, who was shouting to his comrades to join 
him and fight for the faith, with every term of persuasion and 
adjuration. After a time, the noble old General, his three sons, 
and other officers arrived, and rode at once upon Mungul Pande. 
He did not flinch, or .-make an attempt at escape; but, after a 
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moment’s hesitation as to whether he should kill his commander, 
lost heart, and turning his piece against himself, fired, and fell 
to the ground. He was not, however, dead, and wa£ carried 
away into confinement. 

If the Thirty-fourth had then risen, it is far from improbable 
that the other regiments would have joined them; but, in fear 
of the Eighty-fourth, they all hesitated, and sent out emissaries 
to the Nineteenlli, then only ten miles distant, from whom, 
however, there was no response; and on the morning of the 
31st, that regiment—now penitent, and praying to be pardoned, 
declaring they would serve ovci the sea, and beseeching their 
old General to let them punish the Thirty-fourth, who had 
seduced them—marched upon the parade-ground at Barraekpoor, 
piled arms, and eeased to he soldiers. But further ignominy or 
dishonour was spared them. “ My sons,” said the General as 
he addressed the native regiments drawn up, u yonder go four 
hundred Brahmins, and a hundred and fifty Bajpoots, safe in 
their caste and religion, free to worship where they please; 
would it have been so if their pollution had been desired by 
the English?’ So, for a time, all was again tranquil, and local 
anxiety, in some sort, subsided; but the first blood had been 
shed on both sides, which was to swell into a torrent ere it 
quenched the fire that smouldered. Muugul Pande, and the 
jemadar known to us, were tried as soon as possible, found 
guilty by their hro+h^r officers, and hanged; but even that 
stern example did not neutralize the evil leaven of the Thirty- 
fourth, or that of any regiment which witnessed the executions; 
and as the news of them spread rapidly through the native 
army, the thirst for revengo became stronger. There had been 
two martyrs to their faith already, and their fate was accepted 
as a new proof of what would befal others. Of all present, the 
Thirty-fourth was perhaps most deeply and most justly sus¬ 
pected, and its partial disbandment was a question which 
relnainecl for future solution. 

Meanwhile Xourpoor continued in its usual dulness. As 
the hot weather approached, the English residents saw less and 
less of each other, and although the hospitable mansion of the 
Judge was ever open, and Mrs. Mostyn led the society as well 
as she could, I think she almost wearied of the heavy task. 
Grace tried very hard to bring out pretty Lucy Home’s talents, 
if she had any, played easy duetts with her patiently, and 
attempted to teach her to draw; but it was all very uphill 
work—the girl was forgetting the little she had ever learned, 
and, perhaps, she had never learned enough to induce herself 
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to take more trouble. “ It was so hot,” slie said, and therewith 
all her energy departed. It was hot, certainly ; but Grace and 
her sister, when the house was shut up early, found the days 
still very bearable, and the evenings and mornings were 
cool and pleasant; and a brisk eanter in the fresh morning air, 
and a drive in the evenings, kept them strong and well, and the 
roses did not desert their fair cheeks. 

I will not say that Captain Hobson was as useful in their 
music as Cyril Brandon had been, but he was useful neverthe¬ 
less ; and his fine rich baritone voice blended with Mrs. 
Mostyn’s and Grace’s in many a duett and trio very charmingly, 
and his violoncello almost lived now in a corner of the drawing¬ 
room, and much was done with it. Hobson was a fine stalwart 
fellow, of great stature and strength, with a grand, curly, dark- 
brown beard falling over his chest, moustachios of a lighter tint, 
and strong, wavy brown hair—very handsome, too, with keen, 
steel-blue eyes, a laughing mouth, a short, strong, resolute nose, 
and a rich, ruddy brown colour,' full of health and vigour. 
Hobson had highly distinguished himself in the Sikh war, and 
was a dashing sabreur , before whose sword many a brawny Sikh 
champion had gone down, not, however, without leaving 
mementoes in the shape of sharp sabre cuts about his person. 
Every one knew that Hobson’s father had "offered him a hand¬ 
some allowance if he would come home and settle, and that in 
the course of nature he would inherit a good property; but 
Hobson was essentially a soldier, devoted to his profession, fond 
and proud of the regiment he now commanded ; and the regard 
of the men for him equalled, or seemed to equal, his for them. 
Not very learned, perhaps, was he, or studious, though he had 
passed creditable examinations ; nor did he read much of any¬ 
thing ; his only accomplishment was music, of which he was 
passionately fond. 

Could such a man, continually in our sweet Grace Mostyn’s 
company, fail to be touched by her beauty, her grace, her rare 
accomplishments, and her charming good-nature? It was quite 
impossible that it should be so; and yet he saw no ehance 
of exciting more than a friendly—very friendly, if you will— 
interest in him. He "was no vain fool to risk that which he 
knew he must risk and lose in any precipitate attempt to win 
her; but, with all his heart, he would have given her his 
strong, manly love if he had thought there was a chance of its 
being accepted. I am sure the Judge and Mrs. Mostyn had 
many a private talk together on the subject, and had Grace 
evinced any hopeful feeling, would have given her to him very 
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cheerfully; but there was no such demonstration— not the 
slightest—and they respected her feelings in eareful abstinenee 
from the subject. I am afraid, too, that Mrs. Home and poor 
Luey were in despair at seeing the evident defeetion of the 
dashing Captain, who, though kind as ever, did not seek Lucy 
nor come to the house more than he could help. 

“ I’m not equal to Grace Mostyn, mamma,” she said one day, 
with a sigh, and some genuine tears, “and I never shall be; 
and Captain Hobson doesn’t cave a bit for me now ”—in which 
conclusion, indeed, she was quite correct. 

There were others at the station, however, to whom the 
maternal solicitude gradually extended itself. “ There are as 
good fisli in the sea, my darling,” she observed, “ as ever came 
out of it; and you needn’t despair of catching one of them, 
sooner perhaps than you think; ” and Lucy, who knew she was 
to bo married some day, because sho was very nice, and very 
pretty, grew content to wait. 

As to the rest of the Noorpoor society at that period I have 
nothing to record. Elders read the papers and diseussed the 
cartridge question, with other topics of the day, at early break¬ 
fast, and at the messes. Youngsters went out shooting and hog¬ 
hunting, or made parties to the Gao Mookh, on the beauties 
of which Mr. Mostyn never ceased to descant—played at 
billiards, attended the band, studied ITindostanee, and killed 
time as best they eould. As for the ladies, there is little to 
record of them. Mrs. Hill might have proved a pleasant com¬ 
panion for Mrs. Mostyn and Grace, hut there were eogent 
reasons for not going out at present, and she obeyed them; and, 
perhaps, to Mrs. Jones and Mrs. Smith the excitement of Seeta’s 
preseneo in the station was wanting, for the Ayah assured them 
she would never return, and her mistress’s investigations were 
directed into other local subjects as before. But the' Brigadier, 
watchful over all, grew more and more uneasy. 

“What do you think ot the news this morning?” said 
Mr. Mostyn to the Brigadier, who paid him an early visit one 
day, but would not go into the drawing-room where the ladies 
were sitting, and requested to see him alone. Mr. Mostyn had 
not yet gone to his court; he was engaged in reading oyer the 
papers of a new suit—Bam Das v. Seeta Bye, widow, and 
Narendra, banker—in regard to the property at Gokulpoor, 
which had lately been instituted, and had disturbed him not 
a little. 

“I don’t like it at all,” he replied, “not at all. I don’t 
know where the mistake is, but there is one somewhere. Why 
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should this cartridge question have arisen ? Surely we have 
wise men enough at the head of affairs to know the extreme 
danger of any attempt to introduce these new-fangled arms. 
Let the English regiments have them by all means, and the 
more the better—they will be all the stronger; but why on 
earth we should seek to make Jack Sepoy as strong as ourselves, 
passes my comprehension. Quern Deus, etc., you know.” 

“ I hope it’s not come to that,” replied the Judge, smiling. 

“ I really don’t know that it is ■ not, Mostyn,” returned the 
Brigadier. “ I cannot assure myself at all. I have letters from 
Umballa, from Meerut, from the Punjab, Dinapoor, and other 
places, and they are mostly to the same purport: mistrust 
everywhere'—every one uneasy—and yet perseverance in this 
most absurd and dangerous project. Now, you see, the first 
blood has been shed—I pray God it maj 1- be the last! But 
I fear not; there is too much mischief in the air, and combina¬ 
tion has gone too far, as is evident from the case of the Nine¬ 
teenth, iand the news we receive by the papers. I knew that 
regimenjt, though I never belonged to it, and a nicer one, or 
easier to command, I never met with; the men mostly Brahmins 
and Rajpoots—grand, high-caste fellows every one of them; and 
I don’t think they could have been properly managed, or they 
would not have been the first to commit themselves. But they 
are gone now; and ifr spite of their eheer to Hearsey, will 
spread their poison everywhere; and if Government disbands 
the Thirty-fourth, as it is said they will do, they will follow 
their friends, and set every station in a blaze. They are as bad 
a lot as the old Thirty-fourth were, and that’s saying a good 
deal.” 

“ And how are we here ? ” asked the Judge. “ I don’t hear 
of anything unusual.” 

“ Nor have I, nor are we likely to hear,” replied the Briga¬ 
dier ; “and we are safe so far, that we are not likely to have 
the cartridges sent to us. We are happily out of the way: and 
I think and hope that till the Sepoys are actually trodden on, 
they will not turn on us; but there is no harm in taking 
precautions, I think, and that’s what I have come to speak 
with you about; and I can do so here without danger of being 
heard.” 

“ By all means speak freely, and let me know your plans,” 
said the Judge; “no one can hear us, and the ladies are in the 
drawing-room.” 

“ Well, then,” continued the Brigadier, “ we should contrive 
some place of security, and the old fort appears to me very well 
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adapted for the purpose. I went over it yesterday, and though 
some of the buildings are ruinous, no doubt, yet there are others 
whioli, at a pinch, might be made very serviceable and weather¬ 
proof. Now, ean you help me to clean it all out? You might, 
for instance, employ all the prisoners you can spare; by-and-by 
I shall be able to help you with Lasears and Coolies. My 
beginning the work might exeite surprise; but your doing so 
would not be notieed. What do you say? Mind, no one is to 
know of this but you and me. 55 

“ You anticipate an outbreak, then ? ” said Mr. Mostyn 
quietly. 

“ To say the truth, I fear one, and for tho reasons I have 
given. I only hope I may be wrong, and then I will give you 
leave to laugh at me as xnuoh as you please. I wish Brandon 
were here, that we might have the advantage of his clear head; 
but I suppose he will not return for some time.” 

“I don’t think he will,” replied the Judge; “this is his 
busiest time; but he ean be sent for—a word from me would 
bring him in at onee. And now I think over your project, I 
like it, and I will order the prisoners in to-morrow. I will go 
into the fort this evening and sec what there is to do, and 
I will write confidentially to Brandon to-day. I dare say he 
will come as soon as he can; but he could do nothing, at present, 
more than ourselves.” 

• “Nor ean any one, Mostyn, exeept take precautions. We 
have enough of Europeans and gnus to defend the place against 
all eomors, exeept they had regular artillery; and it is on the 
‘pale faces’ that our seeurity, humanly speaking, depends. 
Enough, then, for the present.” And the Brigadier shook hands 
and departed, while Mr. Mostyn wrote to Cyril explaining what 
had been determined upon. 44 1 wish Rose and Grace were at 
the Hills safely,” he said, with a sigh; “ but Rose won’t hear 
of that, and if there is the remotest chance of trouble, would 
be more determined to stay than ever; so, perhaps, it is best 
a^ it is.” 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

A WIDOW INDEED. 

Narendra had returned from Benares, and had fulfilled the 
injunctions of the Noorpoor Punch ayet and his Gooroo; per¬ 
formed all the neeossary eeremonies and purifications, and 
brought letters from the eliief Brahmins and heads of his own 
easte guilds, certifying, not only that he was pure, but that 
he had bestowed large sums in charity, and had entertained 
his easte at a sumptuous feast where he had eaten with all. 
For these reasons, and his great wisdom and respectability, he 
was commended to the friendship and protection of the Gooroo, 
and the goldsmiths’ easte everywhere. 

On his arrival at Noorpoor, Narendra had not, as may be 
surmised, found Mr. Brandon and his grand-daughter; but he 
entertained his easte people, who received him joyfully, and 
wrote to Cyril, requesting him, if possible, to come to Shah 
Gunje, for he had mueh to fell which he dared not write by 
the ordinary post from Benares. In addition to the certificates 
regarding himself, he had requested one in respect of his grand¬ 
daughter, for whose offeree, if there had been one, he maintained 
he had atoned as mueh as for his own; but this was not so 
readily procured. • Wamun Bhut pleaded for her to the Brah¬ 
mins, and obtained from them continuation of his own views 
on the subject of the marriage, which was all he desired; 
hut the goldsmiths’ guild was more difficult to manage. The 
members of it resented the marriage, which they declared 
united the easte to an unbeliever, defiled by eating cows’ flesh. 
He could never be purified, nor his wife, so long as she lived 
with him; but she might nevertheless visit her grandfather 
and aunt, and might live in the house; but she must eat apart 
from them, and the household utensils must not be used in 
common. This was all Narendra could obtain, and he thought, 
though he did not show it to the guild, it might satisfy Seeta. 
In any ease, there was no appeal now. Some of the Benares 
guild had even blustered, and declared that Seeta must separate 
from Mr. Brandon; come to Benares, bathe in the granges, have 
her head shaved, and her bangles broken off, wear eoarse clothes, 
and comport herself as a widow. But there were others who 
looked upon her with more pity when they heard her history, 
comprehended the high honour of the English gentleman, and 
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thought hopefully of the connection ; and they were happily 
the most numerous. 

Thus Narendra was ready to receive his grand-daughter; 
and, in consultation with Wamun Blrut, a proper day was 
ascertained, by certain conjunctions of the planets, on which 
she should enter the house again after her long absence. How 
earnestly and anxiously did Aunt Ella yearn to see her child 
once more, from whom she had never been separated so long 
before in her life! What stories she had to tell her of the 
journey, cf Benares, of holy temples and shrines, of the crowd 
of pilgrims, the fearful Jogees and Bairagees, who filled the 
streets, and the stately processions and ceremonies! 

Dear Aunt Ella was much altered, and by no means im¬ 
proved, by the results of her journey and her vows. The soft 
grey hair, always so neatly braided over her temples before, and 
made up in an ample knot behind, was now gone; her head was 
clean-shaved, and an unsightly stubble often covered her skull, 
which the barber only could remove. Her plain, homely features 
seem to have grown larger and eoarser under this process, though 
their kindly, loving expression still remained, and would never 
alter. Formerly her clothing was handsome, if not costly; she 
had dressed herself as became the widow of a man who, though 
she had borne him no children, had yet been able to leave her 
a comfortable portion, which her brother employed well and 
profitably for her. It provided for all her wants; and her 
brother, too, was fond of seeing her wear good elothes, and gave 
her handsome silk and muslin sarees, as he did to Seeta— on 
festival days—sarees with rich borders of gold thread or silk, 
costing much money. 

Now all these were gone : and instead, a greyish white 
garment of scanty dimensions, v/hich reached only a little 
below her knees, made of a thin woollen serge, very mean¬ 
looking and uncomfortable, was all that she was allowed. 
Bodice she had none; and her right arm appeared naked to 
the shoulder, the skin being fair to the point at her elbow 
where the former sleeve had reached, and the rest brown, which 
gave her a patched appearance very disagreeable to see. She 
wore no golden anklets over her instep, pleasant to hear, as 
their tiny bells chinked as she moved about, warnings to lazy 
wenches in the kitchen to stop gossip and do their work. No 
golden bangles or bracelets were now on her aims or wrists,' 
no earrings, and no massive gold zone round her trim waist;— 
all that she was allowed was a plain silver bangle on each arm 
above the elbow, and a silver ring round her neck. She had 
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often laughed at herself—ay, and cried too — as she looked in 
a glass; but now Seeta was coming, and Mr. Brandon, what 
would they think of her? “And they would have made her 
like me,” said the old lady to herself, “ some of them; but she 
is safe now with the English.” 

I think Aunt Ella was afraid at first to venture through the 
town to Wamun Bhut’s temple, for fear rude boys should laugh 
at her in her changed condition; but she was not naturally 
timorous. Daily ceremonies had to be performed, and no one 
eould do them but herself; so one day she tucked up her short 
garment, till her sturdy legs could be seen above her knees, 
threw a sheet over her shoulders, took a long staff to keep off 
the dogs, and marched boldly out; and much surprised and 
gratified was the old lady to find that most people seemed to 
respect her more than before! Men and women joined their 
hands and put them up to their noses and foreheads, and many of 
the women touched their feet and breast, and made their children 
do so too, and asked her for her blessing — all of which was 
very new and pleasant. They had not done this when she wore 
fine clothes, and on festival days sailed majestically through 
the streets up to the temple, her rich sarce of thick purple silk 
glistening and rustling as she walked, with the heavy gold zone 
clasped in front over it; and the popular demeanour now, was, 
I am sure, a great consolation to the pious worthy woman. 

Besides, she had learned some new holy texts and charms at 
Benares, which were most acceptable to all her household gods, 
and to Krishna, whom in particular she worshipped at the 
temple. She was the only woman in Shah Gunje who had seen 
the holy mother Gunga and the Sacred City; and in these 
respects she had an immense and most enviable superiority over 
all her old cronies and gossips, who came to visit her by scores, 
to ask her to relate her adventures. Seeta, perhaps, was 
seldom enquired after. She had voluntarily gone out from among 
them to the English, of whom they knew nothing; and most of 
her friends considered that Aunt Ella’s transformation was in¬ 
tended as an expiation of her own sin in allowing Seeta to depart, 
and they accepted it as such with devout thankfulness. 

When Seeta heard of her grandfather’s and Aunt Ella’s re¬ 
turn from Benares safe and pure, she was very thankful, and 
made her offerings at the temples of the town near which Cyril’s 
camp was: fed some Brahmins, and comported herself as a 
Hindoo woman ought to do when those dear to her, who have 
been absent on long and difficult journeys, return safely. Cyril 
wished her to go at once to Shah Gunje, where she would arrive 
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on the third or fourth day, perhaps, and the police should 
escort her all the way; but she said truly, that she wished them 
to get settled: that she should be in their way if she went too 
soon, and that he might depend her grandfather would write 
when it was fitting for her to come, and a proper day had been 
fixed by Wamun Bliut. So about a fortnight had passed when 
the long-expected letter came from Narendra, addressed to them 
both, and sprinkled over with red colour and gold-leaf dust, as 
it were for a marriage. 

Narendra, in truth, was very happy except for one care, 
which must be told to Mr. Brandon only. Ilis business had 
been very .prosperous during his absence, and his manager had 
done his duty well. lie had himself brought large orders for 
local produce from Mirzapoor—others would follow, and his 
agency accounts would show large balances at the close of the 
mercantile year. What was he to do with bis growing wealth ? 
Whom had he to leave it to? Should Seeta have children, he 
might bestow much upon them; but there must be an adoption. 
He had taken the solemn sacraments at Benares, the brand of 
which on his broad chest was still white where the skin had 
peeled off, and he had been admonished, both by the Punchayet 
and the Brahmins, that he must not be neglectful while ) et 
string ftud well, in regard to a provision for the ceremonies for 
the repose of his soul after death, which only a male heir could 
perform. There was no hurry, however, about this, and he had 
already fixed his mind upon a youth, the son of a distant relative 
who resided at Nagpoor, of whom he heard a good aecount. 
Yes, he would invite him to Shah Gunje, and if he proved 
worthy, he should reside with him and be his son. 

Mr. Brandon was punctual to his time, and Seeta went direct 
to her old home. How pleasant it was to look again on the 
familiar scenes of her childhood, and how vividly the dread 
event of her husband’s murder flashed on her memory as she 
passed Gokulpoor in her palankeen when the sun was rising! 
She could not look on the old house, and shut the doors of her 
palkee; but women of the village were assembled to welcome 
her, and they put their hands over her, and cracked their fingers 
"as they had done many a time before. Thenee, every tree, every 
field, every hamlet, was familiar to her; and as she reached the 
last rising ground and looked over the pretty town, she saw her 
grandfather’s house overtopping those around it, and the dear 1 
oriel window where she used to sit and watch—then without 
hope. 

Nothing had changed outwardly; but in herself she could 
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already trace much change. New thoughts, new aspirations, 
new incentives to exertion, had taken the place of those old 
dreamy studies of hers, which perhaps in some degree had lost 
their savour. Though as yet she knew but little English, her 
husband’s mind was a book which unfolded itself to her more 
and more eveiy day. What countless stores of knowledge did 
he not seem to her to have treasured up! While to him, to 
train and satisfy her intelligence was always a pleasant and 
grateful task. There was no dulness or apathy to encounter ; on 
the contrary, a bright, keen, deep-thinking mind, full of the 
truest enthusiasm and perseverance, never tiring him, but 
indeed watching him with an earnest reverence and love which 
deeply affected him, and in which he found rest when he was 
wearied by his day’s work. 

One great trouble which possessed Cyril at first was, how he 
should amuse Seeta : whether her thoughts, after the first excite¬ 
ment had passed away, would not revert to her old life and its 
humble pleasures and occupations, and she would pine for them. 
But they had not; and thus the mutual esteem had increased. 
Their life had not changed from what it had been from the 
beginning. His own work never altered from day to day. The 
routine of official papers, references, suits, and hearing petitions 
read, went on like so much clockwork, and varied only in the 
subjects for consideration and decision, some investigations into 
matters which required alteration and reform, promising valu¬ 
able results. What was possible in regard to new roads, 
school-houses, bridges, police-stations, and other public worKs, 
had too a full share of his attention. Cyril had taught himself 
simple surveying and plotting, which proved useful to him in 
settling many a boundary dispute which* had cost blood in old 
times, and which perhaps, in some cases, fhe parties concerned 
would have preferred being left an open question. Thus every 
new proposal or report that he submitted, carried with it proof 
of having been well considered by himself, and the authorities 
to whom they were forwarded, felt a conviction that an earnest, 
right-thinking man was doing his work with conscientious 
labour and ability. 

Is this a digression? I hope not; for it is well for my 
readers to know how one man, with perhaps one English and a 
few native assistants, governs a province in India as large as one 
of the divisions of Ireland—as populous, perhaps more so— 
accepts the responsibility of such a task, and fulfils its duties, 
multifarious as they may be. Such men as Cyril Brandon exist 
in scores; earnest, laboridus, and striving for the prosperity and 
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comfort of the people committed to their charge, conscious, 
doubtless, of many shortcomings, but still striving, and, as I 
think, not in vain. 

But while wo have been thinking of such matters, Seeta has 
passed the town gate, sees everywhere through tbe chink of the 
palankeen doors, which she had not opened, familiar faces, hears 
familiar street cries, sees old friends at their doors and shops, 
and none altered. It is as though she had been there only 
yesterday, and yet she had been absent some months, and had 
travelled all over the broad district. * Then came the chowke, 
and the early sellers of firewood and vegetables and eggs, and 
the flower-woman with her garlands for morning worship. And 
when the bearers turned into the old archway, and jars of water 
were broken before her, and the guard of Bahtores, with Devee 
Singh at their head, salaamed to her, she knew she was once 
more at home. When the palankeen was put down on the 
ground in the inner court, she stepped out quickly, and in a 
moment Aunt Ella’s arms were around her as of old, while the 
wife of Wamun Bhut waved over her, from head to foot, a tray 
with lighted lamps and grain, pulse, and flowers upon it, and 
some of the sacred powders and ashes, with which her forehead 
was marked. A row of women sang one of the welcome hymns, 
as to a bride, and on the top of the steps jwas the noble figure of 
her grandfather, his arms stretched out to her with a glad cry 
of joy. Then Secta touched his feet reverently as he put his 
hands on her head—nor do I think either could have spoken— 
and she was led by Aunt Ella, the women singing the hymn 
before her and carrying lighted lamps, to the altar she had 
always tended, and, she took some cool ashes from it and passed 
them over her forehead and eyes, as she had used to do. Truly 
her welcome had been complete and happy ! 

It is not thought lucky among the people of India to notice 
that friends look well; on the contrary, a curious custom prevails 
of bewailing altered appearances after absence, of regretting how 
thin they have become, and the like; and as they stood there, 
good Aunt Ella, whose tears had flowed plenteously as Seeta 
stepped out of her palankeen, now wiped her eyes, and condoled 
with her child on her miserable condition of body; but at the 
same time she was passing her hands over her, and felt an in¬ 
ward satisfaction at finding her child very round, and firm, and 
plump, with her cheeks glowing with health—very different 
indeed from what she was when she left. And this truly was 
the ease. Constant change of air, and exercise, a light, happy 
heart, pleasant occupations, and Cyril Brandon’s love, had con- 
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■verted the pale, morbid girl that she remembered, into a new 
reature, full of life and health. 

Dear Aunt Ella at the same moment was undergoing a 
imilar serutiny from her child, who now had time to notiee the 
itter and painful change. Aunt Ella’s garment had fallen from 
ner head, and showed the shining knobby skull which had been 
newly shaved, and gave so painfully grotesque an appearance to 
her features. Seeta’s eye ran over the seanty, homely dress, and 
her heart was pained. “ Sueh would they have made me,” she 
thought, as she turned away almost with a shudder. 

We may leave her, however, to Aunt Ella’s eare, and to 
reeeive visitors after her old fashion, who erowded to see the 
“ English lady,” believing they should find her altered. But 
Seeta received all in her own old simple fashion, as she sat at the 
oriel window, and looked out with a blessed sense of peaee on 
the dear white tents. And we may now follow Narendra, who 
went up to Cyril’s eamp before his daily work should begin. 
How thankful the old man was. to see him again, and how 
grateful for his eare of Seeta, I neefl not relate; and when the 
first enquiries were over, Brandon led hpn to the subject nearest 
his own heart, and nearest perhaps to Narendra’s. 

“I will not speak here,” said the old banker, “of what I 
know; eorne to the temple with me—the priests’ room is empt'% 
and it is but a step. We have to be very cautious; ” and Cyril 
put on his hat and followed him. 

“ It is all worse than I thought to the eastward—mueh 
worse. It was so bad at Benares that I dare not write,” said 
Narendra excitedly, as they sat down. 

“ What is worse ? ” asked Cyril, somewhat amazed. 

“ Have you not heard them—the reports about the destruc¬ 
tion of easte? Ah ! I am glad you have not, for they are very 
awful and terrible; and men’s minds are most unsettled. Whence 
they eame I know not; but there were rumours at Benares and 
Mirzapoor, that the very salt and flour we eat, the grain we 
grind, was being, and would be, polluted; that caste was to 
perish, and we were all to beeome sweepers. These rumours, 
sir, were spreading fast. Every one talked of them ; and many, 

I am sorry to say, believed them. There were reports, too ? of 
the advanee of the Russians and the Persians, who had beaten the 
English, and of the Dehly family rising under them to power; 
and, alas! there were to be no English; the Sepoys were to 
destroy them, beeause of the greased cartridges.” 

“ So you heard that too, Narendra ?'” 

“I could not fail to do so, Mr. Brandon. The people said 
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the Sepoys were to be defiled first, then they would not hesitate 
to coerce all other Hindoos. It was all part of the same plan. 
The very priests in the temples said there would be no worship 
there till after Sumbut 1914, and then it would be Christian, if 
the English did not die/' 

“ And was all this openly talked about?" asked Cyril. 

“Not openly, perhaps, but the vory air seemed full of it; 
the water one drank, and the food one ate, seemed to taste of it. 
Every one seemed craving for blood— the blood of the Feringees 
—to wash out the stain on their faith. It was madness, sheer 
madness, Mr. Brandon ; and 0, sir, when a whole people become 
mad, who or what can stay them ? and who can avert the 
prophecies of the coming year, which all have watched for with 
intense interest for a hundred years past ? True, many an evil 
prophecy has passed by happily, but this already heralds its 
own fulfilment. Sepoy regiments have already mutinied ; many 
have bound themselves, they say, to resist caste pollution, and 
more will follow these examples. 0, Mr. .Brandon! go from 
us ; save yourself for the sake of your mother ; leave Seeta with 
me, and if we live through 1914, I will keep her for you safely; 
but save yourself, even for her sake! " 

Cyril was much touched, and troubled ; he had no doubt 
whatever of the old banker’s honour or veracity. “ Both are 
above suspicion," hecSaid to himself; “ but if there is mischief 
in the air or in the minds of the people, who can stay it?" He 
had sat without speaking, and Narendra again implored him to 
take measures for his own safety. 

“I doBrVthink you know me yet, Narendra," he said, smiling. 
“ I shall hot go, whatever happens. We English can die at our 
posts, but we never leave them. I am grateful that you have 
given me your confidence, and I will watch ; but do not break 
a word of this to Seeta. Docs Aunt Ella know of it ? " 

“ No, I think not. What I heard was among men ; they had 
not told the women," replied Narendra. 

“ And have you heard anything here ? " 

“Nothing, sir; though I and Wamun Bhut have been on 
the watch. But the bad wind will not be long beforo we 
feel the blast of its poison, and my last private despatches from 
Mirzapoor were full of alarm. I will show them to you if you 
wish." 

That night Cyril was alone, for they had detained Seeta, as 
he wished they should; so he wrote a long letter to Mostyn in 
answer to the one he had received, and as he knelt down, prayed 
that tumult and bloodshed might not arise in that fair land, in 
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whose government he felt, more strongly than ever, that he had 
a part—a very trifling one perhaps, but still a part. 

Before the week had expired, Cyril had received a more 
anxious letter from Mr. Mostyn than the first, begging him to 
come into Noorpoor even for a day, and that he should send a 
palankeen for him and station bearers halfway. This eould not 
be evaded, and sending on only his servant, and bidding Seeta 
make herself happy during his absence, he went into Noorpoor, 
leaving his tents standing. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

STRUGGLE AND VICTORY. 

“ Mem Sahib now know Kishnee not tell lie,” said Mis. Smith’s 
Ayah to her mistress, early in the morning after Mr. Brandon’s 
arrival at Noorpoor. “ Mr. Brandon, he come; but Seeta, she 
not come—no, not any more come, you see. Mr. Brandon, he 
tired of caste—caste, caste, always caste; plenty trouble come, 
and more cornin’—I know—goldsmith wife tell me ; she say no 
one eat with Seeta now, then Seeta (Very angry, give bad words 
to all. Then Gooroo say, will shave 'him head, make him widow. 
So Mr. Brandon—ah ! he dear good gentleman—he leave his 
black woman with old banker, and he come here, away, to Missy 
Mostyn.” 

Mrs. Smith’s Ayah was a Madras Christian woman, or called 
or believed herself one, and spoke a curious dialect of English, 
which, rude as it was, her mistress perfectly understood. I need 
hardly tell my readers that the ingenious fiction she had just 
related to her mistress had no foundation in fact. • The gold¬ 
smith’s wife had certainly speculated on the possibility of 
another caste fracas, and on what might happen if one arose; 
and this, by a simple mental process, had been converted into a 
reality, which was very racy, and exciting to her mistress. 

“ And serve her right,” cried Mrs. Smith, “if her head was 
shaved ! Such wretches,” she soliloquized, “ ought to be set on 
donkeys and carried through the bazaar, for seducing fine young 
fellows like Cyril Biandon. I wonder, too, what Mrs. Mostyn 
’will say now to her dear friend whom she kissed at the water- 
tall—pah! the nasty thing, I wouldn’t have touched her with 
the tongs.” 

And afterwards the affairs of poor little Seeta and Mr. 
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Brandon were very freely discussed by the trio of whom I have 
recorded particulars already, and the immediate marriage of 
Miss Mostyn to Cyril was accepted as a fact. 

Little thinking that his arrival had caused the sensation I 
have recorded, or could be attributed to any other motive than 
duty, Cyril gave himself up to the pleasant society of his friends 
with unmixed pleasure. Seeta was happy with her people ; he 
with the Mostyns again ; what could be more delightful ? It 
was true he could not stay long, but his presence evidently so 
cheered them all, and they seemed to rely so implicitly on his 
calm, clear judgment, that before the day was past he had 
dispelled much of the gloom hy which they had been overcast. 

But that gloom had not been without cause, and Mr. Mostyn 
hhd had no secrets from his wife. Again and again he had 
implored her to take Grace to the Hills and be safe ; but both 
had protested earnestly against any separation whatever. Both 
were strong and well, and on the score of health needed no 
change ; and should there be danger, they would be no safer 
there than with him—not so safe indeed—and tormented by 
anxieties for eaeh other. Letters Jiad been received from all 
quarters by the residents at the station, and others were daily 
arriving. Mr. Mostyn had received several anonymous warn¬ 
ings, evidently from native sources, telling him that, because he 
was honoured and respected, his safety, and that of his wife and 
sister, were to be accomplished only by his immediate departure 
from the station for England. “ Go to Bombay/’ was written in 
one of these letters; u you will be safe, tor the bad wind of 
Sumbut 1914 comes from the East. Another had been shot, 
tied to an arrow without a head, into the garden. Mrs. Mostyn 
and Grace had found it only the day before, and Mr. Mostyn 
and Cyril deciphered it between them. To Cyril’s perception, 
the style and the writing were like those of the letter he had 
received before the Dacoity in Narendra’s house; but that was 
in his desk at Shah Gunje, and all they could discover from the 
letter before them was, warning to be ready, to watch the native 
troops, to send their valuables into the fort, and to move into it 
on the lyrist sign of alarm. The writer was watching too, and 
would do good service, he wrote, because he loved the English. 

By the.-e alarms, the reports from English stations were con¬ 
firmed in their significance. No matter whence the letters came, 
the extreme west of the Punjab, or the oxtremest east of Bengal, 
the purport never varied. Youngsters made light of it in then- 
letters to each other; but more thoughtful elders grew graver 
and more stern. Everywhere now— for April had begun, and 
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Sumbut 1914 had been written in bankers* ledgers and letters 
from March 25—the same cry of destruction of caste was flying 
with fearful speed. It had reached Cawnpoor, Meerut, Agra, 
Dehly, Umballa, and was flying on to the Punjab. The result 
of the cartridge question at Umballa had been futile, though 
the Commander-in-Chief had addressed the Sepoys himself, and 
his kind speech had been faithfully translated to them. For 
one that believed the truth, there were tens of thousands who 
gave full credence to the lie; and the conviction seemed to be 
verified by the breaking out of fires in that cantonment, similar 
to those at Barrackpocr. 

Then followed the strange, mysterious incident of the 
chupatees, or unleavened cakes, which passed through the 
country like a fiery cross, with very unaccountable lapidity. 
No message came with them : whence they came and where they 
were to go, nobody knew. They were carried by runner^ from 
village to village all over the North-west, and as far south as 
Berar; not one escaped them, not one refused to make ten others 
&nd send them on. They were one of the many portents of the 
time, and have never sinee been accounted for. They passed 
Noorpoor, as they had other stations, and both Mr. Mostyn and 
Cyril endeavoured—as who in authority did not?—to trace 
them, or account for them—but to no purpose. 

As to the reports ±n the bazaars at Noorpoor, I might fill 
more than this ehapter with them. The childish credulity of 
the ordinary Hindoo native of India has no equal in the world. 
Trained in his youth to believe the astonishing, and to him 
beneficent, miracles of his gods, his mind is prepared, as it were, 
to receive any human exaggeration and invention without ques¬ 
tion, and for any cause. Perhaps, therefote, it is not strange 
that when the purport of the weird Sumbut 1914 was dissemi¬ 
nated, any rumour whatever that might arise, any portent that 
was visible or imagined, was accepted as a divine revelation, and 
believed in faith; and the air they breathed, as all felt and 
acknowledged, was filled with dire rumour and dread anticipa¬ 
tion. It seemed as if a mighty voleano were heaving, and only 
needed some fiery breath of air to explode, destroying all. 

Now, some one was coming with an army twenty miles 
broad and twenty miles long, which was to sweep every living 
Englishman from the face of the land. Again, fakcers had been 
seen on flying horses riding through the air by night, and 
crying, M Woe to the English, woe !—the poisoners of our food !” 
Letters were received from Cawnpoor and other stations on the 
Ganges, bidding grain merchants beware of poisoned flour — of 
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flcwr with which cows’ hones had been ground in the English 
mills, and was to come from Meerut; and that the salt and ghee 
were alike polluted. The native troops at Noorpoor seemed, 
however, to be quiet and faithful; no cartridges troubled them, 
and they could afford, for the time, to laugh at other stories. It 
was clear that delegates had not as yet reached them, and one 
regiment at least had promised voluntarily to give up any that 
might arrive. The cavalry were a different class altogether, 
and for the most part Mahomedans; all heard the prevailing 
rumours, but they did not seem to care about them, and Captain 
Hobson was easy. 

The Brigadier had, however, made his determination, as we 
know, at the very first indication of alarm, and with Mr. Mostyn 
had carried out the arrangement of the fort very perseveringly 
and well. At first it was given out that a new gaol was to be 
built, and the fort was required for the prisoners. Then, that 
other gaols were too full, and it was to receive those for whom 
there was no accommodation; and no suspicion was excited. 
Gradually, however, the large granaries were filled with wheat 
and other provisions, ample stacks of fodder were set up, the 
powder and shot were quietly removed and placed in the 
magazines : all the buildings and rooms in an old palace were 
whitewashed, sheds were constructed, and it was clear there 
would he accommodation for all the Christians there were at 
Noorpoor—rough and humble perhaps, but^yet safe, while there 
was plenty of room for Mr. Mostyn and others to pitch their 
tents. Cyril chose for himself a small octagon room in the 
bastiion which was washed by the lake, It belonged properly 
to the. outwork or faussebraye of the citadel; hut there was a 
pleasant look-out from the arches which formed the windows, 
and it would he ample for his purpose. It was evident to him 
that Seeta must remain with her grandfather at Shah Gunje till 
the present trouble was past; and he had no apprehensions in 
regard to her safety. 

r*d any of them realize, at that period of the gathering of 
the storm, what it would be when it broke, or whether it would 
break at all? Perhaps a very few thoughtful minds in India 
did realize it to the full, and grew anxious and careworn, though 
not a man flinched from the result. There were occasional 
panics, certainly ; but there was no exodus of the English, and 
men kept their wives and their children, if they had any, to 
defend them, and to share with them whatever might befal. 
In times like tliese such men look to the future more than 
ordinarily, and make their last arrangements with the world; 
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and in this respect Mr. Mostyn and Cyril Brandon were not 
wanting. They committed the interests of those dearest to them 
in brotherly confidence to each other in case one might be called 
away ; and I need not detail them. Cyril had already insured 
his life for a considerable sum at Calcutta in favour of Seeta, 
and, with her own property, the whole would maintain her 
respectably. Mr. Mostyn was, however, doubtful about her 
property, and told Cyril of the suit which had lately been 
instituted against her by Earn Das, her first husband’s cousin. 

“It is a difficult case,” he said, “and ingeniously drawn up; 
but it cannot be tried for a long time, and these troubles may 
be over before then. It is very strange that you have heard 
nothing about it.” 

“Nothing, Philip; nothing was known at Shah Gunje when 
I left. But, indeed, it scarcely signifies, on Seeta’s account, how 
it goes, for her grandfather has, I know, made a large investment 
in Government paper on her behalf, and in her name. He did 
this at Benares unknown to me.” 

“He is a grand old fellow that” said Mostyn; “he at least 
will be true to us, when we may need friends. And how about 
your two feudatories ? ” 

“I don’t like them,” replied Cyril. “The Nawab writes me 
civil reports, and says he has been obliged, on account of dan¬ 
gerous rumours, and as* be is well known to be a friend to the 
English, to increase his levies; but they are only ragamuffins of 
the country, who need not be feared. As to Eajah Hurpal Singh, 
I hear he has become very warlike, and talks about recovering 
all his ancestral domains. A great many bad characters have 
collected about him, and I should not.’wonder if our friend 
Azrael Pande were one of them. His is just the evil spirit for 
these times. But I can take no notice of either at present; we 
have enough to do to think of ourselves.” 

And Cyril was right, for now came the news of the mutiny 
of the Seventh Cavalry at Meerut, who had refused to lake the 
cartridges, and a large number of the men had been confined; 
but the Brigadier found comfort in the presence of enough 
English soldiers there “ to eat up every Sepoy,” as he said, 
little dreaming then of what the crisis would be. There seemed 
also a wilful blindness as to the designs and movements of the 
Eoyal family at Dehly, and of the Nana Sahib of Bithoor, who, 
never having left his estate before, was now travelling between 
Cawnpoor and Dehly, and also visiting Lucknow; and others, 
who, like the Nawab and Eajah Hurpal Singh, wei T e openly 
increasing their levies. Outwardly, therefore, by the close of 
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April, a great gloom had fallen over the land. Well wishers * 
to the English—and they were many—trembled, as the mntter- 
ings of distant thunder began to be heard, and the oppression of 
the coming tempest to be felt. Nowhere was there rest, or 
freedom from apprehension, in any class, English or native; and 
the portents of Sumbut 1914 could no longer be doubted. 

In spite, however, of evil rumours, and preparations to meet 
the shock if it should come, the time passed pleasantly with the 
friends. I need not repeat old scenes, or record operations, but 
as Cyril was living in Mr. Mostyn’s house, except to sleep, he 
was naturally thrown more into Grace’s society than had been 
possible before. Seeta, then unmentioned, had now become a 
household word among them; and her quaint Hindee letters, of 
which Cyril read portions, and her little attempts at English, 
like a child’s, amused and interested them. She bid Cyril stay 
and make himself happy with his friends, and not think of her 
they were taking good care of her. This was at first; but 
gradually a cloud came over her letters. She, too, had heard of 
the evil rumours, and had troubles of her own, too, which deeply 
distressed her, and which I shall mention, by-and-by, in their 
turn. 

Captain Hobson was a continual guest, stepping in in the 
evenings, or to the early breakfast after liis parade, when letters 
were opened and current topics discussed. It was plain to Cyril 
how deeply he admired Grace Mostyn; how his eyes followed 
her, and how tender, and yet how manly, was his demeanour to 
her; but he saw, too, that Grace made no response. “lie may 
win her in time,” he thought, “when this trouble is past-; and 
he feels that this is no season for his suit; but she will be safe 
and happy with him, if she will accept him.” So he reasoned 
with himself, or tried to reason; hut truly this period was more 
dangerous to Seeta than the first at Christmas and New Year; 
and, in spite of mental resolutions, both were thinking of each 
other more than was warrantable under the circumstances. 
They were often alone together in the house, for Mrs. Mostyn 
could not always be watching, nor did she desire to watch them, 
for she had now abandoned her first hopes; and Mr. Mostyn’s 
work went on as usual. The view of the Gao Mookh Fall was 
in process of becoming a fine picture, and Grace and Cyril 
worked at it in turn with pleasant talk, ranging over the sub¬ 
jects both most loved; and so, with occasional practices and sails 
on the lake, which were cooler than carriage drives, the days 
passed, and the horrible realities without were, for the time, 
unheeded. 
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One day., the post brought the mails from England, and the 
usual amount of letters from all parts; and it had become a 
custom for those assembled at the Chota Hazrce, or light early 
breakfast, to read out portions of their news, from all parts, 
which indeed now differed little one from another. Mr. Mostyn 
saw that as Cyril looked over one of his English letters, his face 
became anxious and distressed; and as he read another which 
had a large official seal in red wax, he appeared even more 
troubled; but he put them into his pocket, and joined in the 
general conversation for a time, and then, saying he had letters 
to write, got up to leave them. 

“ You will be back to breakfast, Mr. Brandon,” said Mrs. 
Mostyn; “ don’t be late; ” and he replied that he would come, 
and went across the garden to his house. But time passed, and 
he did not return; and when breakfast was finished, Mr. Mostyn 
said “he was sure there was something wrong in those letters, 
and must go and look after Cyril, and would send for breakfast 
if he wanted any.” 

Indeed, there was very much wrong with Cyril Brandon 
that day, for his friend found him sitting at his writing-table, 
with his head lying between his outstretched arms, and the two 
letters open before him. Mr. Mostyn had come in quietly, with¬ 
out being announced, and Brandon did not notice his approach 
till his friend touched him on the shoulder, and said kindly, 
“Why, what ails you, Cyril? No bad news from England, 
or, indeed, from anywhere, I hope? What distresses you, my 
dear fellow? Can I help you? There is nothing so certain to 
drive away trouble as to let another share it.” 

Cyril looked round at him as he partly raised his head, and 
groaned aloud. “ I am cut to the heart, Philip,” he said, “ by 
what lie there. I did not think Hylton would be so cold, so 
unkind to me; and 0! 1 love him so. And the other is even 
worse than his; but read what Hylton ' writes—it is so short, so 
unsympathetic.” 

Mr. Mostyn did not reply; the thought flashed on him what 
Lord Hylton might have written if his brother had told him of 
Seeta; and, taking the letter from Cyril, he read it through 
twice. After some, preamble about ordinary home affairs and 
his own health, Lord Hylton had written thus:— 

“ Your account of what you have done in the way of marriage, 
Cyril, surprised and distressed me beyond expression. I have 
tried to put it away from my thoughts, and have allowed several 
mails to pass without alluding to the subject, so perhaps you 
may have concluded that I don’t care about it, or approve of it. 
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But I do care, and I can not approve; and I beg you to under¬ 
stand this peifec-tly. The person who lives with you under the 
form of marriage you have patched up may be as beautiful and 
accomplished as Nourmahal; but I only see in her a designing 
native of India, who has lured you on till ycu have committed 
yourself, and cannot draw back; and from my heart I wish that 
you had never seen her. She could never take her place as your 
wife here, and the idea of reeognizing such a person as Seefa, as 
a member of our old family, is, as you must see yourself on 
reflection, perfectly absurd and impossible. 0 Cyril! my dear, 
dear brother, I write in sorrow, not in anger; but your eyes 
must be opened, and I am the only one to do this. You left it to 
me to tell our mother and Augusta, and for that I am grateful. 
If you had written to either, the subject would have broken our 
dear mother’s heart. Were I to tell either of them, I should be 
an accessory to your folly, and I have therefore burnt your letter, 
and no word on the subject shall ever escape me. One thing 
only will I add, and that is, if any amount of money will satisfy 
the girl, or her people, you have only to draw on me. No matter 
what the amount may be, your freedom will be the cheapest and 
most valued purchase of my life.” 

Mr. Mostyn laid down the letter with a sigh, and Cyril did 
not know how much his friend then sympathized with the writer, 
or perhaps he had never shown it. 

“ That’s the other,” said Cyril, handing one to him which 
was headed “ Demi-official. Private and Confidential.” 

Mostyn looked at the signature, and saw it was from the 
official by whose advocaey Cyril’s confirmation as Deputy Com¬ 
missioner had been effected. It was very short and precise, and 
ran thus :— 

“ April 15, 1857. 

44 Dear Mr. Brandon, 

44 1 have been inexpressibly shocked and grieved to 
hear, from unquestionable authority, that you have formed a 
native conneetion, which has become the scandal of your whole 
district and the station of Noorpoor. In the present excited 
condition of the native mind, unusual caution is required from 
us all; but in the deliberate seduction of the granddaughter of 
a respectable banker you have not only set our own law r s of 
morality at defiance, but violated those of the natives who have 
been entrusted to your care. 

44 I, therefore, as the person who, believing you worthy in all 
respects, recommended your appointment in permanence, and 
rejoiced that I had succeeded, consider it to be my,duty to the 
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State to recommend, on public grounds, your removal from all 
active duty, unless, indeed,'you can assure me, very shortly, 
that there is no longer cause tor my displeasure.” 

“That’s enough to distress a fellow, Philip, isn’t it?—to 
come the same day, too. God help me, what shall I do?” said 
Cyril, as Mostyn laid down the letter upon the other. “ What 
shall Ido?” 

The tears were falling from Philip Mostyn’s eyes as from a 
woman’s, as he looked at Cyril earnestly, and with a love and 
compassion in them which could not be mistaken; nor could he 
speak at once. At last he said— 

“It will, indeed, cut you to the heart, dear Cyril, and you 
will think me hard too; but I am another brother, and my heart 
goes with your brother’s. As to the other, it is simply prag¬ 
matical impertinence; but there is power in the man to do 
mischief if he chooses, and the dullest must understand that he 
has the will, if you-” 

“ Why if, Philip ?” cried Cyril, starting to his feet and his 
eyes blazing. “ You—you of all men alive to say ‘ if 1 ’ Do you 
know what you mean ? ” 

“ I know perfectly, Cyril, but I will not say a word—no, 
not a word—if you stand there glaring at me. I will leave you 
with the letters till you are calm, and you can send for me again 
if you want me.” t 

“I am a fool, I dare say, Philip,” returned Cyril, sitting 
down and dashing his hand across his eyes. “ I thought you 
were going to say I should give up that poor girl; but don’t 
say that—by your love for me, don’t say that ! ” 

“If I had not that love, dear Cyril, I should be silent,” he 
replied, sadly, “ and watch you go on to ruin—no, not to ruin, 
perhaps, but to disgrace; and I cannot be silent! Your brother 
you may satisfy, your mother has no suspicion; but we all know 
what that inexorable man is; how narrow his mind, how deep 
his prejudices, and what power he has. He has resented the 
connection, and will never change his opinion; and there are 
enough about us here, perhaps, to back him up. Can’t you send 
for Narendra, and let me talk to him? To my idea, Seeta loves 
you so truly, so devotedly, that she would go willingly to death 
rather than evil or trouble should come nigh you, and we all 
believe in her. I have said only the truth, Cyril, and can say 
no more. It is a question which admits of no argument, and 
must be Yes or No, and no more ! ” 

“I cannot answer* you now, Philip,” said Cyril, gloomily. 
“ Let me fight out my own battle in my own heart. If I don’t 
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come to dinner, you will understand the reason; but at present 
I must be alone. Don’t mention this to Mrs. Mostyn and your 
sister, it would only distress them to no purpose/’ 

“ I will not,” said Mostyn, and went away to his work. 

Cyril Brandon, though he had been sorely tempted before, 
had never faced so fiery an ordeal as this. “It is to be Yes or 
No,” Philip had said, “ and no more.” On the one hand, love to 
his mother, his brother, his sister—the very honour, as Hylton 
had written, of the family seemed at stake. Ilis own high 
official position was at stake, too; and deprived of his office, he 
might be sent to rusticate for two or three years on a pittance, 
and have to begin to climb the ladder again. These thoughts, 
however, passed away from him; he could rely on his mother’s 
and sister’s love for him; and Hylton, who had looked to his 
marrying in England, was, perhaps, vexed and disappointed for 
a time and would come right. For the official threat he came 
to care very little, as he paced up and down his room rapidly. 
“ I can give scores of instances of native connections in far 
higher places than mine,” he thought, “and few have dared, as 
I have, to avow marriage.” But one temptation would not leave 
him, and that was the thought of freedom for the sake of Grace 
Mostyn. Ah ! that had sat before at his very heart, and was 
busy there now—very busy—shutting out for the time poor 
little Sceta and her claims on his love and protection ; for there 
arose a thousand delicious, rapturous sensations of a love which 
his mother and sister would hail with delight and share with 
him; which he could show in England and among his country¬ 
men here with pride, and without a moment’s appi ehension ; a 
love of which he had no doubt—none—that it would be given 
if he asked. 

If he should now sit down and write a line to Seeta—“ I 
cannot maintain my honour, my people object to you”—it 
would be enough, he knew, to separate them for ever. No need 
of Mostyn or Narendra. She would take it, as many a Bajpoot 
woman had taken the fatal stab from her husband and died in 
his arms, conscious that his honour was safe—and die like one. 
Could he so kill her? As that pleading face he had so often 
caressed came up before his mental vision, he shuddered—shud¬ 
dered to remember how he had sworn to himself before God 
to be true to her, to love and cherish her; how, too, what her 
people had risked so unselfishly in giving her to him; and 
should he now hesitate to maintain his faith? 

He took no eountTof time that day, and the shadows length¬ 
ened. His servant had come to ask him to eat, but was fright- 
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ened at wliat lie saw, and retreated at cnee before the impatient 
gesture of refusal; but his strong mind could not bear the 
tension, and Cyril threw himself beside his bed and prayed, as 
he had done once before, “ Lord, I sink ! Lead me not into 
temptation! ” And after awhile there seemed to glide gently 
into his heart the gracious assurance, “ It is I, be not afraid.” 
Many, perhaps, may blame Cyril Brandon that the world’s 
course was put aside by him ; but the man’s faith, though it 
had bent before the storm of passion, was not broken, and as it 
passed away, left his mind serene and steady. That evening he 
went to the Judge’s to dinner, and was perhaps more grave and 
thoughtful than usual; and when he bid them good-night, 
Philip Mostyn followed him into the garden, and said, “ I have 
been reading your face, Cyril, to-night, and I am ashamed of 
what I said this morning. Will you forgive me ?” 

“ I have nothing to forgive, dear Philip,” he returned, putting 
his hand on his friend’s shoulder, and looking into his eyes. 
“ Only rejoice with me that, tempted as I was, I did not lose 
the faith I had plighted to my little girl, and shall never lose 
now.” 

“I am thankful,” said Philip, “to hear it. My thoughts 
have been with you all day. Many would perhaps differ from, 
and even blame you; but I respect you more than ever, Cyril. 
Good-night! ” 

“ Good-night, Philip.” And I think Cyril’s sleep was sweet 
and dreamless. In the morning, when he woke calm and fresh, 
he wrote to his official superior as follows :— 

“ My dear Sir, 

I have had the honour to receive your demi-official 
letter of the — instant. 

“ I know not from whence you have received your informa¬ 
tion, and regret only that it should have been so gross' and 
vile a misrepresentation. The lady you allude to is my wife: 
married to me by the Hindoo rites of her faith, which cannot 
be broken, and which I respect. 

“ In regard to my official duties, I have hitherto, under your 
confidence, striven to discharge them with all the zeal and 
ability of which I am capable; and I hope that I shall not be 
found remiss in any of them, or in my solicitude for the welfare 
of the people committed to my charge. 

“I remain, your faithful servant, 

“ Cyril Brandon.” 


E 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE CLOUD SETTLES OVER THE GOLDSMITH’S HOUSE. 

So long as Mr. Brandon remained at Shah Gunje, matters in the 
banker’s family had gone on smoothly and pleasantly. It had 
eertainly been a shock and a trial to Seeta, when she was told 
by Aunt Ella, with many tears, that she could not eat with her, 
because she was now “ Bhugut,” and had devoted herself to a 
religious life; nor that she should eook for her grandfather as 
she had used to do; because, sinee he had taken the “Moodra” 
sacrament, he was “Bhugut” also. As to his eating with the 
women, that had been impossibly before ; for, like all Hindoos, 
his meals were served entirely apart from them in the kitchen, 
which was also the eating-room of the family. Nor was it 
pleasant to Seeta to find certain drinking vessels and plates set 
apart for her sole use; and when by ehance, or in forgetfulness, 
she touched another, that Aunt Ella passed it through a flame 
of the sacred fire, and said a prayer of expiation over it. This, 
however, was also set down to the effect of the saeramenfs and 
holy pilgrimage, and was acquiesced in as a necessity; and not¬ 
withstanding, the time passed away pleasantly. The worthy 
priest came, and insisted on Seeta’s reading the Sanscrit exer¬ 
cises, and they had their usual friendly wrangles over hard 
passages, and over stout games of chess; and in the evenings, 
when the day’s work was done, she would sit in her old corner 
by her grandfather’s great cushion, and wateh his chess battles 
withTbe priest, or with the Moolla ot the mosque, or the head 
native officials of the town, who often dropped in to hear the 
news, and gossip of the plaee and district. One day Seeta took 
out all her old dolls from a ehest, where Aunt Ella had put them 
away very earefully, and dressed some of them in new clothes. 
Ah ! that strange l5ve of dolls in many an Indian woman is 
often a part of their character, never leaving them even in old 
age. I remember to have once found an old Hindoo princess, 
whose years had reached far beyond the term of man, engaged 
in a true dolls’ feast; and as she introduced them to me one by 
one, and presented me with sweetmeats in their names, told me 
their histories, and who had played with them besides herself, 
hut had one by one been called away before her. Perhaps this 
was second childhood, but I think not; her faculties were all 
bright and sound, and if her dolls took her memory back to 
early days of a happy girlhood, who could doubt her pleasure 



THE CLOUD OVER THE GOLDSMITHS HOUSE. 243 


in them? And Seeta was yet a girl. Her early blossom had 
faded, as we know, and had been laid to rest, poor little fellow! 
All his playthings were there, and the sight of themeost her 
many a tear; but the dolls were not changed—they were as 
bright, as stolid looking, and, I might add, as ugly as ever, 
though their clothing was so rich. 

It was strange, Seeta thought, that some of her old com¬ 
panions, though all had been to see her, and had stared at her 
in a curious fashion, had not asked her for a dolls’ feast at the 
garden beyond the town. “ Perhaps,” she said to herself, “ they 
are shy of me because I am the Commissioner’s wife, and dare 
not ask; but I will show them that I’m not a bit prouder stuelc- 
up, thougji I am proud in my heart.” So she sounded Aunt 
Ella on the subject, who had her doubts at first, whether it were 
fitting that she, a “ Bhugut,” could enter into such foolish 
amusements: but as Aunt Ella was as enthusiastic on the subject 
of dolls as she had ever been, and had helped Seeta in new 
dressing the old ones with great satisfaction, she joined heartily 
in the idea; as to the cost, it was but a trifle, and her brother 
would never miss it. So the preparations began; nor will I say 
how much and how many kinds of sweetmeats -were prepared, 
what quantities of Aunt Ella’s renowned vermicelli were made, 
what bags of the finest riee were picked, or how the gardener 
was told to reserve all the ripe fruit and vegetables in the 
garden. 

When all was ready within doors, Seeta went out to the 
garden to have it cleared, and the dry weeds and grass under 
the great mango trees removed. Then swings were put up, and 
screens arranged for the cooking places, and some light sheds to 
sit under. The garden, to be sure, was not like that at Noor- 
ooor, but there were beds of sweet-scented loses, grown for Aunt 
Ella’s famous rose- water and utr, and beds of gay poppies, like 
tulips, for opium, and purple amaranths, and lime and orange- 
blossoms, and tuberoses which perfumed the warm air. And all 
this being settled, Watnun Bhut was asked to look for a proper 
day, and he fixed one; and Seeta sejnt out her invitations, written 
on red paper in her own beautiful characters, to her old friends 
of all eastes, from Brahmins downwards, even to some Mahome- 
dans ; and as Brahminspv\ould dress the food, all alike could eat. 
Everything promised well outwardly; but inwardly it was not 
so serene. 

For the evil wind was now blowing at Shah Gnnje. All had 
not felt it, hut some had, and -warmed Tinder its influences. Earn 
Das’s correspondents at Cawnpoor, Mirzapoor, and Benares, as 
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well as in Calcutta, had written to him in cipher, that before the 
end of May, not a single Englishman, woman, or child, would 
be living in the land; they would all be killed by the Sepoys, 
and the Mussulmans, and the millions of Hindoos who would 
rise with them ; and if he had any transactions with the Englisl] 
he must close them. These letters, and many others, he sliowec 
to bankers at Shah Gunje in secresy, and in return they showed 
theirs, and found all agree in general terms. Some even already 
declared that the old King of Dehly would be emperor once 
more ; others from Cawnpoor had reported that Dhondo Punt, 
Kana Saliib, would be Peshwah; but one and all had already 
come to a conclusion that there would be no English any longer, 
and that caste would be avenged. 

What an opportunity it was to pay off old scores! The 
Commissioner Sahib had gone to Noorpoor, evidently to save his 
life, and to marry the Judge’s sister, and take her at once to 
England, reports of the probability of which had been sent by 
the goldsmiths of the town to their friends at Shah Gunje, with 
the news also, that the Judge Sahib was removing his property, 
and they would all go together. Even if Mr. Brandon were 
present, who cared ! He dare not interfere with caste proceed¬ 
ings; he had not done so before when he was at bis full power, 
aud he had given Narcndra no protection. “ Let Narendra be 
cited again before the Punchayet,” cried Earn Das to a party of 
his caste who had been assembled to meet him; “ let us refuse 
all social intercourse and privileges to him, because he has kept 
a vile defiled woman in his house, and has wilfully broken the 
orders of the holy priests at Benares. If you don’t do this, my 
friends,” he continued, “ I will do it myself. I have no fear of 
the old man, nor of the Commissioner; I will proclaim you all 
to be polluted, and our Gooroo is prepared to do the same; we 
cannot bear with this indignity. And, listen, the goldsmiths at 
Noorpoor are ready to come forward; they know more than we 
do of what happened when Seeta went to the Gao Mookh, and 
ate, and drank wine with the Judge Sahib and his wife and 
sister. They will speak to that, brothers, and tell you particu¬ 
lars. Fools ! do Narendra and his women, sheltered by the 
English, think they escape the scrutiny of the caste ? Ah ! they 
musLbc taught better things. A man I know, a holy Jogeo 
from Benares, told me only yesterd^, that there were to be no 
English. Their gods had forsfiken them, their country was 
ashamed of them, and would not help them, and they are doomed 
to a man.” 

“ That is because they took the of Nhgpbor,” observed a 
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Nagpoor goldsmith who had eome on a visit to Shall Gunje. 
“Did they not loot the poor Ranees’ Palaee, and sell all their 
iewels by auetion? Ah ! no good will eome of that, be sure.” 

“ Have they not looted Oudh and Jhansy, and a thousand 
other plaees ? let them go! Even the Mussulmans would be 
etter,” said another. 

“ Yes,” added the eldest of the party, “ and here one of them 
has defiled our easte and thrown dirt on it. Whieli of us dares 
to go abroad now, to have it thrown in his face that a goldsmith 
woman is the mistress of a cow-eating Englishman ? 0 friends, 

0 brothers, have you no honour, no self-respeet left? I say that 
I have lived seventy-two years, and the like of this has never 
happened anywhere before. Kor enn we be safe from pollution 
till that wanton’s head is shaved at Benares, and till she beeomes 
‘ Bhugut’ like her aunt, and wears a woollen garment of serge. 
What is she that she should eseape punishment ? ” And then it 
was determined by the assembly that Karendra should be sum¬ 
moned for having allowed Seeta to live in his house, and to eat 
there ; and it must be purged from her presenee. 

I do not think that Seeta fared mueh better at the hands 
of her old companions, the daughters of the goldsmiths who 
lived at Shah Gunje. Perhaps she had never been very popular 
with them. Her strange learning, her beauty, her innate 
modesty, and perhaps*a degree of natural exelusiveness that led 
her apart from others—raised her above them; for as she grew 
older, her mind had expanded and was expanding, even while 
Huree Das was alive: while theirs had narrowed and grown 
duller. All these old companions were now wives, some with 
children about their knees, and they had resented Seeta’s seeond 
marriage as, at the least, unseemly; for they esteemed them¬ 
selves as high as Brahmins in this respeet, who kept their 
husbands’ honour safe, and never married again. Yet they had 
gone to see Seeta notwithstanding, and, as we know, stared at 
her after a strange manner. 

- One day afterwards, several of them had met together to 
discuss gossip, and it was now as plentiful on Seeta’s aceount in 
Shah Gunje as it had been at Noorpoor. 

“ She is just as proud and conceited as ever,” said Radha, 
who was always eonsidered a beauty, and was a fine plump girl 
about Seeta’s age, with a baby at her breast. “ I don’t think her 
good-looking now at all. Why, she does not put ‘soorma’ on 
her eyelids, nor 6 missee ’ on her teeth; they are as white as a 
maid’s, and she a widow and has bad two husbands. Isn’t it 
shameful affectation; and she wears a satin pettieoat like a 
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dancing girl. Ah! she is much changed; for shame! for 
shame! ” 

44 And she doesn’t eat pan,” cried Gungce, another old com¬ 
panion. 44 1 asked for a few leaves when I was with her, as my 
hag was empty, and she told me she had given it up, because 
her man did not like it; and Aunt Ella had none because she 
is 4 Bhugnt,’ and I was the whole day without a leaf, hot as 
it was.” 

44 And did you see,” exclaimed Chimina, a third girl, “that 
she wears an English ring on her linger, with sparkling diamonds 
in it, and nothing on her toes; and she has not dyed her hands, 
or her feet, or her nails with mendhee, and they look so raw and 
ugly; and as to her skin, it is white and red now like Eeringcc 
women who drink wine ; and her conceit, it is worse than ever ; 
she looked at you all sometimes, as you were playing with her 
dolls, as if you were dirt in the street ! I’m sure I for one, am 
glad that I could never learn to read, if it was to make me like 
her, wooden face as she is.” 

I durst not, perhaps, record more of this conversation, which 
is not edifying, and grew more and more coarse and spiteful, 
and not veiy decent, as the speakers heated with their talk ; at, 
last, liadha asked whether they were all going to Secta’s garden 
party, a question which was answered by a chorus of scornful 
and derisive laughter. 

“ It is well you are not,” continued Radha, 44 because I know 
more than you; and it’s much if we are not all out of caste 
already. My husband told me that —but you must all touch my 
neck, and my child’s head, and swear not to mention what I say, 
or he will beat me. There, enough. Now that you have done 
what I asked you, listen, sisters. She, that vile harlot, went to 
the Gao Mookli with the Fcringces, and was obliged to be taken 
away in a palankeen —she had drank so much wine; and she ate 
with them too.” 

44 Her head should he shaved ! ” cried all in chorus, interrupt¬ 
ing the speaker. 

44 They are going to do that,” eontinued Radha, with her 
eyes flashing; “and we girls shall yet sec that fine Sceta 
hobbling up to the temple with a shaven head and nothing to 
cover her legs, and a big stick in her hand, like Aunt Ella. 
Now will you go to the dolls’ feast? Thank Krishna, we 
goldsmiths can be pure. Let the rest' be defiled, Brahmins and 
all, what care we! ” 

It was a lovely day; and some clouds, and a little rain that 
had fallen during the night, had cooled the air, now fresh and 
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clastic. Seeta dressed herself simply in a white sarec, and, as 
she bent dowii to touch her grandfather’s feet, he could not 
help notieing her beauty and grace. “ She whom the King 
of Goolburgah married, and beeame the mother of princes, was 
no fairer than thee, child,” he said; “go and be happy with 
your friends,” and truly Seeta expeetcd to be' so. Aunt Ella 
would not eome with her in the palankeen. “ It was ‘ English,’ ” 
she said, “and she was ‘Bhugut;’” and she tucked up her 
seanty dress between her legs, took her long stick, and marched 
off, though the bearers protested they could carry them both. 

Seeta found all her preparations for the feast in full progress. 
The Brahmin eooks were rushing about carrying jars of water 
from the garden-well, and there was a savoury steam of various 
good dishes and frying paneakes rising from the kitchen among 
the leafy trees overhead, and many guests were arriving. 
Brahmin women with their children, and all other good Hindoo 
eastes, and some veiled Mahomedan women, who went into 
the private enclosure and removed their coverings, and with 
their children made themselves happy; and all the 'children 
present ran about the garden, pulled the flowers, plagued the 
old gardener, mounted the swings, and swang, with many a 
happy shout, till their feet touched the branches. All the dolls, 
too, were set out on a earpet eovered with white muslin, with 
small cushions for their backs, looking, as was their wont, very 
solemn and stolid, but admired and petted by young and old, 
nevertheless. Then, as the evening came on, they asked Seeta 
to sing to them, for she had brought her tumboora, and she 
sang “ I eould not speak with him,” till some of the young girls 
wept at the sweet plaintive melody and words. But Seeta had 
nearly broke down, for she was sad at heart when she saw that 
not one of her old friends, or their mothers—her own easte 
people—had eome to her feast, and what would she not have 
given to tell Cyril that, and hear him soothe her; but he was 
far away. When she reached home, she knelt down at her 
grandfather’s feet, and clasped his knees, bursting into a flood 
of tears ; she could not tell him what had happened—he knew 
it already. 

“My child,” he said, kindly and solemnly, “I know what 
grieves you; but have no fear, I am summoned to thePunchayet 
to-morrow, and I will not fail to set all in order. They cannot 
refuse the decision of the Benares Punehayet about you. So be 
comforted ; this petty spite eannot injure you.” And Seeta was 
solaced by his assuring manner and confidence ; but still a dread 
remained, and Aunt Ella moped and grumbled all the evening. 
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In the morning, Narendra attended the Punchayet, and took 
Warnun Bhnt with him. As he had expected, he was accused 
of violating the decision at Benares, in having received Se&ta ; 
but when he produced the formal declaration in her favour, 
many of the assembly put it to their foreheads, and acknowledged 
its power humbly. Bam Das, however, who had been silent, 
seeing the departure of several members of the guild, broke 
forth in a passionate appeal to all. 

“ When that was written,” he cried, in his shrill voice, “ those, 
who kindly wrote it, had faith in Seeta Bye, and in the purity 
of Narendra. They had not heard, as I have, that she had 
already eaten and drank with the English at the Gao Mookh, or 
that she had done sorcery there to kill me. Let that pass, for I 
am not afraid of a wanton like her ; but 1 am afraid of our 
sacred caste, and of her devilish arts of yesterday, to draw your 
mothers, wives, and (laughters into her own evil plight, and I 
thank the gods I was able to send them warning. Listen to the 
goldsmith from Noorpoor, Nunda, whom you all know; he will 
tell you what happened at the Gao Mookli.” And the man 
named rose, and said that his wife had heard from a lady’s Ayah 
who was present, that Seeta had eaten with the English, drank 
wine, and been carried away in a palankeen. 

Then arose a hoarse murmur among the people, which no one 
could stay. “ Cast her out! Kill her for her witchcraft! 
Shave her head! Let her he sent to wash in Gunga Mata, at 
Benares.” 

“ Look ! ” continued Bam Das, “ look at Narendra ; he has 
nothing to say for his child ! Ilis head is bowed down with the 
shame that has befallen him. Let him seek his friends, the 
English—his relations, now ! and see if they can save him ! I 
tell you, friends, they are doomed—the Sepoys will kill them 
all. A cry has gone forth over the land, ‘ Let there be no 
English 1’ and there will be none. The gods pity us at last, 
and will eause the scourge of the English tyranny to pass 
away.” 

“ Thou foul mouth ! ” eried Warnun Bhut. “ Peace! they 
are traitors who listen to thee.” 

“Peace! I will have no peace,” screamed the infuriated 
speaker, “ till that harlot passes before me with her shaven head 
to thy temple, and the English are dead.” 

“ Come away ! ” said the Brahmin to Narendra ; “ the had 
wind of 1914 has blown upon them all, and they are mad—come 
away! ” 

Seeta had been miserable while her grandfather was absent. 
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What new phase of indignity he had to eneounter, and for her 
sake, she knew not; hut she dreaded the Punehayet, and above 
all Earn Das, the instigator and leader of the new movement. 
Aunt Ella, too, was dull and miserable, and had sat wringing 
her hands and sobbing all the morning, and mueli inelined, I 
fear, to lay blame on Seeta, as the author of the mischief. And 
when Seeta saw her grandfather return, leaning on his staff, 
supported by the Brahmin, and almost tottering as he walked, 
she flew to the head of the steps to meet him, and held out her 
arms; but the old man put his faee aside, and refused them. 
Then he walked to his seat, and threw himself down, burying 
his faee in his hands, and putting away hers as often as she 
touehed him. What could have happened ? At last he spoke, 
in a voiee so hollow, so ehanged, that she shuddered as she 
listened. 

“ Were you at the Gao Mookh with your husband and the 
Judge? 5 ’ he asked. 

“ I was,” she replied; “ what of that?” 

“ Were you in their tents, and did you go away in a palan¬ 
keen?” 

“ I was with the Judge’s wife and sister, and they were very 
kind to me,” she answered, her eyes filling with tears. “ Yes, 
in the morning I went to camp in the palankeen; I always 
travel in that—he will hot let me ride.” 

“ Enough,” said the old man, faintly; “ take her away, 
Wamun Bliut; I would be alone.” 

“ I will not go, grandfather,” she eried, passionately, “ till I 
hear what they have said of me. Tell me, Wamun Bliut, if he 
will not speak. I would rather faee the danger than shrink 
from it. Speak!” and the Brahmin told her what had been 
said, and by whom. 

“ It is a vile lie, a blow aimed at my honour and his,” she 
said firmly and resolutely: ‘‘hut there will he justiee done in 
the end, as will he done for Huree Das. Be eomforted, grand* 
father,” she added, kneeling and kissing his feet. “Seeta did 
not eat and did not drink with her friends. If you believe 
that, I am eomforted, as you will be. Never by thought, or 
word, or deed, since you gave me to him, has Cyril ever hurt 
my easte, or ever will. Here, holding your feet, I say this 
before the gods and to your heart; 0, do not rejeet your ehild.” 

For a time, a long time it seemed to the girl, the old man 
struggled almost convulsively with the oppression at his heart, 
and put her away as she clung to him weeping ; hut nature and 
his love could not be resisted, and at last he held out his arms 
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to his child. “ Wert thou polluted I would share even that 
with thee, Sccta; but my soul tells me thou art pure—purer 
than I. Let me sleep now, for I am weary, child, very weary.” 

Next morning came the written decree of the Punehayet that 
Narcndia should purify his house from Seeta’s presence, and 
that slie must proceed to Benares and put on widow’s clothing 
ere she could be received into her caste; till then she was out¬ 
cast and accursed. 

Nor had noon passed ere Bam Das had been arrested and 
eonfined by the native officer of the town for uttering seditious 
words in a public assembly, which many had heard and reported. 
Bail for him was offered to a large amount by his friends; but 
the officer was resolute and faithful, and had determined to stop 
the evil rumours now coming so thickly, if he could. 

“ Mr. Brandon must know of this,” said Narendra, when the 
priest came ; “as Sccta’s name has been mentioned in the notice 
to me, and a sentence recorded against her, it is an insult to 
him as much as to me; I must write at once.” 

“ Do not write,” said Wamun Bhut; “ lend me your palfrey, 
and I will go myself; he will take me there by the third morn¬ 
ing. When 1 return, the purification of the house can be done; 
till then keep a good heart. I will tell Sceta what I am going 
to do, which will comfort her; and meanwhile, the arrest of 
that foul-mouthed traitor will keep the rest in check.” 


CHAPTER XXXII. 

THE MISSION OF AZRAEL PANDE. 

While the events I have recorded were passing, Azrael Pande 
had been busy with his evil mission, and had nearly fulfilled it. 
From station to station after he reached Cawnpoor, he had 
laboured mightily in the cause of his religion and his caste; 
and with exultation which he eould not eonceal, he saw success 
to be imminent. Not all the wrongs of the Afghan War, not all 
the refusal of extra pay, not even their lax discipline, had ever 
moved the Sepoys of the whole army like their present belief 
that caste was threatened—the caste which had defied the efforts 
of the grim old Mussulman emperors and their mail-clad Tartar 
warriors from beyond the Oxus, for hundreds of 3 ’ears, to break or 
throw down. Azrael was a man who, as he told his fellow- 
eastemen of every regiment lie visited, had but one thought, 
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one passion of his existence—the destruction of the English in 
fulfilment of the holy prophecies of Sumbut. 

And these feelings were intensified to agony when news of 
the mutiny of his beloved nephew, and his execution, and that 
cf his eousin the jemadar, reaehed him at Umballa and Meerut, 
the one following the other at a short interval. 

If he had had any feelings of compunction hitherto, he 
thenceforward threw them to the winds. At Umballa, at 
Meerut, and Dehly, he urged the Sepoys, in early April, to an 
immediate rising; but they were not ready yet, so he went on 
into the Punjab, travelling by long and weary stages; but his 
mind, ablaze with thirst for vengeance, rendered his body, for 
the time, proof against fatigue. At last, at a remote station, he 
broke down, but only for a while, and a fanatic Zemindar gave 
him an elephant on which lie could travel as a holy Brahmin 
might do. Then he returned to Meerut after the Seventh Cavalry 
had mutinied, and, for the sedition he preached, was turned out 
of the town and station by the English authorities, he and the 
rabble who followed him. Thence he went to Jhansy, where 
he found new and good material to work on, and bid the Twelfth 
Regiment and the Artillery be ready for the signal when it 
should come, and spare none of the accursed race. Not only did 
he find that Hindoos were ready to aet, but Mussulmans also; 
for the dread of loss of edste had reached them also, and with it 
the exeiting news that the monarchy of Dehly would he re¬ 
established, when the power of the true faith would prevail over 
that of the hated Nazarenes aud rise to its ancient splendour. 
Perhaps Azracl little thought of this; all he eould see and pray 
for was the English destruction, and so, like an evil spirit of the 
time, he passed on, raving, and preaching his fearful mission as 
he went. 

What tie had he now to life? Should he he apprehended by 
the English, and recognized, his execution by the hands of the 
outcast hangman was certain. So polluted, had Mungul Pande 
and his eousin died at Barrackpoor. He himself had done his 
work; and when the insatiable “Mother” was gorged with 
blood, he might not fear to meet her, whether he flung himself 
from the beetling rock of Oonkar Mandutta, on the Nerhudda, 
or plunged into the meeting of the holy waters at Allahabad, or 
died in some battle with his foes. But there was one thing to 
be accomplished first—his revenge against Cyril Brandon and 
Seeta, which he had never foregone. When there were no Eng¬ 
lish, she at least would have no protector. Her grandfather’s 
hoards might be his, and with the girl as his slave, his revenge 
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would be full. No tender feeling, even sueli as might be 
engendered by a wild passion, had place in his heart; he only 
burned to possess her; to degrade the proud, beautiful creature 
he had seen—who had been able as yet to escape him, and who 
had brought his life into peril—to the condition of a slave, and 
to watch her die, if she could die, of the indignitju 

After Jliansy, then, Azrael Pande passed on to Futtehpoor, 
and he readied the town on a day the events of which, as they 
concern this histoiy, I must not fail to make mention; and 
leaving his elephant and attendants in the yard of a temple, he 
betook himself, when evening elosed in, to the old place of eon- 
cealmont in the Nawab’s garden, and put the usual signal, a 
small orange flag on a pole, in the tree above the well, as he had 
used to do, and where, sooner or later, the Nawab would not fail 
to see it. There wore stores of flour and oil, pulse and ghee, in 
the apartment, with his old cooking vessels; and ho surveyed 
these with a grim satisfaction that he was not forgotten. 

Nor, indeed, was he. Nawab Dil Khan Bahadoor was be¬ 
ginning to understand the meaning of “ no English,” for rumours 
had eoioe thieldy to Futtehpoor. lie had gone into Noorpoor, 
and had visited the Brigadier and Mr. Mostyn, and had ascer¬ 
tained that the reports of the fort having been put in order were 
quite true. He had found these gentlemen grim, though eivil. 
and prepared for the worst whenever it might come. He had 
offered to the Brigadier to take eliarge of the military stores and 
guns iti his fort, which was strong, whereas that of Noorpoor 
was weak; hut he had said nothing about the English soldiers, 
except that they eould encamp outside; and he had warned the 
Brigadier against the Sepoys, who, he knew, were only biding 
their time. But the Brigadier rvould not listen. “Noorpoor 
was,” he said, “ quite strong enough, as those would find out 
who might try to take it; but he was thankful for the Nawab’s 
offer, and hoped they would remain good friends.” 

Then Dil Khan had called upon Mr. Mostyn and told him 
all he had said to ihe Colonel Sahib. I am sure, however, that 
Mr. Mostyn was as intractable as the Brigadier. The treasure 
was already safe in a magazine in the old fort, where English 
soldiers guarded it; and as to the ladies, though they eould not 
help laughing heartily at the idea of living in the Nawab’s 
zenana in charge of the persons they had seen, yet I am afraid 
the very offer of protection on his part, gave them a more vivid 
convietion of coming danger than they had had before. Still 
they were resolute and cheerful, as indeed were most others at 
the station. 
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At that time, to say the truth, the Nawab was very un¬ 
decided as to what course he should pursue. If there were to be 
“ no English,'” there must be some one in their plaee, and his 
neighbour, Kajah Hurpal Singh, was stronger than he. In old 
times his own ancestors had wrested his present estate from the 
ancestors of Ilurpal Singh, and the feud had gone on between 
them, but the Nawab’s father had held his own bravely. Dil 
Khan was, however, no soldier—only a braggart reared in a 
zenana, and so become sensual and indolent; very unlike his 
predecessors, whose swords were on their thighs, and their 
shields on their baeks, for the greater portion of their lives. Of 
the two, Hurpal Singh, with his wild forest men and his own 
elan retainers, was now far more warlike and formidable ; but 
so long as the Nawab should be protected by the English, he 
was safe. 

The Nawab understood his position perfectly, and it now 
came to this, whether he should cast his lot with the English, or 
whether he should join the Rajah when the time came. In spite 
of the refusal of his offers by the Brigadier and the Judge, he 
knew both to be friendly to him, and that any attempt against 
him by Hurpal Singh was impossible. His own head wife, 
Kureem Khanum,- as she was named, with the title of “ Nujm- 
ool-Nissa,” the “star of women,” was thoroughly English in her 
opinions. She respected^and loved them ; she would have been 
true to any English ladies who might have put themselves under 
her husband’s protection; and she it was who had urged the 
Nawab to go to Noorpoor and offer his serviees at onee, when 
the bad wind began to blow. There was, however, another 
wife, named Zeenut-bee, who eame of a proud and haughty 
Pathan family of Hehty, whieh had a suspicion of royal blood in 
it. She was on bitter terms of jealousy with the other, and 
when the bad wind arose, filled the Nawab’s mind with am¬ 
bitious thoughts of Moghul monarchy, and of the increase of his 
own dignity and dominions; and the result proved that the 
Nawab’s fluctuations of opinion were adroitly taken advantage of. 

On the day preceding that on which Azrael Fande reached 
Futtehpopr, the arrival of a learned Moulvee from Hehly had 
been announced to the Nawab in the early morning, and he had 
gone out on horsebaek to the town-gate to meet him. He saw 
a. stout, well-dressed man, riding a strong Ivabool pony, and 
attended only by a servant, who rode another, on which were 
the saddle-bags, filled with elothes and other necessary matters. 
The Nawab was, perhaps, somewhat disappointed. His wife 
Zeenut had told him, as she had heard by post from her brother 
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at Delily, that the Moulvee who was coming was a great man, 
deep in the king’s eonfidenee, and was sent on an important 
mission to various plaees; among others to Futtehpoor. Thus 
the Nawab had expeeted he would travel on a royal elephant, 
or in a palankeen perhaps, attended by a large retinue; and the 
appearance of a single person, and a servant, did not satisfy the 
Nawab’s idea of a royal ambassador. They exchanged eivil 
salutations, however, and rode up the eourts together; the 
Nawab’s maee-bearevs (the silver maees had been redeemed, as 
harvest dues had eome in) erying out his titles as usual. As 
they rode into the inner eourt, and dismounted at the entrance 
to the interior, the guest, begging first that his palfrey might 
be well rubbed down, and get some eoarse sugar, said, as they 
aseencled the steps together, and the maee-hearers were still cry¬ 
ing out in the eonrt, “ Ah, Nawab Sahib! sueh poor titles are 
unworthy of so exalted a personage as yourself! Perhaps what 
I have brought will please you better, but you must wait, good 
friend, a little; I have ridden all night, for three nights, and 
am weary. Ol der my saddle-bags to my apartment, let me have 
a bath and some rest, and I will join you in the evening.” 

All this was done, and the Nawab was on the tiptoe of ex¬ 
pectation to hear what the graeious royal message might be. 
Ilis wife Zeenut clapped her hands, and declared the star of his 
good fortune was rising at last; but Kareein Klianum was fear¬ 
ful, and dreaded the evil wind from Delily, of whieh this person 
was a messenger. 

Before the guest had risen, the Nawab, after his afternoon 
prayer, was sitting at the oriel window alone, meditating on 
what might be going to befal him. It was not quite dusk yet, 
and he thought, as he looked into his garden, that he saw a thin 
wreath of blue smoke rise from the well, lie rubbed his eyes 
as his heart bounded within him, looked again, and a slight 
flutter of the orange pennon assured him that Aziael Pande was 
there. He dare not evade the signal, and was too eurious and 
anxious to delay ; so, putting his revolver into liis waistband, he 
went down the stair.s in the rock, and making the usual signal, 
entered the underground apartment. 

Azrael Pande could not rise or step forward to meet him; he 
had drawn the saered eircle around him, and was cooking some 
food. There was no lamp, but the fire gave enough light, as it 
blazed from under the iron plate on whieh eake after cake of 
unleavened bread was being baked. 

“You saw the signal, then, Nawab Sahib,” said Azrael, as 
the Nawab, with some ceremony, a^-ked after his health, and 
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continued, 44 Look at me; am I fat? am I what I was when I 
left you ? Look what long travel and misery have brought upon 
me ; ” and he drew up his tall figure, now lean, gaunt, and 
shrunken in appearance, as the glare fell on it from below; 44 I 
am well, well enough for the Mother’s work that is coming: 
are you ready ? ” 

44 Ready J ” said the Nawab ; “ for what ? ” 

“Did I not once tell you there should be no English, and 
you did not know what I meant? Do.you understand now? 
Has none of the wind of 1914 reached you, or are you a fool, to 
be deaf and blind? What have you done at Noorpoor ? 

“I? Nothing; what could I do, Bawa Sahib ? I only-” 

“ Call me not 4 Bawa Sahib,’ Nawab; my name is Azrael 
Pande. Have you forgotten me ? ” * 

“ No,” was the reply ; 44 1 have the two men safe still; but 
what should I be if the English knew of them? I suppose you 
can understand. When are they to be released? They are a 

danger and a burthen to me, and they eat-” 

44 When there are no English, not before,” replied the ruffian. 
44 What have I been doing? Listen,” and he gave a rapid sketeh 
of what he had done, and of the late of his nephew. To the 
Nawab his eyes had appeared lmlloAv and glassy, and his cheeks 
wan and withered; but as he spoke his eyes glittered and 
flashed, his lips were specked with foam, the hot blood rushed 
to his faee, and swelled the veins of his forehead as he almost 
shrieked his ery for vengeance. 44 When there are no English,” 
he continued; 44 when that witch and sorceress, Seeta, is brought 
here, to be my slave, and 1 can ernsh her beautiful neek under 
my feet; when this arm and hand have been wetted in the 
Commissioner’s blood, I shall be satisfied, not before. Now, wilt 
thou help me ? ” 

44 What ean I do,” said the Nawab distractedly. 44 What 
can I do? Could my poor levies take Noorpoor? Why, they 
are all in the fort now, soldiers and guns, and powder and shot, 
and the English ladies, and the Christians, and the treasure; 
and the Sepoys are yet true. 0 Azrael! you talk like a child, 
not like yourself.” 

44 If you eannot help me, I think Hurpal Singh will,” said 
Azrael, with a sneer. 44 He would be glad to have his chance 
where therfc are no English. Listen; I hear Brandon is at 
Doodpoor. Give me a hundred men, and let me loot his camp. 
You ean do that. I don’t Avant you.” 

44 1 dare not,” said the Nawab, 44 nor would the men go, I tell 
you, till the Sepoys at Noorpoor mutiny; not a mail here will 
move against the English. I can’t trust my people.” 
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“ Then I must go to Hurpal Singh,” returned Azrael. 
“ What I have to do must be done now, and I must be back 
at Meerut by the sixteenth day of May, to see the end.” 

“And why do you not go to Noorpoor?” asked the Nawab, 
with a sneer in turn. 

“Because I dare not risk myself there, Nawab; everyone 
knows me, and I have too ugly a face to be forgotten.” 

“Ha, ha, ha! capital!” laughed the Nawab, interrupting 
him; “so you are still afraid of the English? When there are 
none, you know, you and I will be alike. Is it not so?” 

“And whom have you got in the castle, Nawab? I heard 
you had an arrival,” said Azrael, suddenly changing the topic. 

“He is a Moulvoe from Dehly, and his name is Zea Oolla; 
that is all I know about him at present.” 

“ Zca Oolla ! ” cried Azrael. “ I have seen him, and he may 
remember me. His busine>s and mine are pretty much the 
same, and I should like to hear what he has to say; I can come 
and listen at the door of the stairease.” 

“ But you must not come in, my friend,” said Hil Khan ; “ the 
Moulvec is a holy man, and might not like the presence of—of— 
one not of his own faith.” 

“ You were going to say ‘ Kafir,’ Naw r ab,” muttered Azrael 
between his teeth; “ I will be even with you when Hurpal 
Singh loots your palace;” and he added aloud, “I will come. 
Go now, for my bread is burning, and see that my elephant gets 
food, and my people also.” 

The Nawab found his guest seated at the window smoking 
a hookah which had been served to him, and apologized for his 
absence. “ I always take a stroll in my garden in the cool of 
tho evening,” lie said carelessly; “you shall see it to-morrow.” 

“ Ul-humd-ul-Illa,” replied the Moulvec, easting up his eyes, 
“ that I have reached a eivilized place, and have so noble and 
so hospitable a host as Nawab Dil Khan Bahadoor, after all my 
wanderings and sufferings for the faith and his Majesty the 
Emperor. Braise be* to God and the holy Prophet, that their 
poor servant has found favour in their eyes, and that I am with 
you. Thanks, a thousand thanks, for these mercies. A goodly 
house, a strong castle, and many retainers to defend it against 
the enemies of the faith, who are as many and strong as the 
legions of Satan. May they burn with him in hell! An 
excellent cook, too; and the pilao, and kabobs, and koorma were 
delicious! ” 

“ Amecn ! ” said the Nawab, piously, “ may they burn in 
hell! But who are they, Moulvee Sahib? We hear cf the 
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Eussians, who are aeeursed Nazarenes like the English, and the 
Persians, who are aeeursed Sheeahs, and--■” 

“ The Eussians!” exclaimed the Moulvee ; “ who has been 
misleading you, my friend? Have I not travelled from Kabool, 
where the Eefuge of the World, his Majesty, sent me on a 
mission ? and do I not know that they and the Persians are our 
friends, and are coming to drive the English from our country? 
That was all settled long ago, and they have now beaten the 
English in their own country, and are coming fast.” 

“And will they be any better than the English?” asked the 
Nawab. 

“Better! I should think so,” was the confident reply; “for 
they will be our servants. These .English call themselves our 
masters, but, thanks be to the Lord, there will soon, very soon, 
be none of them. In a very few days, all will have perished 
and gone to hell.” 

“ Ah, is it so, really ? I have heard the same from others, 
but as yet there is no sign of that hereabouts.” 

“ Nor will there be till the time comes,” replied the Moulvee; 
“ and that is now vefy near. The Sepoys will kill them all, 
and we need only to look on and strike in when the time eomes.” 

The Moulvee thought he detected a tone of considerable 
indecision in the Nawab’s speech, and that his best chance of 
success lay in going at miee to the point. 

“ Listen,” he continued; “ while we are alone, listen to the 
gracious message I bring you from the Eefuge of the World, 
our lord the King. I have no fear to tell it to you, whose 
ancestors served the Throne, and won honours and rank from it. 
He said to me, his poor servant, not many days ago: ‘ Eide to 
Futtelrpoor; take the patent of nobility I have had exeeuted 
to Dil Khan Bahadoor; tell him from me to be bold and valiant 
as his fathers were; place on him the robe of honour I send 
him, and greet him as a champion of the faith. On him and 
his heirs for ever, as long as the sun and moon endure, do I 
bestow the province of Noorpoor, with all its revenues; and 
I raise him to the dignity of a Commander of Five Thousand, 
with the title;’—but no, hear me read the gracious patent I 
have brought here with me—and let me rejoiee with you, my 
friend, on its purport. Behold the Imperial seal, and those of 
the chancellor, and all the officers of the court. In old times 
this would have cost a lakh of rupees, now you have it free; ” 
and he waved out a long scroll—beautifully written on paper 
sprinkled with gold-dust and mounted on crimson satin—before 
the astonished eyes of the Nawab, who took it up, put the seal 
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to his eyes and heart, and rising, made the tuslecmat or three 
obeisances, as to the royal presence itself. 

“Ah! then yon feel the honour/’ said the Moulvee, “as I 
thought you would; now, listen to the gracious words.” 

They were indeed, as had been described, very gracious. 
With all their valour, the Nawab’s ancestors had never gained 
such honours before^ and the title ol Baliadoor was all they 
eould show of Imperial favour. Now the Nawab was created 
“ Moomtaz-ool-Oomra,” “ Mooneer-ool-Moolk,” “ Aftab-ood-Dou- 
lali,” “Nawab Mahomed Dil Khan Bakadoor, Futtch jung.” 
Flow grand and sonorous was all that to hear, how grateful to 
his ambition! and then followed the enumeration of all details 
of the Noorpoor province, in Pcrgunnas, or counties, and their 
villages, according to the ancient records of Todur Mul. Not 
one was left out, not even Hurpal Singh’s estate, which however 
was assigned to him, if he proved faithful. The Nawab eould 
hardly believe it true. “Is it true, O is it truer ” he cried, with 
his face quivering. 

“ Wait,” said the Moulvee, who retired to his chamber for 
a moment, and returned, “ look! if my friend is not satisfied, 
then I am dirt in his estimation ; let me put it on now, to¬ 
morrow all shall see it in Durbar/’ 

It was a loose garment of honour, of yellow silk with small 
red flowers‘printed on it. Dil Klian knew the Imperial colour 
and pattern; and as the Moulvee flung it over his shoulders, 
with a gaudy tinsel necklaec, he took the hem of the robe and 
kissed it fervently; “I am not worthy of the honour,” lie said, 
“ I am but a very humble slave of tlio Refuge of the World.” 

“Mobarak had, I congratulate you, Nawab Saliih,” cried 
Azrael in his strong deep voice. lie had been sitting behind 
the staircase door, and looking at the scene, while he had heard 
the conversation with a secret joy; “receive the blessings of 
the poor Jogee, and may your honours and prosperity increase,” 
and he advanced with his aims outstretched. Azxael wore 
nothing on his person but the seanty waist cloth of woollen 
serge, clothed in which he had cooked and eaten his meal, and 
his head was bare; his body was eovered with caste marks, 
and a large spot of red colour was painted in the centime of his 
forehead. His lean, tall, gaunt figure was now fully displayed, 
in the light of the large cresset with many wicks, and his 
fierce countenance looked even more hideous and repellant than 
it had done to the Nawab, when he had been with him. 

“ La-honl-illa! ” exclaimed the Moulvee, starting baek in 
amazement,, “us tagh-fur-oolla.” Who art thou, son of the 
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Devil, to intrude here in tlie presence of pious Moslems ? Kafir, 
begone!” 

“ If thou dost not speak civilly.” said Azrael, grinding his 
teeth, “ I will strangle thee; and fling thee out to the jaekals 
and the vultures. Wlio am I? ask him there, he knows me 
well.” 

“ Peaee! ” eried the Nawab. “ 0 friend,” he continued to the 
Envoy, “ he is Azrael Pande, and when hunted by the English, 
I shelter him.” 

“Azrael Pande! Ah! I have heard of thee,” said the 
Moulvee, edging away from the horrible figure. “If thou art 
the man, wert thou at Dehly onee, and at Meerut a few days 
sinee ? ” 

“I was at Meerut, and passed you on the road, on my 
elephant.” 

“ Ah, I remember now, the ‘ mad Jogee,’ as the people said, 
who eried, ‘ There will be no English! woe to the English ! ’ ” 

“ As I cry now, Woe to the English, woe! let them die, as they 
will die, speedily,” eried Azrael. “ But what is this mummery? ” 
and he pulled the Xawab’s robe. “ Art thou a ehild, Dil Kha n, 
to be caught with a bauble?” 

“ It is no bauble, friend,” the Nawab replied, stiffly. “ I am 
‘ Moomtaz-ool-Oomra ; ’ I know Dil Khan no longer. Look at 
the patent! ” 

“ Poor vain ehild,” said Azrael; “ and •what came with this 
sugar ? ” and he took up the deed. “ What plaything have they 
sent thee ? ” 

“ I)o not touch it, do not toueh the robe—the gift of the king 
of kings! ” eried the Moulvee, stretching out his hands. “ Touba, 
Touba! for shame, it is pollution ! ” 

“ I had better strangle him, Nawab. He is too pious to live; ” 
.and taking a small thin handkerchief from his waist, Azrael 
began to handle it in an ominous manner. 

“ Let me say my prayer of faith, and I can die,” said the 
Moulvee, calmly. He was at least no coward; and, indeed, 
Azrael looked as if he meant what he had said. 

“Tut! let us be friends, Moulvee Sahib; only be eivil, for I 
am a Brahmin of Brahmins,” he said quiekly, “and holier than 
thou, 0 mean piiest! one who has seen the Refuge of the World, 
poor deerepid old man. Hast tliou forgotten the Jogee at Dehly, 
who eame at night, and told ye all to be ready, for the hour was 
nigh? Now we are here together, and two men working in the 
same quarrel need not insult each other. Listen; even to-day, 
lie, yonr friend there, was lukewarm in the great cause; if you 
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have gained him by these trifles, they have been well bestowed. 
How, Dil Khan, is it so?” 

“Friends,” replied the Nawab, stretching out his hands to 
each in succession, while the tears streamed from his eyes, “ do 
not quarrel; bestow me as you please. Let the English die as 
they aie doomed, and may the Emperor and the Eaith flourish. 
Eeen ! Deen ! If I died now, I should be happy.” 

We need not follow the council that ensued; but they were 
agreed on many points: first, that they should watch the rising 
of the sixteenth of May, when, as the Moulvee said, all the 
English at Meerut and Dehly and other stations would be 
dead; after that, the proclamation, whieh had been brought 
by the Moulvee, should be issued. If the garrison of Noorpoor 
moved, well; if not, Azrael Pande promised he would visit the 
Sepoys, in disguise and excite them, when the Nawab should 
raise his standard and assemble his five thousand. So the plans, 
whieh required rnueh consideration, were diseussed till the night 
was far spent, and as Azrael descended the steps down which 
the Nawab lighted him, he said, “ I shall go on before daylight 
to Hurpal Singh! what I have to do cannot wait, and if I can 
kill Brandon, you will have one enemy the less. I leave you in 
good hands, and am content.” Then the Nawab carried the 
patent and the robe of honour to Zcenut-bee and hung the 
bauble neeklace about her neck; but he aared not visit the “ Star 
of Women,” who had been greatly troubled and grieved by the 
news which was now spread among the household. 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 

REUNITED. 

Baba Sahib, Serishtadar, was transacting business with Mr. 
Brandon when \Yamun Bhut reached Noorpcor late on the third 
day after he had left Shah Gunje, for the banker’s palfrey had 
carried him nobly. He was hot and weary; but before seeking 
rest he had ridden at onee to Mr. Brandon’s house, delivered the 
message he had brought, and described the seene he had wit¬ 
nessed at the Punehayet. The details were unexpeeted by both, 
and vexed and annoyed them very considerably. After they 
had heard all, they agreed that there was only one course to 
pursue—to return to Shah Gunje immediately; and as a day 
would be required for some necessary preparations, and to send 
on Mr. Brandon’s horses and a set of bearers to stages on the- 
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road, Wamun Bhut eould take rest, and be prepared to follow 
with the Serishtadar, who would travel more slowly. 

Before he left Xoorpoor, however, Brandon was anxious to 
ascertain the souree of the vile allegation whieli had been made 
against Seeta. The goldsmith, Nunda, was well knov.ni to Baba 
Sahib, as well as his wife, whom he believed to be an arrant 
gossip, and he undertook to sift the matter to the bottom that 
night and to report the result in the morning At dinner in the 
evening Cyril informed the ladies that his presence at Shah 
Gunje was unavoidable, and he must leave them, at least for 
awhile, foi his district work was nearly completed, and he trusted 
he. should be able to return soon. They were much moved and 
grieved ; for troubled as the times were, they felt in Cyril a true 
support, and his confident, cheerful demeanour often chased away 
sad forebodings, though no actual danger was yet apparent. 
They did not bid him good-bye, for he would be with them till 
the evening of the next da y. 

Over their eigars, however, after the ladies had retired early, 
for there was no music that night, Cyril told his friend what had 
happened, and asked his advice as to what he should do. Cyril, 
at the first hearing of the scandal, had been inclined to punish 
Bam Das severely; but, on consideration, had come to think he 
had better take no notice of the eastc decision against Seeta, and 
leave Narendra. to do his part as might be necessary; and Mr. 
Mostyn was quite of the same opinion. 

“ Wc liave no power, judicially, over easte matters,” he said, 
exeept they beeome subjects of appeal ; and, even then, any 
intei feionce is of very questionable worth. It is very possible 
that Naiendra may ha\ e transgressed its rules in admitting his 
granddaughter, and he will be a far better judge of what he has 
to do than either I or you. As to Bam Das, he is elcarly indiet- 
able for seditious expressions, and it was a plucky thing of the 
Tehsildai and his Darogali to eomme him. The only pity is that 
poor Seeta is mixed up with all this, and so your hands are tied; 
but you can afford to be magnanimous and to let him off with a 
nominal fine foi onee, and take security for nis good behaviour in 
futuie. I daie say even that will not stop his vile tongue ; yet 
there are plenty as bad as he of whom we are taking no notice 
and we must bide our time. But are you right, Cyril, in goiim 
into the district alone in these fearful times V On whom can you 
depend if there is any outbreak here? You might be cut off, 
my poor fellow, before any succour could reaeli you, even if we 
were able to send any. I think you had fir better send 
your Serishtadar to clear up things at Shah Gunje. Write to 
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Seeta to come in with, your establishment, and yourself stay 
with us.” 

No doubt the advico was good, and given in trjie affection : 
while staying where he was would have been very pleasant. 
But Cyril was not satisfied. “I shall be the last man out,” lio 
said, “and, so long as I can, I will .travel among the people,'and 
keep them loyal. Were I to shut myself up here, the field would 
be open to any and every traitor or adventurer, who might mis¬ 
lead all. No, Philip,■■ my duty is there:for-awhile, and must be 
done. You know you have all my papers*, in 'case of anything 
happening to me!” . 

“ Well, I should do tho same myself,” he replied, “ if I were 
in your place. But please,- Cyril, take every precaution, and 
tell that dear little wife of yours to keep her ears open; they 
may hear more than yours.” 

“ I will, Philip, be most careful, for all our sakes. What I 
am most uneasy about is tho attitude of Hurpal Singh. If^lie 
raises tho forest tribes, they can give much trouble and do much 
mischief. I think, however, I have some influence^ among my 
old hunting companions.” 

Then they sej)arated for tho night, and early next morning 
Baba Sahib arrived, with tho wife of Nunda, the goldsmith, who 
hid her face in her sarec, and wept plenteously, “ I have found 
it all out,” said the Serishtadar triumphantly, “and the story is 
an invention from first to last; but is it not strange, Mr. Brandon, 
that it should have originated among your own people—among 
the ladies here, or somo of them?” he added, more carefully. 
Then he related what w r e know already, how Mrs. Smith’s Ayah, 
a Christian woman, had beguiled the goldsmith’s wife, how she 
had got access*to Seeta and had terrified her, how the news of 
Cyril’s approaching, marriage to Miss Mo.styn had been pro¬ 
mulgated, and how, at last, the goldsmith’s wife had been drawn 
on incautiously to speak of the possibility of another caste fracas, 
under the assurance from tho Ayah that Seeta now ate and drank 
with Mr. Brandon and tho Mostyns, as a matter of course. “ Ask 
her yourself, sir,” continued Baba Sahib; “ she may tell you 
more than she has told me, if she is not frightened.” 

But the woman was not frightened after Cyril gave her his 
assurance, and enjoined her to speak tho truth. She was only 
too glad to shift the responsibility to another. She repeated 
circumstantially all that she had said before, and wound up her 
tale by declaring that the Ayah had followed the party to the 
G&o Mookh on a pony that had been hired for her in the bazaar; 
and that, pretending to perform ceremonies herself, she had 
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■watched what Seeta did, and how Mrs. Mostyn had kissed her 
and taken her to the tents. And. in the evening she had prowled 
about tbem and heard singing inside, till the owner of the pony 
would stay no longer, and brought her hack to Noorpoor. 

' Here was a revelation indeed, which he had not dreamed of! 
He now remembered to have .seen a woman at the shrine of the 
fall by herself; but he had taken her for. a .villager, as she had 
mixed among the Brahmins and others who .“were worshipping 
there. Should.he then-take official notice h.t.this, and demand 
that the author'off* the-calumny should bp given up? That, 
however, he saw would lead to many complicatiops. he had no. 
actual jurisdiction over the cantonment, which-Had a police of 
its own; nor was the woman acting for. herself. He knew 
Mrs. Smith’s talent for making inquiries into, all sorts of 
subjects was in constant exercise; but why his poor Seeta 
should have provoked her malice, he could not divine. In 
future her peculiar interest in Seeta might be prevented, but 
the past was irremediable-; and, after breakfast, when Cyril 
told his friend all he had discovered, he found him to be of the 
same opinion as himself. 

“ Why is it,” said Philip, “ that at every station we find 
women of that stamp, who live in the free exercise of their vile 

imaginations?” . 

“ I suppose it is much the same everywhere in the world, 
returned Cyril, “ and you may add men, too, sometimes.” 

“ No, I won’t,” said Mostyn, “ and if there should be any 
sueh rascal, he can be sileneed; but none of us can stop such 
women’s lies and misehief.” 

“ I am going to try, Philip, at any rate*, in this case. - I can’t 
have poor Seeta made the victim of sueh persons as Mrs. Smith. 
I shall write to her now, telling her what I know, and I’shall 
thank her not to be meddlesome in future; I don’t think she. 
will show the note to her husband; and if slic does, he will be 
sharp enough on her, for he is really a kind good fellow.” - 

And Cyril did write, and Mrs. Smith did not show his note 
to her husband; she was now perhaps more spiteful than ever, 
and what she did will be related in its proper place. 

Meanwhile Seeta had been in sore straits and very miserable 
on many accounts. Her grandfather did not believe the vile 
story of the events at the Gao Mookh, and she was so far com¬ 
forted ; but he was now more strict in her separation from them 
in household matters; he gave her a different cooking place, 
and her water vessels were separately filled. Her clothes also, 
when the washerwomen brought them, were kept apart from 
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his own, ancl ho objected to her touching him as he sat or 
moved about, all of which gave Sceta deep pain and uneasiness 
of mind. Narendra did not dispute the caste decree for purifi¬ 
cation of the house; he would, he thought, have ordered the 
same in the case of another, and he was preparing for it by the 
time Wamun Bhut should return. lie had even speculated on 
the possibility of sending Seeta to the priest’s house, in case 
the Puncliayet should become importunate; but the confinement 
of Bam Das had checked the threatening of some of the 
members, and he was not further molested. 

Of all, however, the conduct of Aunt Ella cut Seeta to the 
heart most keenly. No longer was she taken to the arms of 
the dear old lady, and fondled like a child, as she used and 
loved to be, and to feel her aunt stroke down her soft wavy hair 
and pass it through her fingers; not once did her aunt ask her 
to wear this, or wear that, or did she now come into the oratory 
when she was singing the morning and evening liturgy, and 
join in it here and there as before, with her harsh gruff voice. 
If Seeta wont near her, Aunt Ella edged away if she were 
sitting, or avoided contact with her if she were standing or 
moving about. She even gave her the rice and materials for her 
food, as if to an alien or one of low caste, on a platter, and not 
with her hands. As to the silver and copper vessels, Aunt 
Ella would no longer touch them at all before she had satisfied 
herself by passing them through the fire; hut that did not 
suffice now, and a servant had to do it. To all appearance, Aunt 
Ella had given herself up to her “Bhugut” with an ascetic 
fervour, that to her might he vastly edifying, hut which to poor 
Seeta was most distressing. She got up at unheard-of hours, 
bathed in the coldest water, performed her morning sacrifice, 
and then went into a corner of a dark room, and baring her 
head, sat like a Jogee or a grim Bairagce, telling her beads, and 
ejaculating “Itam” at every bead as fast as she could; some¬ 
times she said Seeta also, that is, she said Bain, Bam, Seeta- 
Eam, which came glibly to her tongue; but the name seemed 
to trouble her, and she forsook it for the monotonous “Bam! 
Bam! Bam ! ” which, by the time slio finished a thousand or 
so, began to sound like the croak of a bull frog. Aunt Ella 
was no accountant; but she knew that a certain number of 
reversals of lier rosary made a thousand, and when she had got 
to the end of her beads, she turned the rosary round and went 
hack as she had come. All day long and till late in the night, 
except when she was at the temple or employed in the house¬ 
hold duties, which she could not neglect, the same “ Bam! Bam ! 
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Earn ! ” went on in its monotony of weary repetition; and the 
good woman was actually coming to believe that she could see 
the end of lier nose, which indeed was an ascetic feat worthy 
of a Jogee, but which the natural stubbiness of that organ 
seemed to render impossible. 

I must, however, do dear Aunt Ella justice. She was not so 
hard as she seemed to be, nor was her rigid asceticism crushing 
out entirely the tender humanity of her nature. The temple was 
the place where she had given her darling to Mr. Brandon, and 
blessed her; and the white tents were pitched close to it as they 
had been on that never-to-be-forgotten day. Now, as she looked 
on them, as she remembered liow Seeta had come from the 
priest’s room and fallen at Mr. Brandon’s feet, her heart swelled 
and the tears rained from her old eyes, and her heart yearned to 
Seeta, wilful as she might bo, but as she fondly trusted, not 
polluted. Of these outbursts of love, Seeta, however, never 
knew ; and to preserve her own caste inviolate, and continue 
her severe religious exercises, the dull call of “ Bam ! Bam! 
Bam! ” never ceased. TIow often, as the girl passed that dark 
chamber and saw the grim figure sitting in a corner, did Aunt 
Ella yearn for her child to come to her; and perhaps if Seeta 
had gone and thrown herself at the dear feet, Aunt Ella’s old 
affection would have found vent; but Seeta was afraid. Once 
or twice she had unwittingly, by a word or laugh, spoilt her 
aunt’s account, who forgot where she was on her rosary, and 
had been rebuked so sharply, that she had gone away to weep. 

What was to be done ? Shunned, avoided by her own most 
loved and most honoured people, as well as by her caste-folk, 
Seeta found no rest. Sometimes she sat dreamily in her old 
window, with her English books on her knees and her dictionary 
by her, and looked at the white tents, still standing, but, alas! 
now empty. Sometimes she took her grandfather’s palankeen 
to the garden and sat reading there under the deep shade of the 
mango trees, now loaded with ripening fruit, watching the 
screaming flocks of paroquets which flew restlessly from branch 
to branch, or listening to the soft cooing wail of the turtle¬ 
doves, and the monotonous song of the gardener to the bullocks 
which drew water from the well, and to the pleasant rush of the 
water as it passed into the trough whence it ran over the 
garden. I think this was the only true respite that Seeta found 
then; for, once she re-entered her home, the drcaiy, gurgling 
“Bam! Bam!” fell on her ear, and the grim figure sitting 
in the dark room could not be passed without a silent reverence, 
which receiyed no notice. G\ how the girl longed for her 
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husband's return! It could not, she knew, he much delayed, 
and with what joy did she again anticipate the daily change 
of scene and place, and his sweet, sweet company. Yet she 
had not yet been spoiled for home. Had her grandfather and her 
aunt treated her as before, she had been happy as a bird with 
them; but, since the visit to Benares, the growing asceticism 
of their lives seemed to be hardening their very hearts against 
her, and the dear old times to have passed away for ever. 

Cyril did not delay on his journey, and Shah Gunje was 
reached in the appointed time. The Darogah of police had 
called at the banker’s to say that Mr. Brandon would arrivo 
on the following morning; and Seeta’s heart bounded with joy, 
as she watched the camp-from her window, to seo the well- 
known English flag rise on the flagstaff and flutter from its 
summit in the morning breeze. Straightway she despatched 
Bheemee with the two dishes that she had been preparing 
herself since'before daylight for Cyril’s breakfast, and a loving 
little note, asking when she might come, for she had much to 
say. 

Cyril, who had felt stiff as he dismounted from his horse, had 
walked about a little and gone into the temple court, and was 
standing on the terrace, hoping that Seeta might make him out 
from her window, when Aunt Ella came from behind the temple 
in one of her circuits, crying “ Earn ! Earn! ” as usual. She was 
bareheaded, and her skull was shining in the bright sun; her 
garment was tucked between her legs far above her knees, and 
she carried a brass lota in one hand full of water and beyl 
leaves, and her bamboo staff in the other. She did not notice 
Cyril, but ho felt sure the strange figure that passed him must 
be Aunt Ella, arid as she returned he called to her, “ Aunt Ella, 
como here and speak to me. How is Seeta ? ” 

Poor Aunt Ella ! her heart was in her mouth. "What would 
she not have given to go to “ her son,” to pass her hands over 
him, and crack her knuckles, as she had always done before ? 
He was soon hoicking out -both his hands to her, and smilmg 
in his old pleasant way. She would have given all she possessed 
to have put down her lota and thrown herself upon his neck 
and told him all her grief. Poor soul! It had been a sore, 
sore struggle to hide it from Seeta: but this was even worse, 
for her loy© and honour for Cyril were very great. Still the 
dread “Bhugut” camo between them. She had forgotten her 
count, and how many times she had been round the temple, and 
all must be done over again ! So, with a cold glassy stare from 
her great eyes, Aunt Ella passed on, and “ Earn ! Earn! Earn! ” 
began again. 
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“ Not a word about Seeta ! what has come to the old lady ? ” 
Cyril said to himself. “ Well, I shall see her in the evening, 
and hear all about them.” Then, at office time, all the people 
gathered together as usual, and he had a busy day; and after 
he had dined, he was sitting outside his tent with her own 
chair plaeed for Seeta, when he saw her palankeen eoming up 
the slope, and went to meet her. I need not tell of a happy 
evening; but Seeta would not enter upon the particulars of the 
last few days. “ She would tell him of them some other time,” 
she said, “when Wamun Bhut eame; but not now. Why 
should they vex themselves with what had passed ? Her people 
had been an kind as they eould be,” and that was all she would 
say. “ Had she been happy? ” “I am happy now, Cyril,” she 
murmured, as she buried her faee in his breast, “ but X have not 
been happy, and 0 ! I longed for you to return, even more than 
in the old time, when the ‘ white tents ’ used to go away.” 

On the third day afterwards, when Baba Sahib'and Wamun 
Bhut, and the goldsmith’s wife had arrived, the case of Ram 
Das was opened, in whieh Wamun Bhut was a chief witness. 
There was, however, no lack of other witnesses against the 
man; many had heard his seditious ery, “ There will be no Eng¬ 
lish, : and all seemed anxious to purge themselves of connection 
with it. Truth to say, the loyalty or seeming loyalty of Shah 
Gunje appeared to have increased mightily under the imputation 
of disloyalty whieh Ram Das had brought upon it ; and trays of 
sweetmeats, almonds, raisins, and sugar-eandy, with garlands of 
flowers, were presented to the Commissioner Sahib in unusually 
profuse quantities. Finally, Ram Das was found guilty, and 
Mr. Brandon, as it was a first offence, sentenced him to a nominal 
fine, adding an admonition to him and to all who were present, 
against believing the evil rumours of the time. But Ram Das 
was also sentenced to enter into rceognizanees to find two secu¬ 
rities in heavy sums for future good eonduet, and preseneo if 
called for; and as the man left the eourt to make arrangements 
for his bail, Cyril thought that, except Azragl Pande’s, he had’ 
never seen a faee with a more hateful and malignant expression. 

As to the Punehayet, Wamun Bhut was delighted to find 
them ashamed of their proceedings and sentence against Seeta. 
When the Noorpoor goldmith’s wife and Wamun Bhut explained 
how the report about Seeta had arisen, which many had actually 
believed or professed to believe, they would even have with¬ 
drawn the injunction to Narendra to purify his house; but this 
the banker would not hear of, and as a preliminary move in tho 
matter, the Brahmin asked Seeta whether she could stay by day 
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at his house or in his apartments at the temple, where she could 
Lathe and cook, and would be close to Mr. Brandon, and Aunt 
Ella would he with her; and, of eourse, Seeta had no objection 
to the temple or to Aunt Ella either. AVhat a blessed change 
was all this to the dear old lady ! I will not say that she was 
unchanged, for her asceticism, now growing on her, had already 
left indelible marks on her mind ; but she was niueli mollified 
and comforted by the eertainty of Secta’s innocence, the with¬ 
drawal of the sent cnee against her, and the recognition of her 
by the Brahmins of the town. True, the women of the gold¬ 
smiths’ caste were obdurate as to not eating with her; hut 
Bad ha and the others had gone to Seeta at the temple, taken 
their children, and explained why they could not come to the 
dolls’ feast, and they had all laughed and cried over old times. 
At least, there was no doubt that their husbands made no objec¬ 
tion to their coming, or that Seeta lived in the priest’s apart¬ 
ment, humble though it was : and she eould not have done that 
if she had eaten eow’s flesh and drank wine at the Gao Mookh. 

For a time, too, the evil wind of 1914 had been stilled at 
Shah Gunje : but it was rising in other quarters, and Cyril 
hastened to meet and stop it as he had done where he was. 
The ceremony of purification had been performed by the hanker; 
all appeared satisfied, and the goldsmiths’ caste of Shah Gunje, 
men, women, and children, with all the Brahmins, had oaten 
at the house, while other castes and poor folks feasted in the 
garden. Cyril was satisfied that lie eould leave the good old 
man in peace, and ho fixed the day after the ceremony for quit¬ 
ting Shah Gunje for the season. Every one came to hid him 
farewell kindly, and in many instances with demonstrations of 
affection which he could not refuse, and had no reason to doubt. 

But it was a sad parting between the old people and their 
eliild. Aunt Ella, forgetting her invocations, sat all day in the 
priest’s room declining food, hardly speaking, but praying in 
nor heart for her child’s protection. She eould no longer doubt 
Mr. Brandon’s love for Seeta ; of that there was proof both in 
words and deeds, far beyond question: but she would have to 
share his trials, perhaps his danger, and what that might be the 
gods only knew. Seeta tried to elieer her ; and as she lay onee 
more on her aunt’s faithful loving heart, hid her not to be 
ftfraid, for she was a faithful wife like Savitri, and for all her 
trials that gracious lady had been rewarded by the gods at last. 
In the evening, too, came Narendra to Mr. Brandon, and they 
talked long and earnestly as to future events : and Cyril gave 
him a memorandum he had drawn up in English and llindee as 
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to his provision for Seeta in case of evil accident to liimself. 
Then they went to the temple to take away Seeta, for the tents, 
except one, had gone on to a village some miles off. Ah! it 
was a sad scene. The old man holding his child once more to 
his heart and sobbing like a woman, while dear Aunt Ella put 
her face to the wall and was convulsed with grief, refusing all 
Seeta’,s and Cyril’s consolation. “ I shall never see her again, 
never/’ was all the old lady eonld .say, “but she is yours, sir, 
not ours now, yours only ; they will not let us keep her.” Nor 
did Cyril’s assurance of bright days in store for them all, give 
her any comfort. It was too painful to be endured: and the 
banker at last putting Seeta into her husband’s arms, said in 
his old firm voice, “ Take her, Mr. Brandon, take her now as 
you did once before; we know you better than we did then, and 
trust her with you to death. When the evil wind has eeased 
to blow, and 1914 passes away, if the Lord will, we may meet 
happily again : till then may He protect you both. Once before 
you took my blessing with you, now again receive it,” and he 
solemnly blessed them, and ealling his sister to follow him, 
went out. 

Cyril and Seeta went to the verge of the terrace and watched 
them as they descended the slope towards the town. Onee they 
saw Aunt Ella sit down to rest, and even the sound of her 
bitter sobs came up to them in the still hot air; but her brother 
raised her up, and so they gradually passed away out of sight. 

“ Mine more than ever thou art, my lord and my life,” said 
Seeta, as they turned towards the tent, “ mine now, till I die.” 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 

A LULL BEFORE A STORM. 

After leaving Shah Gunje, Cyril Brandon had moved iiorn 
plaee to place, wherever he thought his presence would he most 
useful, encouraging the timid, warning those who appeared to 
be growing disaffeeted, and stiiving, .with all liis energy of 
mind and body, to prevent the outbreak, which, on many 
accounts, appeared more imminent than before. Some of the 
most powerful landholders were resolute to maintain order, and 
willingly and cheerfully gave their aid. Others, however, were 
sullen and intractable, not crediting the power of the English 
Government, and desirous, if tumult should begin, of prosecuting 
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those old hereditary feuds with their neighbours, which had 
hitherto been happily restrained. Everywhere there was abun¬ 
dance of alarm ; but Mr. Brandon saw with satisfaction that the 
majority of the forest tribes were as yet faithful, and dreaded 
the local ascendency from which they had once suffered. 

Rajah Hurpal Singh was, however, an object of alatm to all 
well-affected persons. He was a sullen, vindictive man; harsh 
and often cruel to his dependants, and with difficulty restrained 
at any time. Now, very many of the worst characters of the 
district had'gathered round him; he had repaired his strong 
fort, and was evidently on the watch to begin offensive opera¬ 
tions, if he should have the chance of them. He had excused 
himself frbm visiting Mr. Brandon, and wrote that the evil 
times rendered it impossible for him to leave his position, even 
for a day; but that he was watching the course of events, and 
should give what aid he could, if circumstances enabled him to 
do so. Azrae) Pande had not visited him in vain. He had 
heard from the Rajah his; tale of long existing wrongs for which 
the English had given him no redress. They had not restored 
lands he had claimed as ancestral rights; they had prevented 
his wresting from Nawab Dil Khan the property his ancestors 
had acquired by force in the days of the lviahomedan kings, 
and had thus abetted the Nawab’s usurpation. In the districts, 
too, his rights of black-mail, in levies of grain and money from 
villages, had been abolished; and his petitions, even to the 
highest English, authorities on these matters, had been coldly 
answered and refused. 

All this was good ground for receiving the evil seed; and it 
had come up, and was flourishing to Azrael’s satisfaction, who 
had explained to the Rajah how, and how only, his wrongs 
could be righted when the hated English were dead. Though 
Azrael had not given up the Nawab, yet Hurpal Singh’s 
company aiM associates were much more to his liking. He had 
no sympathy with tho bigoted, intolerant, Moulvee from Dehly: 
ho did not as yet see what course the native army would take: 
and for his own part desired, and preached where he could, the 
revival of a glorious Hindoo Empire and the destruction of all 
polluted unbelievers. The burly giant smoked Ganja as well 
as himself; and but that they would defile these pages, I might 
record .some of their proceedings. I repeat therefore, confidently, 
that the evil seed wds flourishing. 

What could Mr. Brandon do more than he was doing ? To 
have marched a force to Jeynugger and brought the Rajah to 
submission, was the only measure that would prove effective : 
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but he had no hope of doing that; no troops from Noorpoor 
could move out now, for mutiny there might be imminent, and 
other stations, for many hundred miles around, were in the 
same condition : so he must wait and watch. And Baba Sahib 
was becoming very seriously uneasy: he heard, most likely, 
more than his commissioner, and could see no way out of the 
troubles that now appeared so threatening. Those who had 
wealth were burying their treasures or sending them to more 
powerful persons to keep. Petty landholders were repairing 
their forts and collecting men to man them, and the sense of 
security and peace that had pervaded the people only a few 
months before, was fast disappearing before the evil wind that 
blew. No persuasion, no activity, could stop the rumohrs which 
came from the East and from the North* or drive them from 
the minds of the most faithful : and while they dreaded, there 
were many—too many—that rejoiced. Baba Sahib now implored 
Mr. Brandon to go back to Noorpoor. “ Why,” lid said, “ should 
you stay out in the country exposed to daily peril, and living 
with your life in your hand ? Who could protect you ? Already 
among the police there have been some desertions to Hurpal’s 
Singh’s levies, and in these times none are to be depended on. 
What can you gain by more striving? the people must take 
their course; no one can check an evil which is like the cholera 
or the small-pox, and seizes whoih it will. At least, if you 
will not go, let me despatch all the clerks and scribes, who are 
living in a state of terror, to Noorpoor. Let. them take the 
heavy tents and records, and we can remain together to watch, 
if you will; 55 and when Cyril pressed him to go too, for he 
thought the old man's advice was good, Baba Sahib said, with 
tears in his eyes, “ No, sir, my place is with you : but send your 
wife with the people.” 

Cyril told Seeta of this, but she would not listen; she re¬ 
sisted, even to some petulance, all that he said, and he did not 
press her. He felt more than ever that separation from her at 
such a time was impossible; and had not Mrs. Mostyn shown 
the same spirit when, before him, Philip had pleaded, even to 
tears, that she and Grace should go to the Hills ! Indeed, Seeta 
seemed to throw herself into the excitement of the time, with a 
spirit and ardour her husband had little expected to see. Mrs. 
Mostyn and Grace had been passive, as they were obliged to be; 
but Seeta’s blood was up. Her soul revolted at' the idea of 
treason to the English and of danger to her Lord. Her own 
guards, who had known her from childhood, and who reverenced 
ner as if she were an incarnation of divinity, were true, she 
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felt, to the death. There were but six, to he sure, E all tore 
Eajpoots, whom her grandfather had persisted in sending with his 
child: grey, stalwart fellows, who had guarded many a re¬ 
mittance of treasure by the banker, and defended them against 
many an attaek in wild plaees ; and with their commander 
Luehmun Singh, a giant in stature, watched their beloved 
charge day and night, sleeping about the tents, and ever ready 
to meet strife should it come. Seeta herself was fearless and 
resolute. She would not have Cyril go to Noorpoor a moment 
before it was absolutely necessary : and enjoyed, after a strange 
manner as it appeared to him, the excitement of their situation, 
and the wandering from place to place, making light of the 
constant and frightful rumours, and anonymous letters of warn¬ 
ing wliieh now arrived frequently, In sueh a mood was it at 
all neeessary to send her away, or likely she would he eontent 
if she were absent from him? Her husband felt it was not: 
and I think in his heart rejoiced that he had a companion whom 
no danger eould appal. 

Their little camp was now at Doodpoor, a favourite resort of 
Cyril’s when the season was at the hottest. The tents were 
pitched in a huge mango grove, where the trees had attained a 
size beyond that of English oaks, and their interlacing branches 
formed an almost impenetrable shade. The village was upon 
the edge of this grove, and was large enough to afford them the 
supplies the now redueed camp needed. The head authority 
of the place, who owned much of the land and farmed it himself, 
was Bulram Singh, partly Eajpoot and partly Gond, a keen 
sportsman and constant companion of Mr. Brandon’s in his 
hunting excursions : a man devotedly faithful and true. His 
village, too, was very strong, with a stout mud wall with 
towers at intervals all round, and a tall square eastle in the 
centre with bastions at the corners, and outworks beyond. 
Doodpoor was therefore a safe place of refuge, and Bulram’s 
clansmen sent information from all quarters. 

How serene and beautiful the grove was, the giant trees 
reaching into the distance, with vistas of the dim blue horizon ! 
How soothing the absolute silenee, exeept from the busy tree 
birds, the occasional twitter of the little grey owls who peered 
from behind branches and out of holes with tlieir bright round 
yellow eyes, and the chirrup of the squirrels who ehased each 
other from plaee to plaee ! How lazily the lizards erawled out 
and sat basking in the sun, inflating their scarlet or blue throats, 
and enjoying the fervid heat: and when night fell, the men of 
the escort and the servants would gather together round one 
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with a hand drum and sing by turns, trolling out some ballad 
with a merry chorus, while the camels’ bells tinkled faintly as 
they ate their fodder. Never perhaps before had Cyril and 
Seeta been more perfectly happy than in that outwardly unquiet 
time; never had they come to learn so much of each other, or 
been more united, than with imminent danger staring them in 
the face. There was comparatively very little to do, and the 
few native reports and references that Baba Sahib brought 
every morning, were soon dismissed. There was ample time 
therefore for Seeta’s lessons: and she seemed to have gained so 
mueh at Shah Gunje, that Cyril marvelled at her aptness, and 
persisted in speaking to her in English, and correcting her when 
she was at fault. 44 I do not fear you now with Mrs. Mostyn 
and Grace,” he said, “ they will be surprised as mueh as I am,” 
and truly the desire to speak with them had been one great 
incentive to her progress. 

One evening, as they sat outside their tent enjoying the fresh 
breeze that had succeeded the heat of the day, Seeta, who had 
been some time silent, was rallied by her husband on the 
apparent gloom that possessed her. “What are you thinking 
of, little one?” he said, 44 no bad news has come to-day.” 

44 Not of that,” she replied, looking up, “but I was think¬ 
ing - Well, 1 am almost afraid to tell you : but when I was 

very sad at Shah Gunje, and thought they would send me 
away from them and discard me for ever, I met with this 
passage in one of the books you gave me to read, 4 Come unto 
me, all ye that are weary and heavy laden, and I will give you 
rest.’ They are God’s words,” she continued simply, “I know, 
and they comforted me more than the ‘Blmgwut Geefa.’ So I 
used to take the book to the garden and read it, and I used to 
say, 4 1 am weary, Lord, very weary, give me rest.’ I do not 
know to whom I prayed, but rest came with you, and Tic had 
heard me. 0 ! I was sorely grieved then, Cyril; you will 
never, never, know how sad I was, and I could not tell them. 
Was it wrong to pray to your God ? Would lie care for me: ” 

Cyril’s heart leaped to the girl’s words. ITad then a dawning 
of true light come into her mind ? How often lie had prayed 
that such should be vouchsafed to her! Now it might be so, 
indeed. 44 My darling,” he said tenderly, 44 God is your God as 
well as mine; He never turns from those who cry to Him in 
their need, and in humble faith.” 

44 Yes,” she returned quickly, 44 there is the same in the 
Geeta; but your book is so tender, so simple, that a child eoukl 
understand it, and who but Brahmins can understand the 

x 
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mysteries of the Geetk' They will not even teach them to 
Soodras like me ; and He who spoke the words which are in 
your book, told all to come to Him, like little children, without 
fear. But the Geeta does not say so. May any one go—any 
one like me, and pray at His feet as if they were a father’s ?” r 

“ Any one,” he replied; “.any one who with a simple heart 
goes to Him asking for help, will be directed what to do. 
‘Fear not,’ He said very often: and those? who.believe in Him 
do not fear—they love and trust. When dicFyou ^htbak of this, 
Seeta?” 3 

“ I cannot say,” she murmured. “ When I have seen you 
read your book and kneel down and pray, I have longed to 
know what you said, and to whom you prayed, for I have often 
heard that the English had no religion; but that is false, for 
you went to your church at Noorpoor, and say prayers night 
and morning; and on Sundays you read to the English writers. 
Then as 1 learned more English, I used to read in your book; 
but I could only understand a very little till I went to Shah 
Gunje, and Wamun Bliut one day gave me one in Hindee which 
a padre had given him at Benares and he had never looked at; 
then I could follow the English quite well here and there, and 
I am never tired of reading now, though much of it makes me 
weep, and be angry too; but I cannot understand many portions 
yet. No, you must not teach me,” she continued, interrupting- 
him as he was going to speak; “ I have understood much, and 
God will teach me more, if He will.” 

“Who goes there? speak, or I shall fire,” cried one of the 
Sikh orderlies who was pacing up and down a short distance in 
front of the .tents. 

“It is I,‘Buldeo,” replied the person addressed in a high 
cracked voice* which Cyril and Seeta instantly recognized; 
%< where are the Sahib and the lady? Take me to them, I come 
on an errand of need.” 

“Biing him hither,” cried Cyril. 

“You need not ho afraid,” said Buldeo to the Sikh, “I have 
no arms, and I will leave my staff here.” 

The challenge and call had now aroused the guard, and 
Luchmun Singh took a few men and went for a circuit round 
the trees, while Buldeo was led on to the tents by two others, and 
as he reached Cyril, who. was standing with his revolver in his 
hand, he fell at his feet and besought him to hear what he had 
come to tell. “Leave me with the master,” I 10 said to the 
orderly, “ if I am false he can shoot me; what I have to tell him 
no one must hear but himself.’* 
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“ And must I go away, Cyril ? ” asked Seeta. 

“ No, no,” cried the man, “ stay! you were not afraid onee, 
lady, nor will you fear now. Sit down, and let your slave sit, 
for I am weary of long travel.” 

“ From whence ? ” asked Seeia. 

“ From Jeynugger, lady ; it is more than twenty coss (forty 
miles), and .the road is* bad.; but T am here, listen. I was in 
ITurpal Singh’s, eamp yesterday, and he has now about two 
thousand zngp, and jnorc assemble every day. He gives them 
rations, but they are willing to wait for pay, and he will have 
ten thousand they say in all, and Sepoys, when they come; but 
never mind that, Azrael Pande is there, and that is why I am 
here. I have seen him, and know what he is going to do, so I 
have eome to warn you.” 

“What is it,” asked Cyril, “and how eome you to know? 
you dare not speak to him, he would liiurder you.” 

“ Yes, he would murder me if he could, but he ean’t, for Kalee 
protects me. My only brother Foorsut is with him,” Buldeo 
replied, “ and I know Foorsut would strangle him for me at any 
moment if there were need, for he is one of the old Bhutotes of 
Feringea s gang, whom Slecman Sahib wanted to eateh ; but I 
would ratljer see Azrael Pande hanged by a leather-dresser, 
beeausc lie is a Brahmin. Listen; I have followed that man 
everywhere, even to Calcutta, where he stirred up the Thirty- 
fourth to mutiny, and bis nephew Mungul was hanged by the 
shoemaker. Thenee he travelled faster than I could, for the 
Sepoys gave him mone 3 r ; but as I followed I heard of the Jogee 
Brahmin who was preaching the loss of oa^te, and the pollution 
of flour and ghee, and saw the effect everywhere. Nor was he 
alone; there were hundreds such as he, Jogees, 'Bairagees, and 
even Mahoinmedan priests, preaching .death to the English for 
pollution of easte. 

“ At Meerut I met Azrael again ; some one had given him an 
elephant, and he wanted some of our old men to help him, so 
Foorsut and two others joined him. I went to the magistrate 
to give information, but he did not believe me. I had lost the 
certificate the Judge gave me, and I was as though I was not. 
Azrael was noisy and beside himself, and the. English gentlemen 
turned him out of the town; but I knew all the Sepoys had 
agreed to murder the English on the -fifteenth of May, and told 
this to the Sahib ; still the magistrate would not believe me, and 
said they had two thousand English soldiers and did not fear 
ten thousand Sepoys. What more could I do? But now listen 
to more. 
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“I followed Azrael to Fuftehpoor. and when the Moulvee 
arrived from Dehly I heard there was great rejoicing in the 
fort; but the Nawab would not move against Noorpoor—he dare 
not. So Azrael asked him to give him two hundred men to 
attack you and carry away the lady, but Dil Khan would not 
do that either; then Azrael went on to Jeynugger, and Hurpal 
Singh welcomed him, and gave him the command of five hundred 
men. The day before yesterday, at night, my brother came to 
me and said, ‘Buldeo, the Sahib and the lady are in peril, go to 
them at Doodpoor. and tell them Azrael will be upon them with 
two hundred of his men whom he has selected. lie will slay 
Mr. Brandon and cairy off the lady, of whom he is always 
raving, and declaring her to be a witch. Go then at dawn and 
bid them depart to Noorpoor, for they cannot else be saved.’ 
Then I asked, Why are they firing cannon from the fort and guns 
everywhere? and he replied, ‘ The English at Meerut are dead, 
and the Sepoys have gone to Dehly to the King. An express 
came to the Kajah and one to the banker at Jeynugger,’ and it is 
true, true as I live.” 

“Impossible!” cried Cyril. “There were nearly two 
thousand soldiers at Meerut and not many more Sepoys. This 
news must be false. Are you sure you aremot mistaken ? ” 

“ I am not mistaken. They have been looking for this news ; 
but did not expect any for a week yet, or more. It was after 
Azrael heard it from Meerut and the banker, that he determined 
to attack you. lie will have reached Bysona by noon ; it is 
onlv a hamlet in the jungle, for he knows all the by-paths as 
well as I, and he will rest there till evening; then he will come 
on here and will arrive about the third watch of the night as he 
proposed, for he said you and the lady would be asleep! What 
is that ? ” he said, starling to his feet and listening. “ I thought 
I heard bells. Hush ! yes ! they are bells, but they are on The 
Noorpoor road, and English news comes for you.” 

It was true, though neither Cyril or Seeta had heard them at 
first, and their -jangling clash at each rapid step of the foot 
runners who carried them, was soon distinct, as also the lighted 
brands they carried. Those who were in similar positions as 
Cyril in India at that time, may, as they read ibis, remember 
similar events and estimate the flush of dread and apprehension 
that possessed them; and to how many did such messages and 
expresses carry tidings of murder and massacre, or warniirv 
against danger? The packet the men delivered was an express 
from Mr. Mostyn, and the men who had brought it flung them- > 
selves down on the grass panting. There was “ emergent,” 
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both in English and Hindee, written on the packet, and a feather 
attached to it. 

Cyril broke the seal anxiously, and read as follows :— 

“ Noorpoor, May 13, 9 A.M. 

“My dear Cyril, 

“ I have only time to write a very few lines, for 
this must reach you as soon as possible. All the native 
troops at Meerut mutinied on Friday, the 10th, and went to 
Dehly. Many of our people were murdered by them, but the 
number and names are not known. I send you the ‘ Mofussilite 
Extra,’ which has reached us to-day. The Sepoys here have 
evidently beard some news, but what it is I don’t know, and they 
are much excited. I do not know what may happen before the 
day is out, but I am going to send the ladies into the fort. For 
God’s sake come in on receipt of this. Every one is most 
anxious about you, and my wife and Grace are fretting lor you 
and Seeta. Come at once; but if you find you can’t get into 
cantonment, linger about anywhere near, and send us word 
where you arc. 

“ Ever yours, 

'“Phil Mostyn.” 

And the “ Extra” of the “ Mofussilite” ran thus :— 

“ Agra, Monday, May 11, 1857. 

“A telegraphic message from Meerut states that, the troopers 
of the Third Cavalry have mutinied, setting fire to their own 
lines and several officers’ bungalows : killing and wounding all 
European officers and soldiers they could find near their lines. 

“ In a station like Meerut, with the Sixth Dragoons, Sixtieth 
Rifles, and European artillery, it may be presumed that the 
mutineers had a very short race of it. Further particulars have 
been sent for. 

“The Calcutta Government Gazette announces the dis¬ 
banding of seven companies of the Thirty-fourth Native In¬ 
fantry. 

“Letters from Meerut state that the eighty-five troopers 
Third Cavalry have been tried. Those most to blame have 
been sentenced to ten years’ imprisonment, others to five years.” 

Such was the announcement that passed through India of 
the first outbreak of the tumult and massacre that followed. 

“ We must go, darling,” lie said, “ and go at once to Noor¬ 
poor. It is true that the Sepoys have mutinied at Meerut, as 
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Buldeo had heard at Jeynugger, and what else he has had to tell 
us must be true also. Mr. Mostyn writes chat the Sepoys are 
much excited, and that we may not be able to get into the 
station- 55 

“If not, my lord/’ interrupted Buldeo, joining his hands, 
“ I ean take you where no one will ever find you, not even 
Azrael Pande. Ah! lady, was I not true? I have not for¬ 
gotten that you saved my life onee and he gave it to me—and 
mine is of no value, so long as you and yonr lord are safe. 
Give me a pony, sir, anything to ride,” he continued to Cyril, 
“ for my feet are blistered, and I ean walk no further.” 

It was now about ten o’eloek, and they would have ample 
time. The small tents were at once stiuck and loaded, and 
mustering all that were in earnp, Cyril and Seeta led the way 
into the village beyond. Por some days past they had used 
themselves to be ready at a moment’s notice, and Seeta had had 
a male dress made up for her, with a pair of long riding-boots of 
soft red leather. Cyril had tried her, and she had proved an 
excellent horsewoman and a bold rider; and as she now caracoled 
along on her spirited little mare, he felt assured that nothing 
eould overtake them. 

Their friend Bulram Singh was soon aroused ; and, with Baba 
Sahib, earae with torches to ask the reason of the sudden move¬ 
ment, and was told all: and while Baba Sahib went to prepare 
himself for the journey, Cyril awaited his return ehatting with 
Bulram, around whom his clansmen had gathered. A striking 
scene it v T as, the torch-light flashing upon the rough strong 
features of the men, and glittering from sword hilt and spear, 
matehlook and shield. “ I would not leave you, my friend,” 
said Cyril, “but I do not like to bring Ilurpal Singh upon you 
and your people ! ” 

“ Do not fear for me, sir,” he replied, “ so long as I have two 
hundred of my own elan to defend me. I am stronger than you, 
and TIuipal Singh dare not attack me, nor you, if you stay in my 
eastle; but you are better with your own people perhaps, "Who 
is to be your guide?’'' 

“ I,” said Buldeo. “ Perhaps you have forgotten me, 
Maharaj ? 

“ Ah ! ” said the ehieftain. “ JsTo, I have not forgotten you ; 
but take two of my men also, in case you forget the road by 

night. Go by-and- ; the road is quite safe and secret. 

And the moon will soon rise, sir,” he added to Cyril. “Do not 
delay, and may the gods keep you and the lady safely.—Jey 
Kooinpani Bahadoor! Brandon Sahib Bahadoor ke Joy 1 ” he 
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shouted to his people, who returned the invocation heartily as 
the party moved on. 

So they travelled on through the night, avoiding every 
village, and by secluded paths that Cyril could hardly have 
coneeived. When the sun grew hot next morning they rested 
under some wide-spreading mohwa trees, by the side of a small 
brook; and as the shadows lengthened they pursued their 
journey, not a little anxious as to what they should hear as 
they neared the station: but there all was quiet, the usual 
senfries challenged and allowed them to pass, and before mid¬ 
night they had reached their home, wearied perhaps, but safe 
and thankful. 

A messenger from Bulrarn Singh had followed them at day¬ 
light, bearing this note to Mr. Brandon :— 

“ Buldeo was quite true; they came at the third watch of 
the night and searched the grove for your tents, then some men 
came to the gate and tried to force it with an axe; but I was 
there, and we bred on them and killed two; there were others 
wounded, who were carried off. When I followed I could find 
no one, and the people had gone as they came. 

“Be this known to you and the lady. Send me news of 
your welfare by my people/’ 

So Buldeo had been right, and they had had a narrow 
escape. 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

u WHERE TTIOU GOEST I WILL GO.” 

It was a happy meeting between the friends, when Mr. Mostyn 
came early in the morning and called briskly to Cyril to “ get 
up and come out and have a talk.” All ihen is well, he thought, 
as ho dressed himself rapidly, or Philip’s voice would not be 
so cheery. And all was well so far; everything was quiet at 
•the station, and as far as could he ascertained, the Sepoys and 
their native officers were as yet uncorrupted and faithful. 
“ There was a good deal of excitement,” Philip said, “ when 
the Meerut post came in the day I wrote to you, hut the native 
officers of the regiments went to their commanders and asked 
the truth, which was told them as much as was known; and the 
day after, the Brigadier assembled all and spoke kindly to them : 
told them they had had no temptation, and no trials from the 
cartridges; that they must see on reflection how false the 
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rumours about pollutions of flour and caste must be, and how 
shameful it was for soldiers to mutiny and to murder officers 
who had been like fathers to them. ‘ You all know, or have 
heard of Colonel Figgis/ he said, ‘ who was truly a father to his 
men, and stood by the Sepoys on every occasion/ And he said 
what he could say, Cyril, but it is a bad business. Wc have not 
heard all, for posts are missing; but we have heard that Dehly 
is gone, that many of our people there have perished miserably, 
and the fears are, that the mutiny will spread to every station, 
and involve all in ruin.” 

“ And the Europeans at Meerut did nothing?” asked Cyril. 

“Nothing; when they might have nipped the rising in the 
bud; absolutely nothing,” replied Philip, “till night, when they 
tried to follow the rebels, but did them no damage to speak of, 
and they got clear away. Yet, just think, they were three 
times as many as those whom Clive led at Plassey, or Munro 
at Buxar, when they defeated armies more than fifty times their 
own strength. It is very sad, but there was panic from the 
beginning, and no one seems to have kept his head. Wasn’t it 
a curious fulfilment of Henry Lawrence’s prophecy that the 
Brigadier read to us? and so near the time, too ! And what news 
do you bring? How is Hurpal Singh?” 

“ As bad as he can be, Philip. Last night Azrael Pande, 
who is with him, would have cut me off, to a certainty, but for 
a true and timely warning that I. received about nine o’clock as 
Seeta and I were sitting outside our tent. That faithful crea¬ 
ture, Buldeo, brought it from Jeynugger in time to put ourselves 
in motion, else we had perished without doubt; and I had felt 
so secure with Bulram Singh! ” 

“Ah!” sajd Philip, “that’s just what I was fearing; but, 
thank God you are here, both of you.” 

Then Cyril told his friend all he had hoard from Buldeo of 
Azrael Pande’s treason, and his travels from station to station 
early in the year; and how Buldeo had warned the authorities 
at Meerut, yet they would not listen, and how Azrael had been 
received by the Nawab and Hurpal Singh. “ I think,” he con¬ 
tinued, “Hurpal will overrun all that part of the district anc 
do much evil, but we are helpless just now. And the Nawab?” 

“ Ah ! ” said Philip, “ he is just the same as he was; writing 
me civil letters, and pressing me to come more than ever—on 
account of the ‘delicacy’ of the times—to Futtehpoor with 
the ladies; hut timeo Danaos , you know, and.we are quite snug 
in the fort. You have no idea how comfortable the old place 
looks/’ 
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“ And the ladies, are they there?” 

“No,” he replied, “ though they slept there the first alarm 
night; but it seemed so absurd to remain when all was quiet, 
that they eame back in the morning and have been , here ever 
sinee. They will be so glad to see you at breakfast, and Seeta, 
too, when she can eome. IIow is she?” 

“ Bravely, Philip. She rode with me all the way here on 
her mare; and from first to last has never blenehed or eaused 
me a moment's trouble. I look at her and marvel at her genuine 
calmness and trust in God. Yes, she will eome to Mrs. Mostyn 
by-and-by, when she has slept off her weariness.” 

After Seeta arrived she had gone to her little oratory and 
found the saered fire alight, and that the old Brahmin and his 
wife had kept everything pure and clean in the eottage; then 
she fell down before the altar and prayed her humble thanks for 
safety. When she first awoke she heard Cyril and Mr. Mostyn 
talking in the verandah; and when he had gone, she joined her 
husband, and they walked round the garden in the eool morning 
air. Nothing was ehanged, and though the heat had dried up 
the grass, there were still roses and flowers in abundanee. From 
"fhe water's edge they looked up at the grim old Pathan fort, 
where people were moving about on the ramparts and bastions, 
and he showed her the room he had ehosen in the great tower 
with its oriel window looking out on the water, and told her 
what he had done to make it eomfortable when she was at Shah 
Gunje. The wind was rippling the surfaee of the lake in little 
wavelets, and all looked quiet and beautiful.. “ And now go 
2 nd get your breakfast,” he said, “for you have to eome to see 
Mrs. Mostyn and Graee afterwards; they are longing to see 
you.” 

“ I think,” said Mrs. Mostyn after breakfast, and after she 
and Graee had reiterated their thanks and congratulations upon 
Cyril's providential deliveranee from danger—“ I think I ought 
to go and bring Seeta. Don’t you remember, Mr. Brandon, how 
she would hardly know me unless you put her hands into mine? 
I ought to go, I am sure. Will you take me?” 

“It is a kind thought, Mrs. Mostyn, very kind and con¬ 
siderate,” he answered, “ and she will lave you more than ever, 
I know. I thought she hesitated a very little when I told her 
I would come for her; and if I read her heart aright, I saw 
there just what you have proposed.”- 

“ Then we will both go, Mr. Brandon,” she returned cheerily. 
“ Just put on your straw hat, Graee, and eome along. There is 
shade the whole way; and we shall see the pretty cottage, toe.” 
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So lliey went, those two bright fair women, in their pure 
white muslin dresses, on their kindly mission. Cyril preceded 
them by a few steps, and called to Seeta to come out, “You 
should be at your threshold to receive your visitors,” he said. 
And at that moment the two ladies emerged from the shrubbery, 
and advanced towards her, holding out their hands. 

Seeta had not expected this simple act of kindness, and the 
tears rushed to her eyes as, after her fashion, she touched their 
feet and passed her hands over their faces; nor could she speak ; 
but Mrs. Mostyn was not so reticent, and kissed her heartily, as 
did also Grace, and all reserve was past. Then they looked 
over the pretty cottage, and saw the simple oratory and the 
sacred fire burning, and Seeta’s books and English exercises, 
and wondered at the beautiful hand she wrote. In this respect, 
indeed, she had improved vastly: for one of the English scribes 
in camp, a young Brahmin who wrote like copper plate, had 
given her lessons. So when they had seen everything, they 
were taken to Seeta’s pets, and the old black myna said his 
Maliomedan prayers, and coughed so naturally that the ladies 
laughed till they were tired. - Then Mrs. Mostyn and Graeo 
took Seeta by the hand and led her through the garden to their 
house. 

IIow well Seeta remembered the night when she had well- 
nigh wrecked her peace as she cowered below the shrubs under 
the drawing-room! How different was all now! “And you 
must sing to me, both of you,” she said as they entered the 
drawing-room, which, to Seeta, appeared a paradise of beauty. 

“ I will,” said Mrs. Mostyn, u if you will speak English, not 
else, so you had better begin at onee.” 

“1 will try,” replied Seeta timidly, and in small easy words. 
—“When he is not here I shall do better, and you will teach 
me, will you not?” she added to Grace. “You are not older 
than I, and yet you know so much; and I, too, want to know. 
You must both love Seeta and be kind to her, for she has no 
friends now, only you.” 

There had been many letters awaiting Cyril’s arrival; and 
wher Seeta went home in the afternoon she found him busy 
over them.: hut he did not look happy, and she put her arm 
round his neck and asked him what had troubled him. 

“ This first,” he replied ; “hut it only made me angry for a 
moment, and it is as well you should knew. Here is a man 
who has no business to address me on the subjeet, writing that 
he requests I will send you away and live alone. What do you 
say to that ? ” 
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“ Ah! ” she returned, “ then yon have caste, too, and may he 
put out of it like me ; but I did not leave you when they told 
me I must. I don’t think they know us, Cyril! Eose and 
Grace would not send me away from you! ” 

“ No, indeed,” said Cyril. “ As to this man, if the bad times 
don’t quiet him, I must find out some other way. But that is 
not what troubled me; it is my brother’s health, which, my 
mother writes, is failing again.” 

“ And she wants you to go to her, I know she doe*,” said 
Seeta anxiously. “ Tell me the truth, must you go, Cyiil?” 

“X could not now, if I would,” he replied. 44 1 could not 
leave my post, even if allowed to do so. But don’t be anxious, 
my pet, there is no real illness and no alarm, and X hope by the 
next mail there may he better news.” 

“I — X would send you to them, Cyril; 0 , I icoald send you, 
indeed, if they want you. X should he quite safe here with 
Eose and Grace. I could not go to Shah Gunje, unless the 
Punehayet sent for me and bid me live with my people as 
before; and I should be very happy with Grace, and she would 

teach me, and you would write-” 

u Now don’t be getting impossibilities into your little silly 
head, Seeta, or fancying what may or may not be. Quite 
enough to do that when we have to aet, in any case,” he 
returned, interrupting her. “ Come, we will go and have a 
sail.” 

“But you must tell me truly when you hear again,” she 
said, pleadingly. “ I would let yon go to them, indeed I would. 
I would send you, Cyril, if there were need.” 

“I know you would, my darling,” he said, “but it must be 
a great need that would take me from you, even for a day. 
That dear old mother of mine faneies Ilylton is ill if he only 
sneezes or eoughs; and this is one of her miserable letters; so 
we will wait, and hope that he may be better ! ” 

Perhaps the ladies we know of hardly relished the return of 
Seeta to the station, and the obvious good plaee she had gained 
in the affections and regards of Mrs. Mostyn and Grace; but 
there was no use taking active measures against her now; and 
Mrs. Smith awaited the results of her pen, sinee she found even 
her Ayah somewhat shy oF-bringing information. For the gold¬ 
smith’s wife and the goldsmith had little relished their long 
journey to Shah Gunje, or the faeing of the Punehayet, or the 
slander against the Commissioner Sahib’s wife, whieh was 
attributed to them ; and the goldsmith told the Ayah, if she 
troubled his wife any more he would complain of her to the 
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poliee; and the bangle-woman was intraetable too; so the Ayah, 
like her mistress, had been thrown on her own resources. 

If I had thought it worth while to admit ' them into this 
history, I might record Mrs. Smith’s first gushing effusion to 
the high personage, lamenting the searidal at ISTootpgor, and 
commenting fiecly on Mr. Brandon’s shopjc-ingly ^’immoral” 
proceedings; and how, after Seeta’s re-arrival,* she had* written 
again, declaring she was sure the same high personage would 
regret to hear that his excellent admonition (whieh she pre¬ 
sumed had been forwarded) had been pointedly disregarded, 
and that the seandal was greater than ever, and she had signed 
herself 44 Vigilant.” Indeed, she had sent an anonymous para¬ 
graph to the-Independent: but this the Editor was too 

wary to print. The most triumphant stroke, however, she con¬ 
sidered, was a letter to Lady Hylton, whieh she had sent under 
cover to a friend in Calcutta to be posted, 44 beeause the eountry 
posts were so untrustworthy.” She had written it in March, 
and she expected a reply in June or July, when the whole 
matter of Seeta would, she had no doubt, be blown up. At 
present, therefore, Mrs. Smith was not openly aggressive, and 
occupied herself in other enquiries. 

So the days passed after the old fashion; and Seeta had even 
come to know other ladies, who visited Mrs. Mostyn as friends. 
Mrs. Hill brought her fine baby to show to Mrs. Mostyn, and 
was kind to Seeta, with whose exceeding graee and beauty she 
was greatly struek, and Seeta’s English was improving every 
day. Good old Mrs. Pratt, too, tho kind chaplain's wife, after 
a colloquy with her husband, went to Mrs. Mostyn and asked 
her to send for Seeta, and Rose was glad to do so. 44 1 was a 
missionary before I married Mr. Pratt, you know, my dear,” 
said the old lady, 44 and have been used to talk with native 
ladies; so I shall put Seeta quite at her ease.” And, indeed, in 
this respect, Mrs. Pratt had a great advantage over the others, 
for she had studied Jlindee deeply, and was an excellent 
linguist. She might; the dear woman thought, be brought to a 
knowledge of the Truth; but she knew she must be careful. 

Altogether the station was very quiet and even pleasant, 
though the weather was hot; but it was not to remain so long. 
Azrael Pande was eliafing at the inaetion of the Sepoys at Noor- 
poor, when all elsewhere were in arms and many English had 
already perished, while the standard of the Royal house was 
flying triumphant over the palaces and towers of JJehly. 

More than a fortnight had passed sinee Mr. Brandon and 
Seeta had arrived at Nuorpoor; and one ovening Buldeo, who 
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had been absent for some days, returned suddenly and found 
them sitting outside the cottage in the garden : and the news 
he delivered did not fail to excite their anxiety. 

“ AzraelJMie said, “lias eome back to Futtehpoor, and is 
angry at the delay hcrS; Some Sepoys have visited him, and they 
are planning a mutiny; but my brother tells me that all here 
are not unanimous* knd they dare not risk anything; but they 
have asked Azrael‘to come, to-night and speak to the delegates 
from the regiments. Will you eome, sir, and listen? I know 
the plaee well; it is an old temple whieh lies at the back of the 
Infantry lines not far from hence ; and there is much jungle 
about it: a lonely place, and dreaded at night, on account of 
ghosts and goblins; but perhaps,” he added with a merry 
twinkle of his eye, “ I know something, of them, for it was one 
of our old plaees of assembly; and there is a hole in' the wall 
where you can look through safely. There will be no danger, 
and if there were, why, we are enough for the eowards if you 
take the Rahtores.” 

Cyril had made up his mind while Buldeo was speaking, 
and as he answered, “I will go,” Seeta sprung up and said, 
“ And I too: I could not stay betc, Cyril, I should die of fear, 
but I should have none with you. 0 ! I will come and be 
beside you ; let me come ! ” 

“Yes,” said Buldeo significantly, “let her eome; she is no 
more afraid than any of us, and she must never be left alone 
now, or without her Rahtores.” 

“ I don’t like it, little one,” Cyril said in English, “but you 
have no fear. What if there were trouble ? ” 

“ 1 should be as I am now,” she replied, proudly. “ I can 
share all with you, or I am not fit to be your wife. Let me go. 
I will put on mv man’s dress, and no one will notice me.” 

“ When arc they to assemble, Buldeo ?” asked Cyril. 

“At midnight, sir,” he said; “ but we should be there before 
that to make our place safe. Ah! ” continued the poor fellow, 
“ you are one of the noble blood, and have no fear. I would go 
to death with you. You will not be able .to see, but you can 
hear.” 

The place Buldeo had mentioned was perfectly well known 
to Cyril. An old ruined Boodhist temple which had now no 
worshippers. It was hardly half a mile distant, in a solitary 
waste spot behind some gardens. He had often sketched the 
place, and kliew the ground near it perfectly. Abotit ten o'clock 
Buldeo came in and found both equipped and ready. Cyril had 
a brace of revolvers in his girdle, which he had carefully reloaded, 
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and a stcmt heavy stiek in liis hand, which he preferred to a 
sword. Seet.a was standing by him in tier simple boy’s dress, 
with her face muffled, and carried her own toy revolver in her 
girdle. The six Rah tores and the Sikh orderlies were also 
ready: and Buldeo carried a short heavy spear, his old weapon. 
Then, after a few words of caution from Cyril, they moved or., 
led by the old Dacoi.r, warily and swiftly. 

When they were elose to the temple, whose black ruined 
mass stood out against the sky, Buldeo motioned them to sit 
down silently, and went himself to reconnoitre. “ No one has 
come yet,” he said as he returned, “but we must take our 
places;” and he led them on through a wilderness of custard 
apple budies and other thick shrubs up to the couit wall, there 
high and entire, exeept a large hole through which the interior 
could he seen perfectly • and they all took their seats and waited. 
The cover was perfect; it was quite impossible they could he 
seen, and the hot night wind which moaned through some large 
tamarind trees above deadened every other sound. 

Presently they saw one or two dark figures arrive by the 
front entrance and sit down silently on the steps of the temple, 
and gradually the space became filled. No one spoke; it seemed 
as if an assembly of the dead had gathered there, so still and 
ghostlike were all who came in one by one and took a plaee. 
Midnight was striking from the gongs in the lines, when there 
appeared some stir among the people, and three dark figures 
advanced from the entrance: of these two sat down on the steps 
and one remained standing, though the gloom of the night and 
the trees above prevented his figure being seen at all distinctly. 

“ Are you all here?” said the man in a low deep voice, whieh 
Cyril and Sect a well remembered. 

“ We are here,” some replied; “ sit down and speak ! ” And 
the figure sat down. 

I need not, I think, repeat Azrael’s former address, which my 
readers have, perhaps, still in their memory. There was nothing 
new in his now passipnate appeal against loss of caste, against 
existing wrongs, or against the tyranny and cupidity of the 
Englmh; but as the speaker warmed with his subject, he dilated 
bitterly on the murders, at Calcutta, of his eousin and nephew, 
martyis to the cause, and he urged their revenge, for whieh the 
men of Meerut and Dehly had alieady done their part and would 
do more. 

“On the palaee of Dehly,” he continued, “now flies the 
standard of tlie King, and thousands of our people have joined it 
already, while the coward English hido themselves like women. 
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There were two thousand white soldiers at Meerut—were our 
people afraid? And wlien they marched out of the station with 
their drums beating and colours flying, did any one dare to 
follow them? Why are ye laggards, my sons? Why do ye put 
up with loss of east© and loss of honour? Have ye no shame 
left? If ye leave them to fight for the faith, will they receive 
you when there are no English? Ah! it will then be too late 
to ery, Hai! Hai! wouid we had struek in ! Do you think that 
they, our brothers, would have thrown aside rank, pa}", pensions, 
and honours, without they had cause? They would be but dirt, 
I think, in comparison with caste and faith; and so in their 
wisdom and valour they thought too, and decided that the 
English should perish. Now, while there is time, you can join 
them with your honour saved. Rise as one man; let not one 
white man or woman escape : give the harlot who lives with the 
Commissioner to me, to be sent to Benares and shaved, and 
humbled. Will ye bear even with that humiliation and scandal 
whieh to every true Hindoo in the country around us is degra¬ 
dation? Listen! I have eome from Rajah Ilurpal Singh, who 
has already twenty thousand good soldiers; from the Nawab Dil 
Khan, who has ten thousand and many guns. When you have 
destroyed all here, come to them and be welcomed by me! ” 

“Let us go now/* eried a young Sepoy, raising his tall figure 
among the erowd. “ Let us begin at once. Why delay ?” 

“ Not yet, my son,” said Azrael. “ Not yet; be not mad like 
Mungul Panda: wait for my signal, and be ready, all of ye. I 
shall not delay many days now. Let the English remain un¬ 
suspicious. Do your duty and attend your parades, but be 
ready. Keep your money about your persons, and when the 
time eomes, rise, burn the station, and slay! There are no 
English soldiers to prevent you; none to fear. Those there are 
have hidden their faces in the fort, and dare net eome out. Arid 
if they did, do you fear them? If you do, you are cowards and 
leather-dressers, and I, Azrael Pande, will proclaim your infamy 
through every regiment, and through every village of Oudh and 
Bahar; and they, your brothers now, will blow you away from 
their guns. Have you heard me?” 

“ We have heard,” was the response. 

“And you will be ready?” 

“ We will be ready. We are ready now! ” 

“ Enough,” said the speaker; “ I trust in you. And now bid 
ne depart, for I have far to go ere morning. Remember my 
words and wait, wait patiently, praying to Kalee Mata. Let 
none of you, not even the brave fellow that spoke to me, err as 
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my poor Mungul Pande did from over-zeal. Ah ! yes, you will 
avenge his death, and give English blood, for his blood, to the 
Mother.” 

“We will! wc will! Fear not and go!” was their low 
hoarse cry. Then the speaker rose and was surrounded by a >n 
excited crowd, some sobbing, others weeping like children as 
they touched his breast and feet. 

Cyril Brandon could no longer restrain himself. He had 
several times tried to distinguish the figure of Azrael Pande as 
he sat on the step of the temple, but he could not, and the gloom 
was so profound, that in the mass before him no individual could 
be recognized. How as the traitor rose, and his tall figure stood 
for a moment against the sky, Cyril could not be mistaken, and 
cohering him with his pistol, fired; while, as confusion arose, he 
discharged other barrels in succession among the crowd. He 
saw three men drop, for Sceta had fired also, and raised a shout 
in English : u Come on, men, come on ! let not one escape ! ” and 
the crowd, without turning, rushed forward pell-mell into the 
darkness beyond. At the same moment, Luchmun Singh and 
the Kahtores with Buldeo, ran round the wall to the entrance; 
and meeting the fugitives, began to lay about them indis¬ 
criminately with their heavy swords, shouting their war-cry of 
“Hurrce B61! ” with “Jey Kuompani Bahadoor! ” which rang 
out high above the whistling of the hot wind and the rustling 
of the trees above. 

None attempted to resist but one man, who, after slightly 
wounding a Kahtore, was instantly speared by Buldeo: the rest 
disappeared as tJacy fled into the darkness. Where they had 
gone the party neither knew nor cared, and in a few moments 
they were alone. 

“ We must not delay, master,” said Buldeo, who was laughing 
heartily ; “ and who.shall say our 4 Durora ’ was not a good one? 
But I will just see who are dead. I should be sorry to find 
Azrael, for I wanted him for the shoemaker.” 

Cyril followed him and looked at three men lying inside the 
court, of whom one was breathing and asked faintly for water. 
Outside were four others, of whom none could speak, and some 
wounded had got away. Azrael Pande had again escaped. 

“ Come away ! ” eried Buldeo; “ we have done enough for one 
night. Come quickly ; and we must run, Mr. Brandon, lest the^y 
should rally and follow us. Let the dead he there till the 
morning, and we shall know who they are. Take care of the 
lady, sir, or shall we carry her?” 

U I think she can run as fast as any of us,” replied Mr. 
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Brandon smiling; “ but we both, and all of us English, owe you 
mneh for your fidelity and courage, more than we ean ever 
repay.” 

“ No money, no money, sir,” eried the man, bursting into 
tears; “ only put both your hands on my head, that is enough 
for a slave like me; ” and Cyril and Seeta did so. “ Now run.” 

“My darling,” said Cyril to Seeta as they slackened their 
speed—round whose waist his arm had rested while Azrael 
Pande was speaking—“and you never trembled onee. 0 brave 
heart! I shall be indeed proud of you when I tell to your friends 
what has happened.” 

“ No ! I did not fear him,” she said, looking up in his faee; 
“but I do fear the rebels for you, my lord, and for them, my 
darlings.” 

“You need not fear now,” he said; “we know what the 
Sepoys may do, and will be prepared. Let us go to the Judge’s if 
they are still up; perhaps they have been looking for us.” And 
they now stepped on again with speed. When they reaehed 
home the gongs in the lines were striking one. 

“ The Judge Sahib and the ladies have been so alarmed about 
you, sir,” said Kasim, the butler, “ and we eould not tell them 
where you had gone. It is only a moment sinee Mr. Mostyn 
was here.” 

“ Then we will go to them as we are,” said Cyril. And in a 
few moments he had tapped at the drawing-room window, and 
cried out, “ Philip, we are here, all safe. Let us in.” 

Mrs. Mostyn and Graee were sitting at the table as her 
husband admitted Cyril and Seeta. The ladies had evidently 
been erying, for their eyes were red and swollen. 

“ Thank God, you are safe, both of you ! ” eried all in a 
breath ; “ and Seeta, too, with you. 0 my darling ! you should 
not so expose yourself,” continued Mrs. Mostyn. “ But how 
well she looks in her boy’s dress, Mr. Brandon. Where have 
you been? There were shots heard, and the servants eame 
running in, erying the Sepoys had broken out; and we were so 
alarmed for you, for no one knew where you had gone.” 

“ I was with my lord,” said Seeta meekly; “ he will tell you 
all. We women of India are used to rougher seenes than you ; 
and if he had died, I should not have returned.” And the ladies, 
who eould not speak, eovered her with kisses. 

“If there is a eup of tea to be had, let me have one,” said 
Cyril to Mrs. Mostyn; “it will loose my tongue, whieh at 
present is dried up. As to Seeta, she is never thirsty. I do 
believe she enjoyed what we did ! ” 

U 
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Indeed, tlie gill’s cheeks were glowing, and her eyes spark¬ 
ling with excitement. She had never looked more lovely. “ Tell 
them all,” she said. And then Cyril related what they had seen 
and heard, till the hot night was far advanced. 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 

“ PREPARATION.” 

As the morning broke, there was necessarily much excitement 
at Noorpoor. The whole station was full of rumour and anxiety. 
The Sepoys of the regiments collected on their parade grounds 
in groups, but were without arms; enquiring from tlieir officers 
what had taken place in the night, as several men had been 
found with severe sabre-cuts, lying near the lines, who had been 
carried to the hospital, but refused to tell what had happened 
to them. Many, no doubt, knew well enough, for the assembly 
which heard Azrael Pande’s address contained both Sepoys and 
non-commissioned officers: and there was much speculation 
among the loyal, whether there had not been a fight among the 
Sepoys themselves. Eor the present, however, the groups dis¬ 
persed quietly ; but with the conviction that whatever had 
occurred, would eventually transpire. 

Very early too, Mr. Noble, to whom the police had reported 
the fact of a conflict having taken place at the ruined temple 
in the night, took a body of them, and proceeded to the spot. 
A few people had collected there, and among them some Sepoys 
in undress ; but the dead had not been disturbed, and were 
easily recognized. Inside the broken wall were three, killed by 
gun-shots; outside four, with fearful sabro-cuts and spear- 
wounds. Three were Sepoys, whose names were given by those 
present ; and one of the dead was a noble young fellow of the 

Grenadier Company of the - Regiment, by name Isree 

Tewaree. “ Ah! ” said one of tlio Sepoys, “ ho was always 
threatening, and saying ho would kill the English, but he used 
to smoke so much ‘ Ganja’ that we thought him mad. He has 
only got what ho deserved.” There were also two of the district 
police without uniform, one .Mahomedan scribe in the Com¬ 
missioner’s department, on, whose body a number of Persian' 
letters were found, with “ Akhbars ” ot the Nawab’s proceed¬ 
ings; and there was a man whom no one knew, armed v‘ 
sword and shield, who was pronounced to be one of the Nr 




PREPARATION.” 


291 


M 


retainers, or a villager from without. Mr. Noble assembled an 
inquest on the spot, whieh recorded a verdict, “ That the seven 
persons deceased had come to their death by violence, the eause 
of whieh was unknown.” Mr. Noble then went to the homes 
of the polieemen and the scribe, and searched them for papers ; 
and in the latter was found a goodly bundle of the Nawab’s 
letters and Akhbars, and drafts of communications to him, the 
latter proving, when afterwards read, of a very treasonable 
character. The writer of them had, however, gone to his 
aceount. 

With all‘these documents, and what little information he 
had picked up, Mr. Noble eame to Mr. Brandon and made his 
report, hearing in his turn what I have already recorded. Then 
Baba Sahib arrived, and heard the same; and another Persian 
scribe w r as sent for to examine the news writer’s papers, and a 
sad disclosure of treaehery and falsehood they proved to be. 
The draft of the celebrated letter about Seeta, too, was there, 
much interlined and altered, as if the writer had taken special 
pains with its composition, whieh indeed he had. 

Soon after, Mr. Mostyn walked in from his garden to take 
his early tea, and the party was joined by the Brigadier and 
Captain Hill, who had been to the temple to see the dead: so 
all the ehief authorities of the place were assembled to diseuss 
the events of the night. Of eourse Mr. Noble grumbled good- 
humouredly at not having been allowed the chance Cyril had 
had ; and more especially as he was in charge of the civil duty 
at the station : but Mr. Brandon satisfied him by saying, as was 
only the truth, “ that he had had no time to make arrange¬ 
ments, and that if the poliee had been employed, most likely no 
discovery of the latent treason would have been made,” As 
an emergent ease, therefore, he had managed it after his own 
fashion. 

“And right well, too,” said the Brigadier; “I never heard 
of a thing of the kind better done. But you are an old hand 
now, Brandon, after your adventure at Shah Gunje. And 
that ruffian eseaped you again, after all ? ” 

“He did,” said Cyril, “as far as I know; but if ever I 
covered anything dead in my life it was his head ; and he was 
not much more than ten paces from me, I think. Perhaps the 
people with him carried him away; but we shall hear of him, 

I dare say. I shall write to the Nawab to give him up to 
justice, but I have not the slightest idea that he will be 
sent in.” 

“Nor have I,” remarked the Brigadier; “and there is 
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nothing I should like better than to march the brigade to 
Futtehpoor, and ask for him ; but in the present doubtful cod 
dition of the Sepoys, I dare not trust the men.” 

“ Have you, then, had any greater suspicions than usual?!h 
asked Mr. Mostyn. 

“1 have, and I have not, Judge,” he replied; “I have 3 
fault to find with the raen hitherto; but yesterday we hea^, 
some unpleasant reports of nightly meetings, though neither 
1 nor the commanding officers could trace them. One thing, 
however, I am determined upon, Brandon, as I have said all 
along : to run no risk. I shall move all the Europeans into the 
fort this evening, for there is only a sergeant’s guard there at 
present; and I shall not bring them out again till all this storm 
of mutiny is over, and I think you had better send all the 
treasure you ha.^e in also. I have some already; but much 
of your revenue has come in lately, I know, and you must have 
a good deal more now. Think what a temptation it must 
be for the Sepoys, if they are untrue, with only themselves to, 
guard it! ” 

“ Certainly,” said Cyril. “ Baba Sahib will see to it 
directly.” 

“ And the Colonel Sahib can perhaps send the European 
soldiers to take it away as they go to the fort,” added the 
Serishtadar ; “ it can go in the tumbrils.” 

“ Not a bad idea, Baba Sahib; and Captain Hill will come 
and see it all done,” said the Brigadier to him. “And now, 
gentlemen,” he continued, “ shall we take up the affair of last 
night? 1 must have courts of inquiry upon the dead and 
wounded men; but the rest, as the temple is out of the canton¬ 
ment boundarj r , remains with k the civil power. Your evidence, 
Brandon, will, however, be wanted. Will you come to the 
mess-house at eleven o’clock ? I shall be there myself.” And 
Cyril said he would go with pleasure. 

“ As to the ladies,” continued the Brigadier, “ I cannot take 
upon myself to speak: but if we are all prepared, as we shall 
be, and a patrol of officers goes round the station every night, 
I think they need not fear, and I know how disagreeable it 
would be for them to leave their comfortable houses in this 
weather. But I shall make known to all, that whoever may 
come shall receive the quarters that have already been allotted* 
I don’t wish, indeed, that any may have to go into them* but 
it is as well to leave the point open.” 

So it was all settled: and Captain Hill rode with a company 
of English soldiers in the evening to the treasury, where the 
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of rupees were loaded upon tumbrils, and carried off, 
ing only enough for daily use. It was in vain that the 
/e officer and Sepoys of the treasury guard protested that 
r honour was at stake in the removal. Captain Hill could 
- say it was the Commissioner Sahib's order, and must be 
ud, and at sunset the English bugles rang out cheerily from 
nigh cavalier of the old Pa than fort. 

Several ladies followed the English detachment; among 
them Mrs. Smith and Mrs. Jones, but by far the majority 
remained at their houses. Thej T were not yet afraid, and pretty 
Lucy Home was becoming quite a heroine. As to the Mostyns 
and Cyril Brandon, their houses were quite close to the fort, 
and were covered by its guns, and the road to the postern on 
the lake passed the end of their gardens; they could escape 
easily, therefore, at any time, in case there should be alarm in 
the lines or the town, and they remained as they were. 

It was really surprising to see what had been done in the 
fert by the Brigadier and the officers. Some of the old guns 
which had lain on the ramparts and bastions since the last 
Mahratta struggle, were cleaned and examined, and found 
worthy of carriages. The parapets and loopholed curtains of 
the fort were repaiied; the rough road up to the gate levelled; 
the ditch and the interior cleansed out, and the counterscarp 
mended. Every building was nicely whitewashed, and new 
earthen floors laid down. In short, the interior, which could 
have accommodated a thousand men, looked, as it really was, 
secure and comfortable. 

The fort had been built on a natural elevation, which sloped 
steeply towards the lake. On each side was a broad dry ditch, 
with a counterscarp and short glacis, bej T ond which the natural 
ground had been scarped to a height of from ten to twenty feet. 
There was a faussc-braie all round, which at the entrance gate 
was double, with large bastions and traverses, and a double dry 
ditch. The whole formed a height, especially where the citadel 
stood, which overlooked everything for miles around, and the 
air was therefore cooler and fresher than in the cantonments, 
and the men liked it extremely. A church even had been 
arranged in one of the large empty palaces, and a hospital also; 
so all was complete. 

As to Cyril and Seeta, if they pleased they could go to the 
postern, or water-gate, in their boat, or thej T could walk; and 
once there, a path led to the tower which Cyril had selected as 
the most private. Close to it were a series of chambers formed 
by arches in the curtain, and these Cyril had had partly closed 



294 


SEETA. 


up. One was made into a new oratory, one into a kitehen, one 
into a bath-room, and in another the old Brahmin and his wife, 
who had refused to leave Seeta, were to take up their abode. 
A store of flour and other provisions was laid in, and some 
simple artieles of furniture were put into the octagon pavilion 
room—a low camp bed, two or three easy and other ehairs, a 
table, and some bookshelves—and when arranged and Cyril’s 
pictures hung up, the place looked really pretty. 

As has been said, it was an octagon, corsesponding with the 
shape of the bastion. In front, the centre division had a small 
oriel window and balcony, and on eaeh side were two open 
niches, into which rough window panes and glass had been 
fitted. The style of the room was Pathan Gothic, very elegantly 
eonceived, for the groins and mouldings of the arches were led 
up into the centre of the eeiling, where they met in a earved 
top or crown, and the eeiling was in the same curve as the 
pointed arehes. From the windows the view was really lovely. 
At foot, the lake, bounded by its dam at the further end, nearly 
a mile distant. On one side the native city, and several ghats, 
or bathing-plaees, with flights of steps whieh entered the water, 
and were constantly occupied by bathers and water-earriers. 
Opposite to it were some English bungalows and their pretty 
gardens; the Brigadier’s occupying the highest point, where 
the flagstaff stood, and the red ensign of England fluttered and 
waved against the far blue distance. Erom the roof of the 
tower, on which was a gun, the Sepoy lines and parade ground 
eould be seen, as vv'ell as much of the distant rolling country; 
hut the mass of the citadel, of whieh the tower formed an out¬ 
work, obstructed the view in other directions. For himself, 
Cyril had eontrived a kitchen and bath-room out of similar 
arehes to Seeta’s ; but the mass of the bastion lay between them, 
and they did not interfere with each other. It maybe supposed, 
therefore, that these quarters were both secluded and comfortable, 
and Seeta and her husband often visited them, speculating 
whether they would ever be needed, and looking out on the 
gorgeous sunset when the glory of the evening clouds was 
reflected in the lake, and the distance was filled with glowing 
golden haze. 

And they .were very happy; Grace and Seeta had become 
fast friends, and Seeta could now speak with her on ordinary 
matters with apparent fluency, whieh seemed daily increasing/ 
Grace often heard Seeta her English lessons, and made her read; 
and the evening music was always a delicious treat to her, 
especially when Captain Hobson came, and their voices blended 
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in the fine trios and quartetts of well-]nrown Italian operas. 
“Guai, se to sfugge un moto,” from “Lucrezia Borgia,” was 
almost her especial favourite, when the rich bass of Captain 
Hobson, and Cyril’s fine tenor, mingled with the plaintive wail 
of Grace Mostyn; and indeed there were many others. Very 
often, too, good Mrs. Pratt came and sat with them, cheering all 
by her resignation, and truly pious trust in God’s great mercy, 
and engaging Seeta sometimes, though not often, in religious 
discussion, for she felt how deeply the girl venerated the words 
of Him, which even children can understand and believe. But, 
nevertheless, she found Seeta so strong in her own convietion of 
the purity of the old Hindoo Yedic belief, in which Wamun 
Bhut had instructed her, and so opposed in her faith to the 
practice of popular or ordinary Hindoo idolatry, that the good 
lady well knew it would be no easy task to sap the foundation 
of Seeta’s religious citadel, or to break up her metaphysical con¬ 
victions : and, very advisedly, she did not press the subject. 
“ There is good seed sown, my dear,” she said to Grace, one day, 
“ and it must germinate and grow : and I shall be much mistaken 
if it does not. I am no match for her in metaphysics.” 

In ordinary matters of business at Noorpoor there was no 
change. The Judge attended his court, and Cyril Brandon his 
Kucherry. The Sepoys were steady, duties went on as usual, 
and the excitement of the affair at the temple had apparently 
passed away. If there had been, or were still, treasonable 
characters at work, they were more reticent and careful than 
they had been. There was only an occasional post, or letter, 
from the scene of tumult at Dehlv ; but the news that earae was 
in all respects most fearful, and by the end of May there was 
no longer doubt that the treason was as widespread, as it was 
for the time becoming successful. 

Mr. Brandon had written civilly, but strongly to the Nawab, 
in regard to the immediate delivery of Azracl Pande, a cqnvieted 
felon, against whom sentence of death was recorded, who had 
escaped, and assisted to stir up the army to mutiny, and whom 
he himself had heard deliver an exciting and treasonable address 
at the temple near the station. He was warned that his own 
character was in the last degree suspicious, and that if he per¬ 
severed in it his eventual ruin must follow. 

The Nawab did not immediately reply to this letter. He 
sent a profusely complimentary message by his Moonshoe, to 
the effect that he was devoted to the English, and that his own 
life depended upon their favour and protection, and that he 
would write as soon as possible. The fact was, that his coun- 
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sellor the Moulvce was absent on a mission from the Nawab to 
Hurpai Singli, the object of which was to induce the Eajah to 
forget old grievances, and unite with him in the common cause 
against the English : and when the Moulvee returned, not at 
all well pleased at his reception by the burly Rajah, the Nawab 
showed him the letter he had received, and asked his advice. 
“We must temporize, my friend,” said the Moulvee; “we are 
not ready to act, and the Sepoys at Noorpoor are not with us 
yet. I will draft a reply which will satisfy the Feringce for 
the present; ” and he wrote as follows, in Persian, which I 
translate:— 

“ To the exalted in rank, the illustrious in station, the kind 
to his friends, the just of the world, the refuge of the poor, 
Cyril Brandon, Sahib Bahadoor, Commissioner of Noorpoor, 
salutation and the peace of the Almighty ! 

“ Praise be to the Lord, and thanks a thousand, that my 
lord has condescended to write to his humble friend a. kind, 
monitory letter. 

“ The forefathers of this suppliant w r ere men of war, and 
faithfully served the Koompani Bahadoor in many wars and 
troubled times : therefore this suppliant, who is no warrior, and 
desires peace and good-will, enjoys what they gained, and is 
grateful. Hitherto, his face has shone with the brilliancy of 
truth : and please the Lord, it will not now be blackened by the 
malevolence of evil, speakers and slanderers. 

“Your friend observes with sorrow, that he is accused of 
sheltering Azrael Pande, the Dacoit, and devilish misleader of 
men: and that his sincerity is also doubted. Well, so it is the 
lot of many virtuous in life to be misunderstood, and this 
suppliant cannot avoid his fate; he is helpless before its decree ! 

“ The decrees of the All-wise are wonderful and mysterious. 

By whom can they be resisted ? True suffering is silent. 

“ Certain it is, that some days after the disturbance at the 
temple, your suppliant heard that a Jogee had been killed by a 
gun-shot, and that he was carried away and burned directly ; 'so 
there is no trace of him. If he should have been Azrael Pande, 
your friend will rejoice that that evil man is dead. 

“ What more can I write ? May the Lord keep you in safety, 
and may your honour and prosperity increase daily fora hundred 
years ? ” 

“ There, I think that will do for the hog,” said the Moulvee. 
“ It will throw him off the scent; and may his grave be defiled 
by dogs when he dies.” 
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“ Ul-humd-ul-Illa! ” cried the Nawab, “ it is a wonderful 
and learned letter : by all means let it go ; ” and it was written 
by the Moonshee on gilt paper, and duly transmitted by a 
horseman. 

“ I wonder if Azracl Pande is dead,” ashed Philip Mostyn, as 
the friends read the letter between them, for the Judge was 
the better Persian scholar of the two; “ you covered him, you 
said, when you fired at him.” 

“No more dead than I am,” said Cyril, “or Buldeo would 
have found out. Perhaps he is wounded, however; but my spy 
has.been gone some days, and until he returns we shall not 
know. I think I hit him, Philip. I think I did, and hard, too.” 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 

SCOTCHED, BUT NOT KILLED. 

In a-sraall obscure village of the Nawab’s estate, named Eyna, 
Azracl Pande, wounded terribly in the face, was, as it seemed, 
nigh unto death. His gaunt figure was stretched on a rude 
pallet, and a coarse dirty sheet, stained with black patches of 
dried blood, was thrown over him, through which the hard out¬ 
lines of his naked body could be traced. The place he lay in 
was the only room of a small house belonging to a retainer of 
the Nawab’s, who had been one of Azrael’s gang in former 
times, and to whom the Dacoit leader had been sent, for con¬ 
cealment and security, on his arrival from the scene at the 
temple. Cyril Brandon had not been mistaken in his supposi¬ 
tion that he had covered Azrael with his pistol, when he fired : 
for the ball had. struck him in the right jaw, shattering it, and 
fearfully mutilating his cheek; a few inches lower, indeed, and 
the ruffian would have been laid dead with the others wo know 
of: but he had escaped. Supported by some of the Nawab’s 
retainers, who had accompanied him, they had avoided the 
attack of the Rah tores, and hastily placing- the wounded man 
in a rough black blanket, which one of them carried, had borne 
him off rapidly in the direction of Futtehpoor. What to do 
with him when they arrived there, they knew not, for his former- 
place of eoncealment was uuknown to them; but one of the 
men went privily to the Nawab, who at once decided that it 
would be impossible to receive him, and forthwith despatched 
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him to the village where he now was, and direeted his servant, 
for so he supposed Foorsut to be, to follow. 

Azrael Fande had arrived in miserable plight indeed; and it 
was wonderful how he had survived the journey. As a Brahmin, 
he could not take water from the people who carried him;*here, 
and there a village Brahmin was found, who held water to his 
lips, but the wound had swelled fearfully, and at his shoeking 
appearanee several bf those who had endeavoured to help him 
fled, when the handkerchief that had been thrown over it was 
removed. He had, however, reaehed the village alive, and 
Foorsut had summoned the loeal barber to dress the wound ; but 
he, too, had refused pn looking at it, declaring the man must die. 
Towards afternoon,, a •Mahomedan surgeon, in the Nawab’s 
emploj r , arrived, who extracted the ball, or what remained of it, 
removed some pieces of bone and teeth, and bound up the wound, 
feeling assured that when inflammation set in the man must die; 
and as he reported this to the Nawab, on his return, I think it 
would have better pleased that nobleman if the worthy doetor 
had brought news thatliis patient was dead. 

But Aziael lived. His spare, museular frame, his abstemious 
habits of food, a,nd his "grim tenacity of life, had so far preserved 
him ; but he was in sore plight indeed, and in agony from the 
pain of the wound, whieh even his iron endurance could not 
bear. In the outset he had been insensible. Soon after he had 
been taken up he had fainted from the shoek of the wound and 
loss of blood, and throughout the day he was only aware that he 
continued to be carried onwards, though whither he knew not, 
and eould not ask. At Futtehpoor he had revived a little, and 
had made gestures to be deposited there; but the Nawab’s orders 
were ^positive, new bearers and a new escort hn.d been provided, 
and thus he went on from village to village—helpless, and only 
occasionally eonseious. 

Some days had elapsed, and- the barber, taking eourage. and 
assisted by a friend from the next village, had opened the 
bandages, and had cleansed the wound and applied simples to it 
with good effeet. Still their patient was often delirious, and 
raved till it was fearful to listen to him; and onee he had tom 
off all the dressings, when the bleeding had burst out again, and 
they thought he must die, but death did not terminate his 
sufferings. 

After some days’ search, Buldco, who had gone round all the 
old places of eoneea^ment in hope of finding his brother, but in 
vain, discovered him at last in the village where Azarel lay, and 
heard, not without surprise, of his condition. “He is quite 
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insensible,” said Foorsut; “ now and then he opens his eyes, 
and a Brahmin woman comes and feeds him like a child; yet he 
can speak sometimes, though I am frightened at night at what 
he says, and when the devils that he calls come about him he 
screams, and is convulsed, till I can hardly hold him. Come 
and watch with me to-night, and you will see.” 

“He would know me,” said Buldeo. 

“If he did, he could not hurt you,’ replied his brother, “ and 
he is too mad to know anybody but rhe; al] he wants is c Granja,’ 
6 Ganja,’ perpetually, and somehow or other he contrives to 
smoke, but it is as if a dead man held the hookah, and I get 
frightened by myself.” 

“ Well, I am not frightened of him, brother,” returned 
Buldeo, “and you and I have seen too many dead folk in our 
time to be terrified by a live man who looks like one of them. 
Yes, I will come. But are there none of our old people near?” 

“ No,” said Foorsut. “Bussunt, in whose house he lfes, has 
gone to Futtehpoor for to-day; his women departed at once to 
another village, and, except for the Brahmins who come, I am 
alone. Do not fail me for once.” 

Buldeo did not fail his brother ; and, at night fell, he entered 
the room and sat down in a dark corner. In a niche of the wall, 
near the head of the pallet, a small lamp with two wicks was 
burning, and a brass cruse of oil stood by it; the light therefore 
fell from one side upon Asrael’s face, which was terrible to see. 
The bandages about his jaw and cheek were blood-stained and 
dirty, and where the wound was, the side of his face seemed to 
have fallen in. The heavy, rugged, grey eyebrows hung over 
eyes that were deep sunk in their sockets, causing the high 
cheek-bone of the leftside, and the aquiline nose, to be more pro¬ 
minent than before. His colour was a deep ashy grey—livid 
and ghastly. The bony throat and grizzled chest were bare, 
and one long sinewy arm was thrown across it over the sheet, 
with the wasted hand clutching the other in the paroxysms of 
pain when his features were convulsed. 

They watched long, but Azrael did not speak. Occasionally 
a muttering sound escaped his lips, and deep moans, when he 
was in pain; but be was apparently asleep, or at least uncon¬ 
scious, and Buldeo watched him with an intense fascination, 
which he could not repress. 

“It would be good to strangle him,” he whispered coolly to 
his brother; “ we could take his head to Mr. Brandon ! ” 

“ I have often thought of that,” returned Foorsut, “ but I 
have no certificate from the Judge like you; and if the English 



300 


SEETA. 


didn’t hang me, they would send me over the blaek water, or 
make a weaver of me at Jubbulpoor. No, if he does live, it is 
his fate. And there is another thing, too: he has been reading 
the ‘ Gurura Pooran,’ and performing those Shaktee eeremonies, 
the most secret and terrible, which it almost kills one to think 
of. So he belongs to ‘Kalee Mata’ now, and we dare not touch 
him. She will take him when she chooses ; and that is why 
he has lived. Any one else must have died, but he won’t die 
this time.” 

“ Yes, that quite alters the matter, brother, so we must wait 
the ‘ Mother’s ’ pleasure,” said Buldeo, resignedly. “ But look ! 
Is he waking?” 

Foorsut rose and went to the door, looking up to the sky, 
which was heavy with electric clouds. “ Yes, he will wake 
soon now,” he said; “ it is near midnight, and Azrael is growing 
restless and convulsed. Don’t be frightened if he sits up. But 
help me if he is violent.” 

Almost as he spoke the frightful figure arose in the bed to 
a sitting posture, and opened its great eyes with a glassy, vacant 
stare, looking around slowly. They evidently saw nothing; 
but the lips were moving rapidly, and the features were working 
with passion or with pain. Azrael appeared as if in some 
hideous dream, and for some moments he did not speak. Sud¬ 
denly the features seemed to relax, and the hard staring eyes 
to fill with .tears, while the lids closed over them, and the gaunt, 
sinewy arms were stretched out. “ Secta! Seeta! ” he murmured. 
Buldeo eould hear the name perfectly. “Seeta! Seeta! 0 be¬ 
loved. come to me! 0 beloved, give me thy love, as thou hast 
mine! 0 lotos feet; I hear the sound of thy softly tinkling 
anklets! 0 lithe and swaying form advancing with dainty 

steps, I would embrace thee! 0 sweet Chumpa blossom, thy 

luscious perfume reaches me! I live, I drink it in ! Seeta, 
I die! Come, touch me and this agony will eease. Seeta, 
listen; a Brahmin calls thee. Come! come! . . . No heaven 
of Indra’s is more blissful to the nymphs than mine will be for 
thee! ” 

“ Ah, witeh, sorceress ! ” he now shrieked, “ polluted as thou 
art, come to me! Seeta, dost thou not hear? Whither wouldst 
thou fly ? Harlot! I will defile thee ! I will crush thee! Thou 
shalt be my slave; and thy paramour Brandon shall not save 
thee from Azrael Pande ! 

“Seeta, come, I will forget all. Ha! wilt thou fly from 
me? Nay, then I will pursue thee. Stay! . . .” 

“Now seize him, brother,” said Foorsut, “and hold him 
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down. Once lie got out to run after c Seeta,’ and had wellnigh 
strangled me. He is always worst when he di earns of her.” 

Buldeo had heard the raving, and shuddered as he heard it. 
Then this ruffian loved his young mistress, for whom he would 
die; and she must he protected. Only from dread of Kalee, 
Azrael Pande had been strangled that night. Now Buldeo flew 
to his brothers aid, and between them they held down the 
struggling convulsed figure. Presently it was still; and Azrael 
woke and said, “ Foorsut! ” 

“ There is your hookah, Maharaj,” was the reply. “ Take 
a few pulls at it, and you will sleep again; the Ganja will do 
you good. 5 ’ 

While Buldeo supported him, Azrael inhaled the fierce in¬ 
toxication of the hemp leaves in rapid whiffs, swallowing the 
smoke, or passing it through his nose. At last he dropped the 
hookah and fell back on his bed, snoring heavily. 

“Now the devils will soon come to him, brother,” said 
Foorsut. “Don’t be frightened; they never do me any harm, 
but they plague him, I think, asking for blood. This is what 
happens every night and mostly all day; and those who have 
to watch for me run out frightened. Listen! it is beginning; 
that’s how he calls them.” 

“ Om ! Orn! Om! 

Praise to thee, 

0 Bhugwati! 

Divine Chamanda, 

Dwelling among graves* 

Bearing a skull, 

Borne on a car, 

Drawn by Spirits, 

O Kala-ratri! 

Mother of black night; 

Large-mouthed, 

Many-armed, 

Sounding thy bell, 

Sounding thy drum, 

Loudly gnashing 
Thy bloody teeth; 

Clothed in skins, 

And thy body 
Full of blood. 

Lapping it, 

Lapping it, 

With thy tongue. 

Praise to thee, 

Divine Kalee, 

O praise to thee! ” 

He seemed to pause for awhile, and was much convulsed; 
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Tout the ineantation, for so it seemed to be, was resumed in the 
same low muttering sound as before. 

“ O thou that delightest 
In flesh and blood, 

Be propitious! 

Be propitious! 

Quickly accomplish 
Our desires. 

Enter here. 

Enter, enter! 

Tread, tread! 

Dance, dance! 

Why dclaycst 
The a to enter ! • 

By thy necklace of beads, 

Dripping blood, 

By thy necklace of skulls 
And its serpent brood, 

Enter, enter! 

Tear, tear! 

Slay, slay! 

O victory to thee, 

Mother of life I 

Hrram 1 Hrram! Hrram f 

Pierce, pierce, 

With thy trident 
Becking with blood! 

Kill, kill, 

With thy thunder! 

Strike, strike, 

With thine axe !...”* 

Then the words beeame indistinet and blurred, and seemed 
to mingle strangely with the low muttering of distant thunder 
in the sky. For the night had been hot and still; sheet-light¬ 
ning was playing among the elouds, and now and again flashed 
with a blue glare into the room, 

“ I don’t like him,” said Buldeo; “ he is a devil, and was 
never a man. I have heard him say all that before when he 
used to he at his worship. That 4 Hrram ! Hrram ! Hrram ! 9 it is 
terrible. 4 Hrram ! Hrram ! Hrram ! ’ it rings in my ears as if it 
were the tramp of a legion of devils with iron feet. Ugh! I have 
a mind, brother, to go out and leave thee. The thunder and the 
rain are better than that fearful 4 Hrram! Hrram ! Hrram ! ’ ” 

44 By our mothers head, do not leave me,” implored Foorsut, 
joining his hands. 44 Leave me not till this is past! To-morrow 
Bussunt will ho baek, and I don’t care then. Listen! he is 
speaking again. I will give him what he wants;” and he held 

* From Sir W. Jones’s translation of the 44 Gurura Pooran.” 
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the Ganja pipe to AzraePs lips, and after a few rapid inhalations 
his voice seemed to come clear and full, though the words were 
sometimes indistinct. A scene from the drama of “Malati and 
Mahdava” had come to his dreams, which, when they could 
follow it, ran thus. “He speaks for Kalce Mata,” said Foorsut, 
shivering with fear. “ Listen, she is here i ” 

“ Upon my flight, 

Horrific honours wait. The hollow skulls 
That low descending on my neck depend, 

Emit fierce music, as they clash together, 

Or strike the trembling plates that gird my loins. 

Loose stream on every side my woven locks 
In lengthening braids. Upon my ponderous staff 
The string of bells light waving to and fro, 

Jangles incessantly. My banner floats 
Upborne upon the swelling breeze, whoso tone 
Is deepened by the echoes it awakes 
Amidst the caverns of each fleshless skull, 

That hangs in dread array about my person.” 

Then there was a pause of stillest silence, save for the low 
muttering of the thunder without, and the heavy pattering of 
large raindrops. 

After awhile the scene was resumed :— 

“ Now wake the terrors of tho place, beset 
With crowding and malignant fiends; the flames 
From funeral pyres scarce lend their sullen light, 

Clogged with their fleshly prey, to dissipate 

The fearful gloom that hems them round. Pale ghosts 

Sport with foul goblins; and thrir dissonant mirth, 

In shrill respondent shrieks, is echoed round. 

Demons of ill, and disembodied spirits 
Who haunt this spot, I bring you flesh 1 . . . 

Strange forms like foxes flit along the sky . a , 

And now I see the goblin host.” * 

“ Mother ! Mother! ” he shrieked, with his arms outstretched 
and quivering, and his eyes staring into vacancy. “ Thou art 
present! I see thee! I worship thee. I adore thee! Listen 
to thy slave. Take them; kill, slay thine enemies; drink, 
drink: their blood—the blood of the English. Ah! it is sweet 
for thee, Mother divine. Spare not one. Let them die, women, 
and children at the breast! t Azrael sends them, hundreds—ay, 
thoiiscnds, io thee—as he swore he would. And, 0 Mother! 
slay, slay. Be drunk with blood! let it redden Gunga Mata s 
white breast, and thou wilt rejoice! Take the witch, plunge 


* From H. H. Wilson's translation. 
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her into hell! Seeta ! 0 Secta! ” he cried more fiercely, “ would 
1 could kill thee for tbu Mother. Seeta ! 0 Seeta ! ” he continued, 
resuming the old tender voice, “if thou wouldst love me and 
come to me, thou shouldst live a queen! ” Then his hands 
dropped, and he threw himself back exhausted. 

“ He will be quiet now, and shall have no more Ganja,” 
said Foorsut. “Yet stay; he has risen again and is pointing 
at you. He sees you ; go ! ” 

“False-hearted villain and traitor,” cried Azrael, “ hast thou 
come to mock me ? ” 

But Buldeo heard no more. He slunk out of the room and 
crouched outside beside the door. Then he heard his brother 
protesting that it was a dream, and that Buldeo was far away 
with the English. And Azrael spoke no more. He had sunk 
into his old lethargy, from which even the rising storm, the 
fierce blaze of incessant lightning, and the crashes of thunder, 
did not arouse him. 


CHAPTER XXXYIIL 

AN OMINOUS VISIT. 

While the rain was yet falling heavily, for the monsoon had 
almost commenced, anil the dawning light of morning enabled 
him to see the path, Buldeo left his brother, and made the best 
of his way to Noorpoor. “ Azrael will be more savage than 
ever, when he recovers,” he thought; “and we must watch him 
more narrowly; but it would be well, I think, if Mr. Brandon 
tried to capture him as he is, and that they hanged him at once; 
that would prevent mischief.” And full of this scheme Buldeo 
hastened on, and on his arrival at Noorpoor presented himself to 
that- gentleman after his usual fashion, and accounted for his 
absence by relating what he had seen, and the fearful night he 
had passed with the raving man. 

“* Hrram ! Hrram ! Ilrram !’ I shall never forget the shouts 
and the screams of that devil when the other devils came to 
him,” said Buldeo ; “ we didn’t see them, but Foorsut said they 
often came; and when the lightning played about the room, and 
there was a'smell of sulphur in the air, 1 could have sworn they 
were present; and the ‘ Hrram ! Hrram ! Hrram ! ’ went on, 
till I ran outside. And then, sir,” he continued in a whisper, 
“ he raved of tho lady, and that was worse. I would have 
strangled him then, but that he is a votary of the Dcvee 
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Mother’s, and such we dare not touch; but you can, you must 
hang him ! Come yourself, with some horsemen, to-morrow 
night, we can easily surround the little village, and carry him 
oft’ lying in his bed, as he is. There aro plenty of people there 
to carry it.” 

There was nothing Cyril Brandon would have liked better 
than the adventure, but he had promised in the next affair, 
whatever it might prove to be, to employ his assistant, Mr. 
Noble, and was loth to deprive him of a chance of distinguishing 
himself, even in so apparently trifling a service as the apprehen¬ 
sion of a fugitive Daeoit. But in reality the importance of the 
capture of Azrael Pande had become more and more pressing. 
The effect of his treason upon the Sepoys at Noorpoor might 
cause them to rise at any moment; and though the force of 
English soldiers in the fort assured protection to all Christians, 
yet any rising was to be deprecated, as well for the loss it 
would cause, as for the bad effect it would produce in the 
country around. Cyril had also thorough dependence upon Mr. 
Noble’s intelligence and activity, and felt assured he would do 
all that was possible. 

Mr. Noble was delighted at the enterprise; and on hearing 
of it, Captain Hobson had volunteered, if he could be permitted 
by the Brigadier, to accompany Mr. Noble and the police with 
a party of his own troopers; and the Brigadier having no objec¬ 
tion to aid the civil power, all those concerned prepared without 
delay for a night march to the village of Eyna, not more than 
twenty-four miles distant. Buldeo was provided with a stout 
aetive pony, and was told by Mr. Mostyn that'lie need be under 
no appreheusion about his brother, to whom, in consideration of 
his fidelity and valuable services as a spy, a certificate had been 
granted temporarily, which he would have confirmed by the 
highest authorities at a future time; and Buldeo, putting the 
precious document to his eyes and breast, deposited it in a safe 
fold of his turban. Then the gentlemen concerned dined at Mr. 
Mostyn’s, and discussed the probable issue of the adventure till 
it was time to leave. And the detachment of cavalry and some 
picked horsemen, under tlicir native officers, having drawn up 
in the road opposite to the Judge’s house, all took their leave, 
with earnest wishes for their suceess—which indeed appeared 
inevitable—from their friends, including the ladies. 

“I think we shall get him this time, little one,” said 
Cyril to his wife, joyfully, as he returned home. “Lying 
wounded as he is, and with Buldeo to guide them, they cannot 
fail to succeed; and I hope they may, for Azrael lias escaped me 
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twice, and one might almost believe that he bears a eh armed 
life!” 

“ I do not know,” she replied, sadly ; “ my soul is ever heavy 
when I think of that man, and the evil he is permitted to do; 
and he has powerful friends now.” 

“ They eannot protect him in this ease,” replied Cyril, 
deeidedly, “ and he is too weak to escape; we here shall know 
the day after to-morrow. So eheer up, my darling ! and do not 
fear one who Avould have done you evil onee, if he eould, but is 
now helpless.” 

“ And from whom you saved me, Cyril. Ah, that onee ! may 
it be for ever! ” she said, turning away her eyes, which were full 
of tears at the vivid reeolleetion of Azrael’s attaekat SliahGunje. 
44 1 almost wish you had gone, and that I were with you.” 

“ AVhat! in the mud and the rain ? No, Seeta, you are 
better here; and Mr. Noble and the Captain can do as ruueh 
as I ” 

But for all their hopes, the expedition returned baffled and 
disappointed on the third evening; and, mud-bespattered as 
they were the officers told their adventures. 

“ We went on during the night, whieh was elear and eool,” 
said Mr. Noble, “ admirably guided by Buldeo, who led the way 
oil his pony. He was never at fault for a moment, and 
avoided every village we eame near, striking across fields and 
waste lands, and again finding the road in a marvellously expert 
manner; and we reaehed Byna just before daylight. Then 
Hobson surrounded the place, which is little more than a 
hamlet, and 1 dismounted and went with two or three men, 
led by Buldeo, to the house where, no doubt, Azrael Pande had 
been, but we found it empty. There was the bed on whieh he 
had been lying, and a sheet stained with blood, and some dirty 
foul bandages scattered about—ample proof of what had been 
there—but Azrael was gone. Then we searched every house, 
every eorn-staek, every eoneeivablc plaee where he might he 
eoneealed, but to no purpose, for half the day. The people 
of the village were at first alarmed, and had bolted into the 
fields ; but they soon returned, and told us that the day before 
yesterday a party of strange men, who appeared to be Daeoite, 
had eome with a litter, and carried away the wounded Brahmin 
in the evening. None of them were known, and where they 
had gone, except to the eastward, none eould tell; it was no 
business of the villagers, and no one had followed them. Then 
Hobson and I took some of his men, after they had eaten, and 
beat up several villages. Here and there the people were 
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civil enough, and sometimes surly too; hut no one knew of the 
litter or the Dacoits—if they were Daeoits—who came; and we 
returned—done ! I am very sorry,” he added ; “ but really we 
did all we could do, and all I ean say is, ‘ better luck next 
time.’ I have got the sheet and the bandages, filthy and offen¬ 
sive as they are, and Buldeo swears to them. I paid for all our 
supplies, and brought away the receipts.” 

There is nothing more provoking and misleading, perhaps, 
in any police experience, than the absolute, calm, impenetrable 
stolidity of Indian villagers, when they desire to eoneeal a 
fugitive or erirne of any kind. In a purely native state, 
perhaps, half a dozen of the chief men would have been laid 
on their baeks in the blazing sun, eaeh with a heavy stone upon 
his ehest, or some ground ehilies, mixed with ashes, would have 
been put in a bag and tied over their mouths; as, indeed, some 
of the horsemen had suggested might be done at Ryna, when 
the tokens of Azruel’s presence had been shown to them. But 
Mr. Noble and Captain Hobson eould resort to no such rough 
practical devices; and thus they did not hear, what they 
might otherwise have extorted—that, during the day following 
Buldeo’s visit, an empty palankeen of the Nawab’s, well eseorted 
by twenty mounted men, and attended by tbe Mussulman 
doetor, had arrived; that Azrael Pande, after the bearers had 
rested, had been carefully put into it; that the village had 
furnished a pony for Foorsut, and all had gone off in the after¬ 
noon to Futtehpoor, where they had arrived safely, and the 
wounded man had been plaeed in the underground room, and 
was now assiduously and indeed skilfully attended. 

“ Well, we ean’t help ourselves this time,” said Cyrih “I 
don’t believe in the Dacoits myself, and I think we shall find 
out that the Nawab has taken his friend intq good keeping. 
And how r did you find the eountry ? ” 

“ As we went,” replied Captain Hobson, “ we knew little 
about it: but as we eame baek, matters looked queer. Every 
village had shut its gates, and wo eould see armed men on the 
walls and bastions. At one plaee, a erowd on a hill had a flag, 
and beat drums violently, and blew liorns. Then a body of the 
Nawab’s horse, about fifty men, with a large number of match¬ 
lock men—two or three hundred, perhaps—with flags and drums, 
had taken up a position and fired shots into the air. I think if 
we had been weaker they would sovin have attacked us ; but as 
I edged towards them they moved away, and at last the whole 
took to their heels and bolted. My men and the police were 
mad to get at them; and, indeed, if they had fired at us, I 
should have made very short work of them.” 
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“ I think my friend the Nawab Sahib is running up a long 
bill,” said Sir. Noble, laughing; “perhaps he will send you a 
cartel of war, some of these days ! ” 

“ I wish to goodness he would, Brandon,” said Captain 
Hobson; “ I am sure it would be far better for all our native 
troops to be doing something, than to be for ever brooding over 
the reports that come. I should like to have that rascally Nawab 
brought to his senses, and Hurpal Singh too, before they do 
mischief.” 

“ I am afraid there is hardly a casus belli yet, Hobson, against 
either. Azrael’s ease falls short of one; and we can’t prove, 
whatever I may suspect, that he is now at Futtehpoor,” said Mr. 
Brandon. “ But if there is to be a declaration of war, I shall 
not be sorry.” 

There was no declaration of war, certainly; buCthe Nawab, 
next day, sent an aggrieved letter, in his usual style, which I 
need not repeat. lie complained that a party of cavalry had 
gone, without his permission, to his village of Byna, done 
violence to the villagers, extorted a considerable sum of money, 
and taken and carried off large quantities of grain and forage, 
on pretence of searching for Azrael Pande. They had invaded 
the privacy of families, and insulted the women, and deprived 
them of honour. 

“God forbid that I should think, my friend,” continued the 
letter, “ that justice will not be rendered for these insults, and 
restoration made of the property which has been earried off; but 
I must state explicitly, that my honour—the honour of a noble¬ 
man, which has never been impugned—suffers from your un¬ 
founded suspicions in regard to the Daeoit, Azrael Pande; and 
that any repetition of this suspicion, or any search of my 
villages without my authority, will eause a diminution of my 
friendship, and unpleasant results to you in my complaint to 
high authorities. You are a young man, and inexperienced, 
and in this I find an excuse for your conduct.” 

“Whew!” whistled the Judge, when he had read the 
letter, “ this is not the declaration of war which Hobson wanted, 
hut it is uncommonly like gross impudence. You arc quite 
justified in what you did, Cyril, under the Dacoity Ae.t, sec. 18, 
of 1843.” 

This remark, and much other conversation, which I need ndt 
record, occurred when Cyril had visited the Judge’s house on 
his way to Kueherry, but he had yet to learn the more offensive 
form in which the Nawab exhibited his present disposition to 
insult. 
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The Nawab had occasion to despatch one of his favourite 
Manias, or confidential women-servants of his zenana, to Noor- 
poor on a particular errand, but her chief mission was to Seeta 
herself. The Mama had delivered the letter to Mr. Brandon 
early, and left word with the attendants at his house that she 
should call again for the reply, should there be any, as she 
returned; and when Mr. Brandon had gone to his work, and 
she had ascertained that he would not return till the afternoon, 
she had gone to the house and asked to be allowed to wait in the 
garden till the answer should come. Seeta, to whom the message 
was brought, thinking no evil of the woman, allowed her to 
come: and saw the Mama, a tall, portly dame, well dressed, and, 
like others of her elass, with no pretensions to seclusion, walk 
about the garden, holding a small silver hookah in her hand, 
smoking as she walked, and talking in a loud voice to another 
woman-attendant with her, when the gardener very civilly 
offered her a bouquet of flowers. As the sun was hot, Seeta good- 
naturedly went to the door of her cottage as she passed, and 
asked her to come in and rest herself. 

“That I will, my beauty,” said the dame; “you live here 
secluded ; but every one has heard the fame of your charms, and 
I see now that they are not exaggerated. You do not remember 
me; but I was once sent by the Nawab Sahib to buy pearls 
from your grandfather at Shah Gunje. You were then a widow, 
and had a child. Is he here ? ” 

“No,” replied Seeta, “he is dead.” She did not now like 
the woman’s appearance at all, nor the free manner in whieh she 
had been aeeosted. Mama Jumeela was not an agreeable person 
to look at. She was tall and fat—unwieldly* indeed. Her 
features were coarse and bold; the flesh of her cheeks and double 
chin hung in folds to her short neek, and on each cheek were 
moles, from which long bristly hairs extended, and on her upper 
lip was almost a strong moustache. The thick lips and teeth 
were blackened by the use of missee and pan, and her eyes were 
painted with antimony after a fashion whieh increased their 
bold, lieentious appearanee in a most disagreeable manner. For 
the rest, the Mama Sahiba wore a profusion of rieh gold orna¬ 
ments on her neek and her arms, and her heavy earrings had 
pulled down the lobes of her ears till they rested upon her huge 
round shoulders. Her dress was a vivid scarlet petticoat, made 
very full, of rich heavy musliroo, or Indian satin, and a bodice 
of striped yellow silk, over which was a short shirt of trails-- 
parent muslin, buttoned at the throat, and falling over the band 
<ofthe petticoat. Above all she wore a “ doputta,” or scarf, of 
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thin Benares muslin, of a brilliant light green, covered with 
flowers of silver tissue, and with ends and border of gold thread 
broeade. This was somewhat frayed, perhaps, but still remained 
gorgeous. All day had the dame displayed her magnifieence 
through the bazaar at Noorpoor, sitting cross-legged in her 
palankeen, with the doors wide open, smoking her silver hookah, 
whieh was filled from time to time by her attendant, and re¬ 
ceiving the salutations of all beholders. This splendour was, 
however, lost upon Seeta, who, with her slight, graceful figure, 
and her simple dress of pure white muslin, afforded as great a 
contrast to the Mama Sahiba as can well be imagined. 

The woman seated herself on the low divan with a heavy 
flop and grunt, and looked round her with mueh eontempt, feel¬ 
ing the eover of the seat as if to estimate its value. 

“ Nothing but eheap, coarse ehintz,” she remarked, with a 
sneer. “It should be satin, for a dainty one like thee to lie on. 
And the plaee is poor and mean, after all. Touba ! fie ! They 
told me he kept you in a palace. Ul-humd-ul-Illa, the Ferin- 
gees have no palaees, only the Nawabs. And what is inside 
there ? ” she continued, rising from her seat. 

“ You eannot go in there — it is private,” said Seeta, rising 
also, and standing resolutely before the door of the inner bed¬ 
room. 

“ Private ! ” returned the woman, with a seornful toss of her 
head. “Private ! It is a new thing to hear that goldsmiths’ 
women are private, or Feringee women either ! Touba ! No, 
my pretty bird, thou shouldst be in a better eage than this— 
private and honoured, with jewels to wear, and fine elothes like 
mine, and money to spend, and a seore of women to wait on 
thee ! And,” she whispered, with a horrid leer in her flashing 
eyes, “ a Nawab to love thee, one who burns at the mention of 
thy name. Ah, what wouldst thou not be with him, my dove ? 
Has he not sent thee this?” and she drew a necklace of fine 
pearls from her bosom. 

Seeta’s soft eyes now dilated and flashed defianee, and she 
pushed the woman’s face from her with all her foree. She 
almost gasped for breath, and eould not cry out. 

“Ah, that’s the way with all of you, at first,” said the 
woman, in a wheedling tone, “ but you will come right in time. 
Take it, my darling, my heart; take what a kind lover sent you, 
and by-and-by he will send an army for you, whieh shall be 
the retinue of their queen.” 

Seeta broke away from the woman and rushed to the door, 
calling for help; and several of her Rahtores and the servants 
came running to the spot. 
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“ Take her away ! take her away! ” cried the girl, pointing 
to the Mama. “If Mr. Brandon comes, be will kill her. Take 
her away! ” 

“What’s the matter, Seeta?” said Cyril, anxiously, as he 
suddenly stepped from behind the shrubbery which led to the 
Judge’s garden. “ I heard your voice ever so far off, and I ran 
on. Who has frightened my pet? ” 

“ Look! she is there, Cyril,” said Seeta, trembling, and 
pointing to the woman, who was now advancing. “ I cannot 
tell you what she said, but 0, the insult and the shame of it! ” 
and she burst into tears. 

Cyril knew the woman by sight as well as by reputation. 
He had seen her in attendanco at the tents when the Nawab 
gave his last party ; and he immediately suspected, from Seeta’s 
agitation, what had happened. 

“ Come out! ” he cried, “ come out! You are a woman, else 
I had beaten thee. What dost thou here ? Who sent thee ? ” 

“ The Nawab Sahib sent me, whose slave you and all Ferin- 
gees are or will be soon,” replied the woman, defiantly. “ ‘ Beat 
me ! ’ he will beat thee with his shoes when he comes with his 
army to take her away. Would she stay with a cowardly 
Englishman, a Kafir, when she might be mistress of Futtehpoor ? 
Never mind, my pretty one ! Fear not, my dove, what he says 
to you. His days are numbered now, and thou shalt be free. 
I, Mama Jumeela, will come for thee, I-” 

But Seeta had turned and fled into her oratory, where she 
lay prostrate before the altar, sobbing as if her heart would 
break. “ 0 that I had not been born, that he should be insulted 
for me ! ” 

“Begone, devil !” cried Cyril, from between his set teeth, 
and lifting his hand. “ No, I will not strike thee nor touch 
thee. But listen. If ever thou art seen in Noorpoor again, the 
police will take thee, and I will have thy head shaved, thy face 
blackened, and send thee on an ass to thy master. Begone, 
lest evil happen to thee ! ” 

“ Ha ! ha ! ha! ” laughed the dame. “ I am not afraid, 
Brandon Sahib. If you live you may shave my head ; but you 
will die, like the Feringees at Jhansy, and be sent to burn in 
hell. Salaam, Sahib; your slave departs ! ” and Mama Jumeela 
stalked away to her palankeen. 

“My lord, my lord,” said the Bahtores and servants and 
Chuprassies who had assembled, “ only let us blacken Mama 
Jumeela’s face, that she may show herself to the Nawab.” 

“ Let her go. Do not touch her. I order you not to meddle 
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with her. Her own shame goes with her; hut if she eomes 
again,” Mr. Brandon continued, “ I will do as I said. Let her 
depart,” and he turned in to seek Seeta. 

Mama Jumeela did not, however, get away as easily as she 
thought. The servants pelted her palankeen with mud, and 
followed her till a crowd of urchins took up the sport,’ and 
hunted her to the plaee where her eseort had remained without 
the hounds of the station, hooting and abusing her in the rich 
free style eommon to Indian gamins. 

Mama Jumeela was furious, for her grand new satin petti¬ 
coat was splashed with mud. As she tore her hair, she cried 
that her honour was gone — she would walk barefoot to Futteh- 
poor—she would have the life-blood of Mr. Brandon—and his 
wife should heeome a slave. And her ravings became unfit to 
record as she took dust from the road and threw it upon her 
head. But she was finally eoaxed into entering the palankeen, 
and was carried on to Futtehpoor, to tell her own version of 
the tale to willing ears. “A thin, pale-faced chit, after all, 
like a Feringee, not worth the trouble I took for you,” she said 
to the Nawab. “If you will have one, why not take Missy?' 
Mostyn, or both, if you like, when their men are killed, like them 
at Jhansy ? ” 

“Ah, yes,” echoed the Nawab, “like them at Jhansy, and 
that will be soon now, Jumeela, very soon. I will give thee 
Brandon to spit upon; will that soothe thee? But thou 
shouldst not have gone to his house.” 

“Before he dies—before he dies. Dil Khan! Eemember 
, thou hast promised,” eried the woman, “while there is life in 
,liim to see me.” 

Cyril found it no easy task to soothe Seeta. She had been 
grieved before, but never insulted, and her high spirit had 
thoroughly revolted at the indignity put on her hnsband. 
“You don’t know how much it means,” she said to him; “ how 
deep, how flagrant the insult is, my darling; but we are help¬ 
less at present to avenge it.” 

“ Let it pass, Seeta,” he replied. “ The Nawab is a fool, 
and we don’t know whether that horrible woman was ordered 
to come to yem or not. Do not mention what she said to you to 
Rose an(Jl Graee; it would only distress them, but you ean say 
that the woman was insolent and threatening, and I turned her 
out.” 

Yet it was a hard blow; and it was not till she had gone to 
Grace, and tears relieved her, that Seeta was lierself again. 

Jhansy! That dreadful women had discharged a parting 
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shot, which rankled in Cyril’s mind. What eould have happened 
there? He had heard nothing of late of that plaee. No one 
had mentioned it; no one had had letters, that he knew of, from 
Jhansy. But he had work to do, and he sat at the table in 
Seeta’s drawing-room, as he ealled it, drafting official reports, 
while Seeta was with Grace, when an attendant announced that 
Baba Sahib was in the bungalow, wishing to speak with him, 
and he went there. 

“I hear distressing news from Jhansy, sir,” said the old 
man f evidently much affected. u The Twelfth, the Cavalry, and 
Artillery all mutinied on the 4th and joined the Ranee, and 
every Christian, except two or three who escaped, wmre put to 
death oil the 7th or 8th. Not one survives; not one man, 
woman, or ehild! I would strongly advise you and Mr. Mostyn 
to go to the fort with the ladies to-night.” 

“ But are you eertain about this ? It is very terrible,” said 
Cyril. 

“ There is no doubt at all of the event,” replied Baba Sahib. 
“Maleliund, the hanker, who lias an agency there, read the 
letter he had received by express, and others have the same 
news. Every one has heard it by this time, even the Sepoys. 
The Nawab’s salute the day before yesterday, was for news of 
the 4 victory ’ at Jhansy, which he, too, received by express. 
No, sir, there is no doubt whatever of the news,” continued the 
old man, wiping his eyes. “ None; and it is said that one poor 
gentleman shot his wife and then himself, rather than sur¬ 
render.” 

And who that was in India at the time, has forgotten the 
thrill of horror with whieh a letter that gave an account of the 
scene was read all over India, or eould restrain his tears at the 
narrative of the sufferings of those who escaped from Nougong? 
The first letter was, long afterwards, proved to he false ; but 
the miseries endured in the flight from Nongong were not 
exaggerated. 

“And Nougong is gone, too,” continued Baba Sahib; “but 
the English officers got away, eseortqd by some of their men. 
May God keep them safely! ” 

“ God help them, indeed ! We all pray for them, Baba 
Sahib. But till there is a movement here we will not stir. 
We must do our duty at all risks.” 

And so around them the trpuble thickened, for the evil 
storm of 1914 was raging fearfully everywhere. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

PEACEFUL DAYS INTERRUPTED. 

It was strange, notwithstanding the news of mutiny and 
massacre every where around, that the native troops at Noorpoor 
remained as yet steady. Those who need to do so, can learn 
the events of the month of June, 1857, from the several 
histories and narratives that have already been written, and 
there are few, perhaps, of the readers of these pages that have 
not already borne them in mind. The fiercest portion of the 
fanatical storm of Sumbut, 1914, broke in that month on every 
station in the wide valley of the Ganges and Jumna; and in 
most of them, precious English blood had been shed in pitiless 
massacre. I need not call to remembrance the noble and 
patient, though unavailing, defence of the entrenchments at 
Cawnpoor, and the inhuman slaughter of those who surrendered, 
when defence was no longer possible ; nor that of other captives 
there which followed, under, if possible, still more miserable 
and terrible circumstances, and when their rescue, under Have¬ 
lock’s heroic exertions, was apparently close at hand. I need 
not record events at Lucknow, where a few devoted men were 
defending themselves against tens of thousands of infuriated 
Sepoys and people of Ondh, with a devotion and valour which 
has rarely been equalled, and never surpassed. Nor how, at 
Dehly, that fierce strife had commenced which was to continue 
yet for months, while the fate of British dominion seemed to be 
suspended, and while, though Sepoj’s, regiment after regiment, 
in the Punjab had mutinied, one strong, resolute mind rallied 
ldyal Sikhs about him, and despatched men, money, and mu¬ 
nitions of war to the scene of strife. These events, and the 
succours of English regiments, many of whom were now fight¬ 
ing their way to the upper provinces in the fierce heat and 
pouring rain, belong to the domain of history, not to this talc, 
and will be read with untiring wonder and interest for genera¬ 
tions to come. 

Now and then, stragglers from distant stations, who had 
escaped or survived local tumult and massacre, reached Noor- 
poor, and were tenderly cared for. Men who had lost wives 
and children, delicate women who had never in their lives 
known hardships, and who too, had lost husbands and children, 
by musket-shot, or by exposure to the pitiless heat and exhaust¬ 
ing fatigue—who had tramped, almost barefoot and in rags, for 
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a hundred miles and more over stony roads, with feet blistered 
and bleeding—suffered extremes of hunger and thirst, and with 
faces scorched and swollen out of all recognition—dropped in 
one by one, or in small groups, telling their miserable ad¬ 
ventures to hearty sympathizers, and thanking God that they 
had reached a haven of peace and seeurity. 

How many a tale of misery, such as it is hardly conceivable 
could be endured, we know of, or have read of: but how many 
more are there which will never be known, save to those who 
suffered them ! Native feeling towards the unfortunates seemed 
to vary. Sometimes it was fierce and brutal, and helpless 
refugees were slain ; again it was pitiful; and children, men, 
and women were sheltered in town and villages, clothed and 
fed, and helped on their way: else who had escaped? The 
English were not all dead, nor were like to die, though men like 
Azrael Pande had done their evil work, and were still doing it 
perseveringly. Many a native Prince and Baron was weighing 
the probability of English or Native ascendency, and some cast 
their fortunes and swords into the scale of one, and some into 
that of the other. We know the English cause preponderated 
in the end; but then it was not clear to all that it would pre- ' 
ponderate. The men who thought it would not, deluded with 
false powers and hopes, had their own ends to gain, like Hil 
Khan; many had old feuds to renew, and territory and power 
to recover, like Hurpal Singh, who are but types of others 
situated as they were; with much at stake truly, but much to 
gain too, if there were no English. 

Perhaps the same feeling pervaded other and lower classes,, 
though for very different causes. Landowners, who had suffered 
from what they deemed oppressive settlements, and local cesses, 
who remembered old times, when they paid pretty much as 
they chose, and had the means of escaping and defying the 
imposts of local native officials,' rejoiced at the prospect of 
emancipation from striet control. Suitors who had been de¬ 
feated in English courts threw English decisions to the winds, 
and took the law into their own hands. Bankers whose usurious 
dealing with the people had been checked, looked eagerly for 
opportunity to renew old practices of exaction, and make money 
in heaps. Thieves, Dacoits, and the lawless swash-buckler 
soldiery, who had ill-succeeded in turning their swords into- 
ploughshares, rose in thousands, plundering the peaceful and 
industrious. And yet, at the very worst, there was a strong, 
deep-lying attachment to English rule, to English faith and 
honour, and to that ample protection of property to the meanest 
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as well as to the riehest, whieh a powerful English Government 
had afforded, that pervaded all the most valuable portions of 
the population, and bore good fruit in time. 

I need not, perhaps, reeord how anxious the good old banker 
of Shah Gunje was at this period, or how eaeh reeurring report 
from his ageneies at Benares, Mirzapoor, and other great com¬ 
mercial eities in the disturbed provinces, “ that the English' 
rule was doomed,” “that the English were perishing in every 
successive outbreak of mutiny,” sat grievously at his heart, and 
admitted of no eomfort. Nor were his adviees from Noorpoor 
more eonsolatory. His friends there wrote, that though no 
outbreak had oeeurred, yet one must inevitably take plaee : 
that many treasonable agents were at work, and that the evil 
storm must burst there, as elsewhere, sooner or later. He knew 
it was no use, yet he wrote to Mr. Brandon and to Seeta implor¬ 
ing them to eome to him. He did not dread the easte guild for 
her or for himself now, in comparison with their safety; and he 
thought if Mr. Brandon came, that the loyal in that portion of 
the district—and there were yet many—would rally round him, 
and defy Bajah Hurpal Singh, who was far more dreaded than 
the Nawab. Aunt Ella, too, wrote to Seeta, bidding her to 
come and be safe with her; but as to the rest, I think her in¬ 
creasing ascetieism had narrowed her mind and blunted her old 
loving perceptions. The incessant “ Bam ! Bam ! Bam ! ” was, 
if possible, more absorbing than ever, and the marks on the 
wall of her private room showed now some hundreds of thou¬ 
sands, and might soon reaeli to millions, and so help to effect 
the eternal repose of her soul after her death. It was little less 
than impious, she thought, that her brother was still engaged 
in his business, at a time, too, when great terror and eonfusion 
existed in the world; and she often besought him even, with 
tears, to wind up all, retire to Benares, and lead a holy life till 
he died. But the old man was resolved to stand by his order, 
and io help the English if he eould; and he threw all his 
weight into the loyal portion of the population of Shah Gunje. 
Should it fall from the English, it must belong to the Nawab 
or to the Bajah; and in either event there was nothing to be 
apprehended but violence and exaetion. 

Mr. Brandon and Seeta duly received these letters, whieh 
had been despatched to them by two of the banker’s treasure 
carriers, who also bore a considerable sum of money in gold, 
and hills on Noorpoor, for Seeta’s use, and to help their flight if 
they should determine to go to him. If it had been possible 
to make a diversion in the Shah Gunje district, Mr. Brandon 
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would willingly have undertaken the responsibility of it at any 
personal risk; but as he and Secta anxiously discussed the sub¬ 
ject, her intimate knowledge of her old neighbourhood left no 
hope that there would be any chance of present success. The 
persons mentioned by Narendra were certainly influential and 
respectable landholders and merchants; but they had neither 
the means nor the men to effect the desired purpose. Besides, 
local war had not yet broken out, and might not break out; 
nor did Mr. Brandon, or Mr. Mostyn, or Mr. Noble believe that 
it would not, for both the Nawab and the Rajah were increasing 
their turbulent levies with very small means of supporting 
them, and when these came to an end they would be obliged to 
let them loose upon the country. 

If it had been possible to make a tour of the district with 
a strong military force, and to have thus overawed disaffection, 
Mr. Brandon, in his civil capacity, would willingly have led it; 
but who could venture to say what the real temper of the native 
soldiers was, or what their ultimate purpose might be? No 
such expedition could be complete in effect without English 
soldiers, and if they were withdrawn, the risk of the fort of 
Noorpoor, where all were safe, would follow. Besides, the 
monsoon had opened, and promised to be a heavy one: the 
fair-weather roads were now deep in mud, and to pass heavy 
guns over them, where the lightest carts could not travel, 
would be impossible. On all accounts, therefore, the Noorpoor 
council agreed that it was most advisable to undertake nothing 
but measures for local safety, and these were now as complete 
as possible. 

The officers, and such of the Christian clerks and other 
subordinates as were able men, took night ditty as patrols; 
well armed, and for the most part well mounted. Arrange¬ 
ments were made for their reception in the fort, and for their 
prompt assistance in ease of attack. The guns on the fort 
bastions covered the Sepoy lines, on which a fire of shells could 
be poured at any time : and they also dominated the city, in 
case of any treachery there. So far, therefore, as eautious fore¬ 
sight could provide, every possible arrangement against surprise 
or treachery was complete. No natives were admitted into the 
fort, except the servants of the soldiers and officers, and two 
howitzers, loaded with grape, commanded the outer gate and the 
glacis beyond. 

With the military officers, the civilians and their clerks took 
their regular turns of duty, and never was Seeta absent from 
her husband’s side. Dressed in her boy’s clothes, she rode her 
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spirited mare graeefully and boldljq and to the admiration of 
all; and many marvelled to see the girl, apparently so jealously 
guarded before, throw off the restraint habitual to her eountry- 
women, and follow her husband in a duty whieh was never • 
perhaps without danger. Of danger sueli as this, danger, even 
in open fight, perhaps, so long as she was near Cyril, Seeta had 
no fear. In the latter she had not eertainly'been tried, but in 
the night patrol she took a strange delight. No matter what 
the weather was, ealm or storm, fair or drenehing lain, the 
active hardy girl never failed, never hesitated when Cyril’s turn 
came round, to ride with him, and to share whatever might 
befal.. 

Seeta indeed thought this a positive eseape from danger; 
for she now dreaded the Nawab equally with her first impla- 
eable enemy, against whose dangerous designs Buldeo’s warn¬ 
ings were eonstant and emphatie. Buldeo and her giant Lueli- 
mun Singh had espeeially warned her against ever being alone 
by night. What might not a resolute, experienced Daeoit like 
Azrael Pande eontrive and exeeute? they said. True, he eould 
not, be discovered, but it was this very fact that gave Buldeo 
most uneasiness. “ He eould not have travelled far in the con¬ 
dition I saw him, 5 ’ he said to Mr. Brandon^* 1 and he must be at 
Futtehpoor, if I eould only find him; but Foorsut is not to be 
seen, and perhaps Azrael lias discovered that he is my brother, 
and has destroyed him. But I have not given up my search 
yet, and often, when you miss me, I am there watehing.” 
Cyril Brandon had not under-estimated either danger to Seeta; 
and he shared her apprehensions. At first he had proposed 
that she should go to Shah Gunje; but the absolute terror with 
whieh she heard the proposal, prevented any renewal of the 
subjeet. “How eould Narendra proteet me?” she said; “onee 

he would have died, but for you ; and I- If they knew that 

I were gone there, is it possible that they would not earry out 
their designs ? All, darling, I should never see you again if I 
once left you, never ! And here I am safe, safe as you are. If 
you die, I ean at least go with you intc death. I eould not 
live now without you.” 

“ Philip, and Rose, and Grace would take eare of my pot,” 
he said, half in earnest, “ while trouble lasted; and then there 
would be Narendra and Aunt Ella afterwards.” 

“They might eare for my body, if it lived,” she answered, 

“ but my soul would be' with you, Cyril. No—my body could 
nob live if you were gone.” 

“ Then you shall stay, little one,” he answered, “and I will 




PEACEFUL DAYS INTERRUPTED . 


319 


never teaze you again about Shah Gunje. What we have to 
endure shall be shared together now, eomfe what may.” 

In truth, Seeta was growing out of old ways and perceptions 
very rapidly. Graee Mostyn had taken this strange girl to her 
heart, and was making her more and more like herself. Simple- 
minded, Seeta always was, with all her strange lore: unselfish, 
and deeply pious after her fashion. She was persevering .and 
studious, with a quiek, retentive memory, and ready perception. 
Graee found no difficulty in teaching her, and it was a strange 
pleasure to her to find the new thoughts awakened in Seeta, 
stirring her soul to its depths with a vivid enthusiasm. She 
was beginning to read and understand portions of Milton and 
Shakespeare : and in the latter, because the action of his dramas 
aeeorded most with her old Sanserit studies, she took a passionate 
delight; an almost feverish interest indeed, at times, in some 
of them, whieh Cyril was obliged to eheek, and which gave him 
more insight into the unaeeountable passages of her old life 
than he had ever obtained before. If he had allowed her, she 
would have denied herself proper food and rest in the pursuance 
of her exeiting studies; and often Cyril had yielded to her 
entreaties when she eould not sleep, and allowed her one of her 
favourite plays, or Jeremy Taylor’s “Holy Living and Dying,” 
which Mrs. Pratt had given her, and which had faseinated her 
from the first, and out of whieh she was fond of learning simple 
sentences by heart: while the “ Pilgrim’s Progress ” she eould 
read in her own tongue. 

“How ean we keep her back, Mr. Brandon?” asked Graee 
one day, almost with a look of despair; “ she puts us all to 
shame. Iso sooner have I shown her any favourite passage of 
my own, in any book, than she hides herself somewhere, and 
gets it by heart. 4 How little do we know of you English,’ she 
said to me yesterday, { how little of your faith, or your books, 
teeming with glorious thoughts, and the fresh stores of know¬ 
ledge that are ever opening to you. While for us—no one 
writes now; no one thinks; we are as the dead, with those 
whose very language is dead too.’ What eould I say to her, Mr. 
Brandon? Will you tell me how to teaeh her better, or how to 
eheek her ? ” 

But Cyril eould not. “You are very, very kind, to teaeh 
her at all,” he said; “ or to take the trouble you do with her. 
I don’t think you ean restrain her now. She knows enough to 
ineite her to know more, and she will persevere till she falls 
baek on herself, and is as eontent with her English as she is 
with her Hindee and Sanserit. But it must be dull work giving 
my wife sueh lessons ? ” 
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“ No,” she replied quickly, “ I delight in it. I look to 
Seeta’s share in my day’s occupation with as great pleasure as my 
own. If you ask why, I will tell you.” 

“ I do ask why, Miss Mostyn.” 

“ Then it is because I come to know her heart: to see all 
the love, all the devotion, all the intense yearning to fit herself 
for your society. Much as you believe in Seeta, I do not think 
you know how she loves you. Now she cannot find words to 
express what she feels; for she says, her own tongue is too gross 
and too dull. ‘I could talk to him in it like Juliet,’ she said 
once to me, ‘ but he would laugh at me. and I should be ashamed 
now, though I feel I was like Juliet once. But I should rathely 
far rather, be like Imogen. She, you know, went to meet death 
when her husband sent Pisanio to kill her, and she would have 
died in her truth. Ah ! dear Grace, I can never read that scene 
without tears. She was so true, so tender, so loving, so faithful. 
There is but one like her, in all our dramas—Savitri, of whom 
you know. She went into death for her lord, and I—I should 
not fear death for him.’ Perhaps,” continued Grace, and then 
broke off, smiling through her tears—“is there anything at her 
heart that makes her think so, Mr, Brandon, anything that 1 can 
reason or soothe her out of? Indeed I would try, for I love her 
now so dearly.” 

Cyril’s heart smote him, for he knew of the dread and the 
danger ; but he would not tell them to Grace. “ It is only 
her excitable nature,” he said, “ marvellous in its intensity, 
and needing all our care and guidance; and I may say ‘ ours ’ 
nov^, since you have a part with me. Will she not take to 
music ? that would help to turn her thoughts from other 
subjects.” 

“Not much,” replied Grace : “ she finds the mechanical part 
of learning the notes difficult: but she has a quick and correct 
ear, and a most delicious voice ; not so high as mine, but far 
more full and rich—I quite envy it. She knows more than you 
think of by ear, and the notes guide her; but I only teach her 
simple melodies like ‘Home, sweet Home,’ and 4 Vedrai Carino.’ 
She was singing them like a bird to-day, and entreating me 
not to tell you, when Eose came in and kissed her, and she 
began to cry, and ran away home. I could not have believed 
that any Hindoo girl could ever be like her.” 

“ There can be no doubt that there are many such who do 
not know their own powers,” returned Cyril, “ and have no 
means, like Seeta, of discovering them; and it will take years, 
perhaps generations, for our education to reach them!. Yet, 
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cold as it is, how earnestly the girls in our schools strive when¬ 
ever they have opportunity. They quite uqual the boys.” 

In all this progress and discussion Mrs. Mostyn had taken 
but little part, for she knew that Seeta was in better, because 
more patient, hands than hers, and she would not interfere with 
what had become almost a necessity of Grace’s otherwise mono¬ 
tonous life; and if, Kose thought, her sister could bring Seeta, 
in any degree, up to her own standard, it was the nearest thing 
to being Mr. Brandon’s wife herself; all she herself had 
ventured upon was instruction in needlework, in which she 
excelled, and in which Seeta was sadly deficient. So, after the 
English lessons of the day were over, and the ladies took up 
their work, Seeta had gradually joined them and proved an apt 
ajid diligent pupil, especially in embroidery, for which she 
evinced decided talent, and had worked collars and cuffs for her 
friends, and even some trimmings for their dresses with great 
delicacy. 

Thus the time passed; and pleasantly now, for the first 
alarms had subsided, or the society at hoorpoor had become 
more used to look danger in the face, and so to fear it less; but 
before .many days of July had passed, all Cyril’s and Seeta’s 
apprehensions had been re-excited. 

One evening, it was Cyril’s turn for patrol duty, and he had 
asked some friends who were to accompany him to dinner, 
leaving Seeta to read as usual close to one of the windows of 
her cottage. By day this was Seeta’s favourite seat. The 
China roses, trained on one side, with an ever-blooming jessa¬ 
mine on the other, gave out a pleasant perfume and encircled 
the window frame like a bower; and the garden, with the 
sparkling waters of the lake be.yond it, and the grim old fort 
above, where the English flag floated from the high cavalier, 
made up a picture she loved to look upon. Some showers had 
fallen during the day; but the night was elear, and the stars 
shone with almost unusual lustre. She had looked at them for 
awhile, leaning on the low window sill, and then shut the case¬ 
ment and betaken herself to her favourite “ Imogen,” whose 
words she was teaching herself line by line, shutting her eyes as 
she repeated what she read. 

Once she heard a rustle, as she thought, and looked up, but 
there was nothing; it might be the birds, who had nests in the 
thatch and in the creepers. Across the lawn, not far from the 
stables, was the guard-room, and she saw forms moving there, 
and the police sentinel walking up and down.. From the dining¬ 
room there came the sound of cheerful voices and an almos' 
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eliorus of merry laughter, in whieh she could distinguish her 
husband’s voiee distinctly. She smiled at her own fear and 
again sat down to read. 

Presently she heard the rustle repeated, and, as she looked 
up, beheld a sight whieh seemed to curdle her blood. Right 
against the pane was the horrible countenance of the Bacoit, 
fearfully ehanged and partly bandaged up, yet never to be for¬ 
gotten. The fieree eyes glared at her from their deep sockets, 
the grim face, ashy grey and wan, was within a foot of her own, 
with the light of her candles flaring upon it, and the features 
working savagely and threateningly as if trying to speak. Once 
before she had seen a face as brutal look over the wall, and 
often seemed to see it still: but this was far more horrible in 
the intensity and malignancy of its expression. If her revolver 
had been within reach, she had shot at what she saw, but she 
had left it in the inner room with her boy’s dress. She did not 
lose her presence of mind, but ran to the door crying for help. 
At that moment too the Dacoit had been seen by one of the 
guard, and there was a rush aeross the lawn, and shouts of, 
“ Seize him ! ” “ Stop him ! ” Buldeo was absent. 

Cyril heard his wife’s cry, and the rush of the men, and with 
his friends started up and leaped into the garden. Many ran 
hither and thither confusedly. The Judge’s guard was alarmed, 
and joined in the search, for one of the Itahtores declared he had 
seen a figure near the window of the cottage, and one of the 
pqliee was sure it passed a shrubbery at the foot of the garden; 
but though the gentlemen mounted their horses and examined 
dvery road to the place, no one was to be seen. Azrael, however, 
had again had a narrow escape. As he heard Seeta’s ery he had 
traversed the garden rapidly, and, under screen of the hedge and 
trees, had plunged into the lake, dived among some high reeds, 
and sat there till the confusion was over. 

Cyril at first tried to persuade Seeta that she was mistaken 
She was trembling and sobbing now with her head lying on his 
shoulder, but she persisted in declaring she was right. 

“ It is cowardly,” she said at last, “ to be afraid! What 
could he have done to me with you so near ? And we have the 
rounds to go, Cyril ; the ride will do me good, and you would 
not leave me here alone ? Come and see if any marks were left, 
for the earth is soft below the window.” 

True enough, there were several marks of two long bony 
feet, and traces of them through the garden to a hole in the 
hedge in which were freshly broken twigs. Beyond,' there was 
nothing. Azrael had been alone. 
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Cyril did not attempt to dissuade Seeta from her project. 
He would not have left her alone then for worlds, and he then 
determined to take her to the fort next day, where no Dacoit 
could enter. It was evident to him that Azrael’s design was to 
examine the cottage; and it was impossible to say when it 
might not be attacked in force. Before long, therefore, the 
party, joined by others, was proceeding leisurely through the 
broad roads of the cantonment. But the night did not pass 
without incidents, or so securely as its predecessors. As the 
patrol passed onwards, suddenly a lurid light shot up into the 
sky, and on turning into another road, they saw one of the 
officers’ bungalows, not far from the lines, in flames, which in¬ 
creased in volume every moment. Two young men lived there 
together, and were now outside in their night dresses, with 
their revolvers in their hands, and crowds of Sepoys running 
to the spot with water-pots. Many were helping to remove 
furniture and boxes, or endeavouring to pull the blazing thatch 
from the roof, while two or three active young fellows had 
climbed up the thatch to the ridge, and were pouring water on 
what remained entire, which, however, nothing could save. 
There appeared no want of sincere goodwill in most of the men, 
who, when the Brigadier and their several commanders arrived, 
cheered them lustily with loud shouts, and Brandon also as he 
rode forward to meet them; and Seeta’s heart bounded as she 
heard the ardent welcome cry of “ Brandon Sahib Bahadoor ke 
Jey.” But from the dusky outskirts of the crowd, whieh sur¬ 
rounded the blazing building, rose some ominous shouts of 
“ Been ! Deen ! ” and jeers at those who were assisting. Some 
thought the fire accidental, but to Brandon it was clear that 
here, as elsewhere, active misehief had begun with Azrael Pande’s 
appearance, and had left its mark behind. 

No Christians slept in Noorpoor that night; all were ready 
dressed, men and women, waiting the signal from the fort—the 
first gun. But the night passed quietly, and there were drills 
and guard mountings as usual in the morning. No further risk, 
however, was to be run ; and in the afternoon Mrs. Mostyn and 
Grace walked up to the fort, joining other ladies there, and 
watched Cyril and Seeta sailing on the lake till they ran their 
boat under the tower, and ascended by the water-gate to their 
quarters. 
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CHAPTEE XL. 

DIL KHAN’S TROUBLES. 

“ And so you saw her there, Matiaraj ? ” asked the Nawab of 
Azrael Pande, as they sat together in the room we know of, by 
the well. “ Yet it was a mad expedition, my friend. Suppose 
they had caught you ?” 

“ They would have hanged me by the hands of the leather- 
dresser, and you would not have seen your friend again—that’s 
all,” he replied gloomily, and fell into silence. 

“ But Seeta,” persisted the Nawab—“ how was it that she 
escaped you ? ” 

“Because your people were cowards—cowards!’ 5 he hissed 
from between his teeth, “ and hung back when we reached the 
boundary marks. Had they done as they swore to do on the 
axe, she would have been here now; and she is there—the witch 
—the sorceress! It was her devilish spells that checked the 
men, and filled their hearts with fear. Do I not know that? 
Did I not hear her reading them out of an English book, and 
see her? 0 Seeta, I saw thee! I thought I could feel thy 
breath on my cheek as I listened and watched. Seeta, Seeta, 
thou didst not hear as I spoke, as I whispered to thee to come 
and be my queen.” 

“ You rave, my friend,” remarked the Nawab, drily; “ and 
raving about a puling, wooden-faced girl like her is unseemly 
in an old man. While you were sick and in fear, you said what 
you did not know of. But now that you are well, thanks be to 
the Lord, all those follies, and your devils, should pass away,” 

“ Ah ! we do not know who come, Nawab, or you would not 
be here; you would be afraid to hear their ‘ Hrram! Hrram! 
Hrrani! 5 Do you not hear their iron feet ? Listen ! ” 

“ If you are going to call your devils, and Huree Das, the 
goldsmith, about you, I shall go, Azrael Pande, and leave them 
with you; ” and he rose to depart. 

“ Stay,” cried his companion ; “ they are gone—you need not 
fear now. Yes,” he continued, with a shudder, passing his hands 
over his eyes, *“ I see many now who never came before; and 
there is the old fnan at Gudduk with his spear-wounds gaping, 

and all the women dead lying about him, and- Yes, it is 

all blood now—blood in my eyes, blood in my heart, blood of 
the English who are gone to hell Dehly and Cawnpoor and 




DIL KEAN’S TROUBLES. 


325 


Jhansy, flowing in a great stream, and more following. 0 
Mother divine! more, more, till thou art lull! ” 

“ Nay, this is worse and worse,” said Dil Khan to himself. 
“ I must turn him from his blood. And what of the Sepoys, 
Maharaj? Did you see them, as you said you would? Do you 
hear what I say ? Never mind the devils; they will come 
another time, when you want them.” 

“ Keach me that hookah. I feel too weak to live,” returned 
Azrael; and as the Nawab handed it to him, he took two or 
three pieces of lighted charcoal from the live embers near him, 
put them upon the hemp leaves in the bowl, and inhaled several 
long breaths of smoke. “ Now I will talk to you, Nawab Sahib,” 
he said, more collectedly, “ but not much, for this wound hurts me 
still. What did you ask me? Perhaps my mind was wander¬ 
ing—it often wanders now.” 

“ About the Sepoys,” said Dil Khan. “ I am beginning to 
think you are wrong about them, my friend; and if the Brigadier 
and Brandon—may they burn in fire!—brought them and the 
‘sojers’ down on me with their big guns, I don’t think you or 
I could hold this place.” 

“ Peace! ” cried. Azrael, waving his hand. “ You speak as a 
child. Was there not a Sahib’s bungalow burnt in the lines last 
night; and did you not see the blaze from hence ? ” 

“ Yes, of one poor house,” replied the Nawab, with a sneer. 
“I expected a blaze which would have lighted up all the 
country round.” 

“Ah, you don’t know, you don’t understand yet; that was 
only the beginning,” said Azrael. “ Was I not there, and dried 
my clothes over the hot ashes of the house? Did I not see 
Brandon, and the witch Seeta on her horse with him, and the 
Brigadier, and all the officers ? And wc cried, ‘ Deen ! Deen ! ’ 
and jeered the men who were bringing water and trying to put 
out the fire.” 

“Well, well, I know that,” returned the Nawab impatiently; 
“ and the nsue of it was, that all the officers and the Mem 
Sahibs have gone into the fort, and I should like to know who 
is to get them out of it. Touba! Touba ! There will not be a 
Nazarene to send to the Shaitan who waits'for them. Thou hast 
delayed too long, my friend, and had better try elsewhere.” 

“ Not too long, Dil Khan; though, had I not been as I am, it 
would have been different. Could I help this ? ” and he pointed 
to the wound. “ Let it pass. The men are ready now, if thou 
art ready. Speak ! ” 

“ Ahem! the Moulvee is not returned yet,” said the Nawab, 
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hesitatingly, “ and till he comes I dare not act; and thou art 
not strong enough yet, my friend, to lead thy five hundred 
warriors.” 

“ Five hundred cowards, you mean,” exclaimed the Dacoit, 
scornfully. “ Fifty of them that I took with me last night slunk 
away among the bushes, and ran away when the Feringee patrol 
was half a mile off. Are these soldiers? We must wait for true 
soldiers, Dil Khan.” 

The Nawab rose and went away. He was not easy in mind. 
Not to mince the matter, he was now full of apprehension and 
doubt. True, w r onderful news reached him from Dehly; and by 
the royal Akhbars he was informed that thousands of Nazarene 
Kafirs were being daily sent to the infernal regions, that the 
victories of the imperial armies were perpetual, that thousands 
upon thousands of true believers had already made their obeisanee 
to the Asylum of the World, and that, when all the English had 
perished, the Emperor would take the field in person and receive 
the congratulations of his loyal and devoted subjects. But with 
some of these news-letters had come a letter from his second 
wife’s brother, which set that ambitious dame a-crying, and did 
not quite corroborate the news of the Akhbars. The English 
army was lying behind the ridge above the city, and blazing 
shells were being fired from their batteries whieh wounded many, 
and turned men’s livers into water. There were Sepoys in thou¬ 
sands, and more arriving by regiments; but there was no head to 
them, and they often quarrelled and sometimes fought among 
themselves. Where was her husband, of whom such great expec¬ 
tations had been formed? Why did he not appear with his 
warriors and defend the King of Kings? Why did he dally 
with necessity, and shelter himself in the fort of Koorpoor, 
which of course he had taken long ago? 

It was very well for her brother to ask such questions, yet 
how was she to answer them ? Dil Khan could not only not 
give her comfort, but found himself railed at by the fierce 
woman for cowardiee, for inaction, for ingratitude to' his bene¬ 
factor the Emperor, who had bestowed the highest honours upon 
him. He eould not persuade his wife that the tinsel necklace 
which was hardly worth ten rupees, or the robe of honour whieh 
proved on examination to he soiled and frayed, would not move 
an army or supply his pressing necessities; and, failing to 
establish this point, he left the furious woman to her passionate 
weeping, and went to the “ Star of Women,” who was not often, 
perhaps, favoured with a visit. 

But here more vexation awaited him. The good lady had 
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no patienee to hear tales of imperial victims, or catalogues of 
infidel Feringees, sent to keep the u Shaitan ” eompany. She 
was, at heart, a true friend to the English. The Mem Sahibs 
of Noorpoor had always been gracious and kind to her, and she 
loved them; as to the sweet Missy Mostyn, she would rather go 
to her and proteet her herself than she should eome to any barm. 
The “ Star of Women 5 ’ had been a loeal beauty, and had many 
loeal connections of some weight, as landholders, all around 
Futtehpoor. With them she had constant intercourse, and she 
knew that to a man, though they might be helplessly neutral 
for a time, yet if opportunity offered, they would strike in for 
the English. 

Under these cireumstanees, the Nawab found himself re- 
proaehed, not bitterly perhaps, but very sadly; reminded of the 
long friendship which had existed, with the English from the 
days of Lord Lake to the present. Was all this to be thrown 
away, and his very life and estates risked? 

I wish, indeed, that the course of this history admitted of * 
my showing my readers more of this excellent woman; kind, 
charitable, benevolent to her dependents, eontent and thankful 
for her lot — in spite of the younger sister wife—pious after the 
tenets of her faith, simple and graeious in her manners, and 
beloved and honoured by all—there was no more popular or 
respeeted lady in the eountry, or one who had more deeply 
gained the affections both of Mahomedans and Hindoos, than 
Nujm-ool-Nissa Khanum. 

“What should you do?” she said, in answer to her lord’s 
question as he sat before her with his turban awry and his fore¬ 
finger between his teeth ; “ what should you do ? Why, go to the 
Brigadier, and the Judge Sahib, at onee. Say you have been 
misled, ask them to forgive you, and proclaim by beat of drum, 
that you will stand by the English to the end; for, in the end, 
my lord, they will eonquer all. Did they not conquer before? 
If the Almighty has sent a scourge upon them, they will bow 
to it, and rise again. If you will not go, send me to the Judge’s 
lady. I would go to the Queen of England for you, if there 
were need. 0, my lord ! let not men speak evil of you, but rely 
upon the faithful English to reward you, as they will, for 
loyalty.” ' . 

“ They took Jhansy and Nagpoor,” he said, bitterly; “ since 
then I have not trusted them. Let them die, as they are dying 
everywhere, and will die. Had their fathers been like this 
generation, my ancestors had fought them to the death, as I will 
do! Inshalla ! as I will do ! Be silent, if you value my favour 
and your own honour ! else-” 
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u I have but spoken the truth,” she replied, meekly; u the rest 
is in'God’s hands. May He proteet you, and lead you aright.” 

All this, and much more that I need not record, afforded 
no eomfurt to the Nawab Dil Khan. There were divisions in 
his house, and wherever he went he had found himself opposed; 
and more than onee, for several days, he debated in his mind 
whether it would not be the safest and the wisest plan, after all, to 
go to Mr. Mostyn and the Brigadier, and cast his lot with them 
frankly and truly. There was nothing to cheer him and 
support him, as he was. If he went to the seeret chamber, 
he found his guest either raving from the effects of the drug 
he smoked, or the opium he swallowed ; or sunk into a maudlin 
condition, erying to the devils he worshipped, or defying or 
entreating “ Seeta.” On all points, therefore, the Nawab Sahib 
was troubled, and miserable enough; finding his only con¬ 
solation in submission to his fate—his “Kismut”—to lead him 
as it would. 

It had needed, indeed, the influence of the Moulvee, to arouse 
Dil Khan from his lethargy and perplexed helplessness of mind; 
and in due time that worthy appeared: full of confidence, 
radiant with news of victories in Oudh, at Cawnpoor, at’Futteh- 
gurh, at Banda, besides those of Jhansy and many other places. 
The Nana Sahib of Bithoor had collected the mutineers of the 
provinces around him, who, with all their guns and munitions 
of war, were preparing to mar eh to Dehly on the one hand and 
Caleutta on the other, where all the English “ Kafirs ” were to 
be driven into their ships or into the sea. There had been 
risings in the Eajpoot States, and the native troops of Sindia 
and Holtar, impatient at the inaction of their masters, liad 
in part mutinied ; and were preparing to take the field when 
the rains should cease and their artillery could travel. 

“The whole of the Mahratta ‘ Cumpoo/ the old battalions of 
the Erench heroes, an army in themselves, will join the Nana 
Sahib, who is to be Peshwah. At Poona, the Mahratta Princes 
are ready, and their people to a man. Arcot, Vellore, Seringa- 
patam, and the Moslems of the South, are waiting the last 
signal, and at Hyderabad and Nagpoor all is ready. Will you 
linger in the raee for glory to the Faith?” eried the Moulvee 
with excitement. “I have been long absent, I know, but I 
have travelled far and fast, and have gathered the news I now 
give you from English sources, not our own. Even the 
English newspapers are full of alarm and apprehension.” 

“ And Dehly ? ” asked the Nawab. 

u Events never looked brighter or better,” he replied. “ The 
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English, army there breaks its strength against the old fortret-s, 
like waves against a rock, and falls back in flakes of powerless 
foam. They get no nearer to the war's: their guns are worn 
out, and they have no new ones. Ha 1 ha! ha! let them rage 
there. When we all move against them, they will be swept 
from the face of the earth and sent to hell. Now I have news 
for you : I have been to Jliansy, and have seen Lukshmee Bye, 
the Ranee. She would have you join her after Noorpoor is 
taken. She has twenty thousand men. Though the English 
took her kingdom once, she has already recovered it. She has 
opened up all the treasures that were hidden, and she is generous 
and open-handed; the Nana supports her with a hundred 
thousand men; the Talookdars of Oudh, with fifty thousand. 
I tell you they have more than two lakhs (200,000) of soldiers 
now under my knowledge. Join those to the armies at Dehly, 
at Gualior, at Indoor, everywhere, and what have you? Five 
hundred thousand warriors for the Faith at least ! while, if 
there are ten thousand English troops now in all Hind, widely 
scattered and unable to help each other, it is all. Is he with 
you; he, the Brahmin—the Jogee—what you will—who seemed 
to hold the men of Noorpoor in his hand? What has he been 
doing ? ” 

“ He was badly wounded in the face, and I thought he would 
have died. So he has done nothing,” replied the Nawab; “and 
I am tired of him ; for, whether from weakness, or from smok¬ 
ing Ganja, he has become a dreaming enthusiast, seeing visions 
of the devils he worships, and altogether very unpleasant 
company; but he is stronger now, and his wound is nearly 
healed.” 

“ Good! ” returned the Moulvee, rubbing his hands. “ I 
have brought him a few old friends, who did good work at 
Jhansy. They will cheer him up, I dare say. You need not 
look alarmed, Nawab Sahib, they will do you no harm.” 

“It was not that,” said the Nawab, “only—suppose they 
should hear it at Noorpoor, they might——” 

“ Of course, I mean that they should hear. What else were 
you thinking about ? I say leave these-Oudh men to themselves; 
they know what to do and how to do it too. When you have 
all the Noorpoor Sepoys about you, you will feel strong, and 
can march to Jhansy. Now you are weak, you think, eh? Was 
that what you thought of, my friend ? ” 

Nawab Oil Khan sighed; what could he do before his 
“Kismut,” and he sighed again. That must decide for him 
now, for he had no energy of mind to resist the Moulvee, and 
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the men had arrived too. There was a stir in the eourtyard 
without, and an attendant announced that the Sepoys demanded 
instant admittance. The Nawab nodded assent, and the Moulvee 
said for him, “ Let them eome in and make their salaams/’ and 
a moment afterwards about twenty men, entering with f their 
right hands upheld, raised a shout of “Jey Kalee Mata!” 

44 Nawab Dil Khan Baliadoor he Jey ! ” 

“ Ye are welcome, my friends,” said tlio Nawab, rising; 

44 weleome to a poor house ; will ye not be seated ? ” 

The men made military salutes, and sat down on their heels 
in two rows. They were in undress, but they wore their belts 
over their elotlres, and held their muskets in their hands, ready 
for use if it might be neeessary. Grand stout fellows all of 
them, like their brethren everywhere; twisting up their 
moustaeliios, and looking round them with a curious interest, at 
the high arched hall, and at the Nawab, by turns. Not one of 
them spoke. 

“ This brave soldier,” said the Moulvee, joining his hands to 
the Nawab, 44 is Colonel Goor Bux Tewaree, once a Havaldar of 
Artillery, and now commander of all the Artillery at Jhansy, 
with the rank of 4 Colonel.’ Be pleased to let your favour rest 
upon him. Colonel Sahib,” be added to the man, 44 rise, and sit 
among us, as a friend. I think your people may be dismissed 
to rest, for they have had a long mareli; ” and, at a signal from 
their leader, all rose, and repeating their military salute, filed 
out of the hall. 

Then the three entered upon the condition of the eountry, 
the disposition of Hurpal Singh, and the eliances of earrying 
Noorpoor; and the result was not pleasing to the ex-Havaldar, 
nor did it tally 7 with the florid picture which the Moulvee Saliib 
had drawn at Jhansy. The quick military eye of Goor Bux 
had detected at onee the utter weakness and uselessness of the 
Nawab’s levies, and he half regretted he had eome so far 
on such an errand. -He heard that Hurpal Singh was a ruffian, 
bent only on local plunder, and of no use as an ally. There 
remained, therefore, only the garrison of Noorpoor. 44 Where is 
Azrael Pande, my Gooroo?” asked floor Bux. 44 Why is he not 
here to meet me ? Beforo we deeide on anything I must see 
him.” 

44 If you are not afraid of a madman, I will take you to him 
myself,” said the Nawab. 44 For my own part I always take 
this in case of trouble,” and he pointed to his pistol ; 44 but ho 
will not fear you, who were onee his pupil. You will remain 
here, Moulvee Sahib, and we will return presently.” Then he 
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rose and opened tlio staircase door, and, motioning to Goor Bux 
to follow, began to descend the steps, telling his companion, as 
he did so, of Azrael Pande’s wound, and his raving, and his 
terrible cry of “ Hrram, Hrram, Hrram ! ” 

“ Ah,” said the man, u I see he has been reading the c Gurura 
Pooran.’ That is what comes to most of them. No, I am not 
afraid; lead on,” 


CHAPTER XLL 

“ CONSPIRACY.” 

We have seen the place, and the man who lived there; and his 
weird worship, and his alternate fits of gloom and excitement. 
Perhaps, knowing the fearful nature of the course to which 
Azrael had committed himself, and the unhallowed arts and 
rites he practised, even his former pupil and friend shuddered 
as he approached the room ; and Foorsut, who was sitting in 
the outer eh amber, whispered to tho Nawab, “ You had better 
wait; they are all with him now, and his shrieks have been 
worse than ever. He has drawn his sword and has been 
worshipping it. I had to kill a cock for his sacrifice this 
morning, to smear it with blood ; look ! ” 

“ Let me go to him,” said Goor Bux, “I know a spell that 
will quiet him, be he never so violent, if indeed he be not gone 
beyond that. Stay here till I call; you must not shoot him ; 
nor must he bill you,” and he stepped on lightly into tho gloom. 
Goor Bux had a strong iron-bound quarter-staff in his hand, 
and feared no sword ; but what he saw arrested his steps at 
once. 

The light was dim, and the room was so full of the smoke of 
burning incense, that the cresset in a niche of the wall barely 
burned. Far off, as it seemed, two smaller lamps glimmered 
before a rude low shrine or altar, in front of which Azrael Pande 
was sitting bare-headed, and with only a narrow silk cloth about 
his loins, in an attitude of devotion or meditation, reading from 
a narrow oblong book which lay on the ground before him. By 
his side, and ready to his hand, a naked sabre, spotted and stained 
with gouts of blood and spots of red powder, glistened in the 
light, and he was muttering, in low tones, the weird Sanscrit 
incantation which has been quoted, in part, before. 

Goor Bux at a glance knew it was the man he sought; but 
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0 ! how fearfully altered ! The long gaunt body and neck were 
now little better than skin and bone; the very skin was withered 
and wrinkled. The powerful muscles of the arms were, perhaps, 
less wasted, and rose sharp and iron-like in their outlines. The 
hands, spread out on the thigh.s, were long and lean, their dark 
purple veins, as also the veins of the forehead, standing out like 
knotted cords. But the face was hardly to be recognized as Goor 
Bux saw it. The right side seemed almost gone, and a wide 
cicatrix, hardly yet healed, covered the jaw and most part of the 
neck and cheek, and had drawn down the lower eyelid and the 
corner of the mouth, in a ghastly manner, which gave a frightful 
expression to the countenance. 

“ Hrram! Hrram ! Hrram! ” shrieked the Dacoit, starting 
to his feet, seizing his sword, and cutting into the air with a 
force which caused every stroke to whistle. 

“ Destroy, destroy! 

Pierce, pierce! 

With thy trident, 

Peeking with blood! 

Come, come, 

O! Maheswara, 

01 Kapalini, 

O ! Kamarini, 

0! MakaKali! 

Enter, enter, 

Hear and come, 

Hear and come 1 
Hear and come i ” 

Then he stood erect, with his sword stretched out, panting for 
breath, and his eyes staring into vacancy. “ She does not come,” 
he said moodily, as the point of his sword dropped with a help¬ 
less action, and he almost fell into his former position. “ She 
will not come till there is more blood. She is hungry, she 
thirsts! Will that poor sacrifice satisfy her? Nay, but see ! 
see ! there! ” 

Before he could rise, Goor Bux had divested himself of his 
upper clothing, stepped behind him, and muttered a Sanscrit 
spell, which had a strange effect. Azrael sat, as it were stiffened. 
No feature moved, and his glassy eyes looked out with no specu¬ 
lation in them into the gloom. Then the other took incense 
from a brass plate near, and some of the red powder beside it, 
with which he smeared his forehead; and entering-within the 
magic circle which Azrael had marked around himself, first made 
obeisance to the altar, and, kneeling down before him, drew 
several long inspirations in succession. 
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“ Enough,” he muttered, “ enough, Mother divine! else I 
should be like him,” and he sat down and watched; but not for 
long. Azrael seemed to sigh, the tension of his neck relaxed, 
and as his chin fell on his breast, tears dropped silently from his 
eyes upon his hands. 

“ Eise, Azrael Pande ! ” cried his companion ; “ I, Goor Bux 
Tewaree, am nigh thee, and greet thee in the name of the Mother. 
Jey Devee! Kalee Mata ke Jey ! Maha kalee ke Jey ! Arise, 
and embrace your pupil. Ah ! if thou hadst not taught me that 
spell, Gooroojee, the Mother had taken thee.” 

“ Thou, Goor Bux ? How, art thou here ? ” 

“He brought me,” returned the man, pointing to the Nawab, 
“ else who could have found thee here under the earth ? ” 

“What hast thou dono?” asked Azrael eagerly. “My 
S&rrible dream is gone from me now; speak! are they dead? 
The English! ” 

“ All that were at Jhansy,” said Goor Bux; “ we kept them 
all safe; then I made a great sacrifice to the Mother, and had 
them all killed for her as you bid me. There were nearly a 
hundred.’ 

“ And you spared none?” 

“Not one; nor child, nor mother, nor maid; but they have 
killed more at Cawnpoor, hundreds ! The Nana Sahib left none 
alive ? Ah ! the Mother has drunk much blood ! but thou, her 
priest and votary—how it is thou hast sent none ? Beware lest 
she take thee; thou art perilously near her when she comes on 
thy calling! ” 

“ I know it, I know it,” returned Azrael, gloomily; “ she 
comes and returns empty; and I must follow when she beckons, 
for I have sent her no blood from Noorpoor.” 

“Will you come with me to the men, Gooroojee, and rouse 
them ? ” 

“ I am weak,” answered Azrael; “ but the sight of thee has 
given me new life, and there is something, perhaps, in this 
wasted body still; ” and he rose up, and struck the hollow of 
his thighs and his breasts in succession with the palms of his 
hands, like an athlete. 

“ Shabash !* well done, friend ; that was done like a wrestler. 
Now thou wilt be thyself again,” cried the Nawab. 

“ Let him stay here with me, and let his people put up in 
the garden,” said Azrael to .the Nawab. “ One day with them, 
seeing their familiar faces, and hearing the speech and songs of 
my country, will give new life to me. We can pull dow r n the 
wall there, and let in air and light, and they can come and go 
as they please.” 
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u Be it so, friend,” said the Nawab, “and truth to say, I 
know not where to put them. But if they are content with the 
garden pavilion, they are welcome to it; only do not let them 
light fires there.” 

“ Let me go and tell them, then,” said Goor Bux. “J will 
bring them hither, and the Nawab Sahib ean send our provisions 
here. I will not be long away.” 

But several days still passed, and no move was made on 
either side. Strange, Foorsut thought, that he had not seen 
Bukleo since he had eome to Ryna. Where could he be? Nor 
was he at Noorpoor with Mr. Brandon, for Foorsut, on some 
pretence, had gone away for a few hours, to look for him. “ But 
I must go now,” he said to himself, “ for the new men have 
eome, and there will be evil; and Azrael will not miss me 
among his friends.” Nor indeed did he. The wall in the arch 
was pulled down, the room opened to the well, and Azrael could 
sit looking at the brawny youths who swam and splashed and 
dived in the water, and passed the day with song, and tale, and 
laughter, as in the old times of the Thirty-fourth. It was 
strange to see how the Daeoit’s energy grew again powerful; 
and how his strength had improved by the time a week was 
past. Much of the old force had returned to him ; and when his 
friend was sure of this, there could be no longer delay. 

Goor Bux had already sent spies into the cantonment, who 
had seen men of both regiments ; but there did not appear among 
them that unanimity which was essential to success. It is not 
to be supposed that such a condition of affairs could restrain two 
such men as the ex-ITavaldar and Azrael Ponde. It was evident 
they, must go themselves; and they went one night to a village 
near Noorpoor, whence they proceeded on foot to another 
deserted temple, on the outskirts of the town, situated on the 
bare upland, where there was no possibility of surprise. 

This old building occupied the summit of a low round hill, 
now covered with short green grass ; and from its porch could 
be seen the lake, the town, the fort now twinkling with lights, 
and the eamp. There was no moon, and the sky was overcast; 
nor was there any light in the temple. Those assembled sat in 
darkness, and scouts had been placed at distances around. There 
was silence among the gioup huddled together before the steps 
of the porch ; but the night wind, heavy with moisture, sighed 
through the pillars of the low hall, while the unearthly cries of 
hyenas and jackals came up from the outskirts of the town, as 
they fought over the garbage and carrion which had been thrown 
there. I need not, 1 think, record what passed, for there was 
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little new to "be told. What there was to say, was left by Azrael 
Pande to his more experienced colleague, who took up a new 
line of persuasion, and could at least assure his listeners, that 
all ranks who joined the Eanee of Jhansy, or the Nana Sahib of 
Bithoor, drew double pay; that he, a Havaldar, a sergeant, was 
now a full colonel, with five thousand rupees a year, an elephant 
and retinue; that the Eanee and the Nana Sahib required all 
the men they could get; and all this seemed, to those who heard 
it, a far more rational ground for action than the ravings of 
Azrael Pandc. Goor Bux could also tell them of the armies in 
Oudh, of the work doing in the siege of the Eesidency of Luck¬ 
now, and that the Talookdars were up, and their old Eajalis 
were fighting for the Faith. How Dehly held out, and how 
Jualior and Indoor were coming in turn; for on all these points 
he was as well informed as the Moulvee. 

“ Come, some of you,” continued Goor Bux, “ to Futtehpoor. 
You can get away after roll-call, and be back before gun-fire in 
the morning, and I will ask the Nawab to have a nauch, when 
we can discuss these matters more comfortably than in this dark 
hole, and see each others' faces.” 

This was a new and pleasant phase of the matter, far 
pleasanter than Azrael’s fierce denunciations and appeals to 
religion and loss of caste. None of them had lost their caste, 
none had eaten flour mixed with bone-dust, none had handled 
the greased cartridges ; but double pay and a share in the glories 
tlicir brethren were winning everywhere, were inducements 
which could hardly be refused, and to ratify these there would 
be a nauch too, for which any of them would have gone farther 
than to Futtehpoor; and thus the invitation was cordially 
acceded to by the delegates. On the fourth day they were to 
visit Futtehpoor and come to the Nawab’s garden, where they 
would be welcomed. 

Meanwhile, Fottrsut had betaken himself to the neighbour¬ 
hood of Mr. Brandon’s house, and the hooting of a horned owl, 
which Buldeo knew perfectly, arose from the trees in the garden, 
now soft, now loud, and changing its place constantly. How 
well Buldeo recognized the old signal! His brother was alive, 
then; no other could hoot like that. So he arose silently, and 
went out from Sceta’s cottage, where he now slept, and betook 
himself to the garden, answering the cry, but in a shriller tone; 
and while the police sentinel was throwing stones into the trees, 
Buldeo found his brother, and by the cessation of the hooting 
the sentinel was no doubt satisfied that he had driven the ill- 
omened night-birds away. 
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“ There was not mueh time for talking, for Foorsut was 
anxious to return; but he told his brother where Azrael was, 
and of the terrible time he had passed with him. “ Now,” he 
continued, “Goor Bux, the Artillery Havaldar, from Jhansy, 
and twenty-five of his men have arrived, and Azrael is become 
a new man. They are at the temple to-night to meet men 
from the regiments here; shall we go and listen in the old 
place?” The idea was delightful to Buldeo, and, returning for 
Ids spear, the brothers set off together, Buldeo giving by the 
way a relation of his own adventures and his unavailing search 
for his brother. 

At the old temple, however, there was no one. Both pried 
curiously about and listened for an hour or more, but all was 
silent as the grave. It was evident there was some other place 
of meeting, and, as they parted, Foorsut said, “ The time is 
near now. Goor Bux Tewaree is not one to be idle, and our 
Maharaj has become young again. The Itavaldar said a spell 
over him whieh drove away the devils and 4 Seeta,’ and he does 
not smoke half the Ganja he used to do. All this is bad— 
and they must be careful up yonder,” and he pointed to the 
fort,and stir not till the peril is past. I will come with 
further news when I can. Now I must go, brother,” and they 
embraced and parted. 

To Cyril Brandon this news was not, perhaps, unexpected; 
but what could be done more than was done ? In the fort, all 
was secure and vigilant, and without? Well, a few days 
more, perhaps, would determine; and by the Brigadier all 
officers were enjoined to gather what information they could, 
and to wateh the tempers of the men very narrowly. 

When the new “ Colonel Sahib ” proposed a nauch to the 
Nawab, Dil Khan appeared to enter into the idea with great 
satisfaction. Of course the Sepoys should have a nauch; nay, 
he would even write to the Brigadier to allow Sepoys to*come 
to the party, so as the more to throw him off his. guard; but to 
this both Goor Bux and the Moulvee objeeted. “ His heart is 
only half with us, my friend,” said the Moulvee, “ and he might 
—you know I don’t say he would—let tlie Brigadier know that 
you and Azrael Pande are here, and bring down the white 
people upon us, and there are nearly three hundred and fifty 
of them at Noorpoor, if the. officers arc counted,” So the Sepoys 
were not invited, and Mama Jumeela was privately despatched 
to Noorpoor to negotiate with the famous Peri Bnk.^h and some 
other dancers and singers to come and perform. Not in gorgeous 
attire, as she had gone to visit Seeta, did the dame proeeed to 
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Noorpoor tills time, but in plain if not mean attire, and in a 
closed litter of humble pretensions and appearance, which 
excited no attention; and thus she was set down in the court¬ 
yard of the Peri’s house, outside a very substantial, even 
respectable-lookirig mansion, though perhaps the least that is 
said of its interior, the better. 

As Mama Jumeela withdrew her bulky figure from the 
confined litter, she stretched herself, and, seeing the Peri come 
into the verandah of the basement to inquire Avho had arrived, 
held out her arms to her, and waddling up the steps, embraced 
her young friend, and cracked her fingers and even elbow-joints 
over her after her most peculiarly loving fashion. Ido not need 
to mention the terms of the bargain that had to be driven; but 
the issue was that, for a handsome present from the Nawab, and 
what she might gather from the spectators, Peri Buksh was to 
come early the next Thursday, and stay as long as she pleased 
in the castle, and Mama Jumeela, having achieved so much of 
her purpose, betook herself to the minor stars of Noorpoor. 

Peri Buksh was the type of many of her sisterhood at Noor¬ 
poor and elsewhere. She had come of a “ good family ” of 
dancers and singers, the oldest in the province, and mosjt re¬ 
nowned. Centuries ago ; her progenitors had sung and danced 
before kings of Malwah and Khandcsh, who had invested the 
family with priveleges and endowed them with lands: and 
before Akbur and Aurungzcbe, who had confirmed these grants. 
Very often had the Peri to perform long journeys and to sing 
and dance at saints’ tombs or at village temples, to fulfil heredi¬ 
tary obligations and obtain her dues; and if she could not go 
herself, she sent one of her subordinates, of whom there were 
several, who had been adopted or purchased, and educated for 
their profession in life. The family of the Peri were therefore 
esteemed “ highly respectable,” and she, by hereditary light, 
was the head of the district guild of “ Tuwaifs,” or dancers, and 
thus possessed considerable influence and authority. Of course 
she, as every one che, had heard of the bad wind of Sumbut, 
1914, but it had not affected her. If her politics were con¬ 
sidered, I think she would have been found on the side of the 
English, who, she said, were “ good people, and helped her very 
often.” And, like most others, she had a special reverence for 
Mr. Brandon, whom she esteemed a popular hero. I will not 
say either, that she had not tried to fascinate him sometimes; 
but she found him, though always accessible and civil, cold as 
ice, and perhaps respected him the moic. When he married 
the goldsmith’s granddaughter she was charmed by the act; 
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and also by the kindness he showed to his wife. “ Tie is a good 
fellow,” she said to her people, “and if all the Feringces were 
like him, we should hear no more of this bad wind.” Such 
being her sentiments, she would rather the Nawab had not 
asked her to come and dance for him; but she could not well 
refuse, for many of her rights and lands lay among his villages; 
and if, as was said might happen, he became master of the 
country, he would punish her for contumacy. 

The Peri was a fine full-grown woman of about twenty ; not 
very fair, perhaps, in eomplexion, nor yet dark, nor very tall 
either, but with a round supple figure of exquisite proportions, 
which she well knew how to use in her dances. She had, more¬ 
over, a very pretty face, with a well-shaped mouth and fmee) r es, 
with the use—or misuse—of which she was perfectly acquainted. 
She had been educated too, to some extent, in Persian and 
Hindee, in the latter of which she kept her accounts; and, 
indeed, she was a very keen lover of money. When the Peri at 
the proper time, therefore, appeared in the Nawab’s hall of 
audience, the many chandeliers of which had been specially 
lighted, a general murmur of applause ran round the guests, 
who sat on both sides of the fine room, leaving the centre free 
for the performance. She was dressed in a close-fitting garment, 
with long sleeves and a very full skirt, much plaited in at the 
waist, made of the finest transparent muslin of a light violet 
eoloiir, trimmed nearly to her waist, with rows of broad gold 
brocade laco, as also about her shoulders and bust with the same. 
This dross was conf ned slightly at her waist by a searf of bright 
green muslin spotted with gold, whose ends of gold brocade 
fell on her left side, and had the effect of raising the skirt a 
little so as to show her trousers of the richest cloth of e;old. 
With one end tucked into her waistband, a splendid Benares 
scarf, of filmy amber muslin gauze, profusely flowered with 
gold, having borders and ends of the same, passed over her left 
arm and head, and fell over her right shoulder. The gold 
ornaments on her head and arms were all handsome and in great 
prolusion; and her gold anklets, whose tiny bells chinked as 
she walked, had a row of largo diamonds on their bands, which 
hashed as she moved, and gave a charming effect to the tiny 
graceful feet on which they rested. 

The girl, with two companions, also nearly as richly attired 
as herself, and her band of musicians, advanced slowly up the 
hall, and having made a profound obeisance to the Nawab, and 
slighter salutations to the Moulvee a^d the “Colonel Sahib,” 
who sat on each side of him, with a general sweep of her hand 
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to all that were sitting around, the party sat down, forming one 
of the principal and most beautiful groups present. There were 
many other spectators; officers of the Nawab’s own levies and 
household ; and the Sepoys who had come from Jhansy and 
Noorpoor, all mingled together now, satin rows upon their heels, 
in almost a kneeling posture, as the most respectful; their faces' 
tied up with gay scarfs over their jaunty bright turbans, and 
their general expression grim and stolid. 

There was nothing particular in the danee, for Indian 
women dancers only move in short tinkling steps to their 
simple music; but in the lithe supple sway of her figure, and 
of her small graceful head and neek, the Peri, always remark¬ 
able, now exceeded herself. She appeared, in a spirit, of mis¬ 
chief, to address herself particularly to the Moulvee; who sat 
blinking on his seat, stroking his long thin beard, and telling 
his beads. His round bullet head and sanctimonious expression, 
apparently defiant of the giiTs charms, provoked her to use 
them freely. If the Moulvee were proof against the daneing, 
or had been able to restrain himself, ho was far otherwise when 
the Peri began to sing, for her voiee was indeed very rieh 
and beautiful, and her shake perfeet. For one song she was 
especially celebrated; and the Nawab, calling her to him, 
whispered to her to sing it. “ Sing it to him/ 5 he said, pointing 
to the Moulvee, “ and do not spare him.” 

I dare say many of my readers have heard “ Soobuh dumeed, 
Slrab goozuslit/’ with its refrain “ Soono, zera-i-gooftogoo,” and 
will follow this version of the original, though its foree am! 
spirit can hardly ho rendered. 

The morn has broke 
The night is past, 

From sleep awoke, 

I rise at last. 

O, damsel dear! 
tVerfc thou a dream ! 

Thine eyes so clear 
In witehing gleam I 

Listen, to all I have to tell I 
Last night, beside the river's brink, 

The ruby wine, by sips, I drink, 

A eharmer near me blushing sits, 
brightly the toreh-light past us ilits. 

Around her form I cast my arms, 

Fearing no ill but love's alarms; 

Yet, when 1 wake, I'm all alone! 

My Fairy, and her love, are gone! 

Ah, yes ! perchance it was a dream 1 
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II. 

No ! not a dream ! I see her yet ! 

With wine I drank, my lips are wet; 

The fieree delight still through me thrills, 

The passion which all reason kills ! 

As heart to heart, and lip to lip, 

I, from my charmer, nectar sip, 

O ! rapture that I dare not tell! 

Nor longer on its torture dwell. 

Alas! ’twas sweet, and yet a dream ! 

III. 

I rested in the garden’s shade, 

Around me fountains softly play’d; 

Tlieir falling, murm’ring, waters’ sound 
Lulled me to rest in sleep profound. 

But now, again, that vision’s near! 

Scares away sleep with trembling fear! 

I linger on those rosy lips, 

Once more, my soul their nectar sips! 

Away ! ’twas but an idle dream! 

The moon has broke, 

The night is past, etc., etc. 

Some of my readers, too, may be able to follow the singer in the 
expressive aetion whieli the words demanded; and who eould 
exeeed the accomplished Peri Buksh in pantomine ? The graee- 
1'ul swaying of her body, the now repelling now inviting aetion 
of her beautiful arms, the glanees she shot from her sparkling 
eyes, and the rapid evolutions of lier tinkling feet, w v ere simply 
enthralling and bewitehing to an extent the Moulvee had never; 
before encountered; and his sotio voce expressions of wonder and 
admiration, whieli his sacred ealling forbade* him to express 
aloud, eould hardly be restrained from bursting forth with the 
loud eries of “Shabash!” “ Bravo! ” “ Suceess to you, my 
darling ! ” and the like, whieli arose from the guests and Sepoys 
all round the room. This, however, though graeefully acknow¬ 
ledged by the Peri with smiles and waves of the hand, did not 
satisfy the girl. Suddenly she sat down elose to the Moulvee 
alone, but followed by her musieians: and winding and waving 
her arms to and fro, while her jewelled hands almost touehed 
his faee, sang— 

“ As heart to heart, and lip to lip, 

I, from my cliarmer, neetar sip, 

0 1 rapture that I dare not tell! ” 

Again and again were the words repeated, until the Moulvee 
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fidgeted upon his seat, looked this way and that, spluttering 
out exclamations partly of admiration and partly repellant of 
the witching damsel. 

“YaAlla! Begone, shameless one! Where am I? Won¬ 
derful—enchanting—tormenting slut! Bravo!—Alla defend 
me! Witch, sorceress, begone! Nay, stay! La houl ilia! 
Punna, punna! protect me, protect me! Ya Kubeer, Ya 
Kureem 0! ” he cried, with increasing fervour at every ejacu¬ 
lation. 

“ You had better give her a couple of gold mohurs, Moulvce 
Sahib, and let her go,” said the Nawab, laughing heartily, as 
indeed were most of the company. 

“ Touba, Pouba ! Begone, witch ! ” cried the priest, fumbling 
in his pocket fur the coin, and taking out several. “Thy spell 
is on me! begone!” and ho dropped the gold cuius into her 
hand. 

“ I should like to dance before the throne of the King of 
Kings,” said the girl, joining her hands demurely as she rose. 
“ Thou wilt not forget me, Moulvee Sahib, when I come to 
Dehly to witness the tejoicings on his victory.” 

“No! I will not forget!” he replied. “Go! Shookr, 
Shookr! thanks, thanks! a thousand! ” he continued to the 
Nawab, and taking a long breath; “anything to get rid of 
her.” And lie resettled himself in his seat and shut his eyes, 
telling his beads with increasing rapidity and saintly fervour. 

“ She will come again, Moulvee Sahib. The Peri is seldom 
content with one visit; she will have some more of your o-old 
pieces,” said the Nawab, in a whisper. 

“Nay! God forbid!” returned the priest, piously. “Keep 
her away ! keep her away, for the love of the Prophet! she hath 
cast a spell on me already. Ya Mieliaeel! Ya Jibbraeel!” ho 
cried, invoking the angels; “deliver me from her magic and 
sorcery. Aineen ! Ameen ! Touba ! Touba ! Only to think of 
it—that I, Zea Oolla—should, feel the power of a witch ! ” 

But the 1 eri did not return. She wandered hither and 
thither about the hall, sitting down wherever she found a likely 
group; and the Sepoys, altogether charmed, gave bountifully. 
I think that night the girl reaped a plenteous harvest. But she 
had done more. At first, a few apparently careless words had 
reached her ear which caused her to listen more attentively, as 
she saw the ex-IIavaldar go from group to group, and give his 
orders; and changing her place more frequently after her per¬ 
formance was finished, she heard the men conversing in low 
tones of what was to be done to-morrow, at the evening roll- 
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call, when the Noorpoor troops should vise. And after she had 
received her dismissal, and was quitting the Nawah’s palace. 
Mama Jumccla met her with aji excited manner, and took her 
aside. 

“ It will all be done to-morrow, 5 ’ she said, in a whisper, 
“ and I will go on an elephant with a thousand men and bring 
away the girls myself.” 

“ What girls?” asked the Peri. 

“ Missy Mostyn and the goldsmith girl,” she replied; “ both 
are wanted. But don’t tell, 4 for your life/” 


CHAPTEB XLIL 

A WARNING BEFORE OUTBREAK. 

Grace Mostyn and Seeta were sitting in the octagon room next 
morning, for it was always quiet and safe from intrusion. 
Cyril would not have his wife fear the ladies of Noorpoor, now 
that she was among them in the fort, on common ground; and 
once Seeta had been sitting in what was called the ladies’ 
drawing-room, in the old Patiian palace, which was common 
to all, with Mrs. Mostyn and Grace, when several had come in, 
and she thought had stared rudely at her, walking round her, 
and eyeing her from head to foot with suspicious wonder. Mrs. 
Smith had been one of these, with Mrs. Home and one or two 
others of their “set;” and after, as Mrs. Smith said, “they*!- 
had a good look at her,” they went away to discuss poor Seeta’s 
appearance, not certainly in a flattering manner. 

“I wouldn’t sit in the room with a ‘ nigger 5 woman,” said 
Mrs. Smith, afterwards, indignantly sniffing the air, “ no, not 
for worlds; and you may say what you like about her being 
pretty and fair, and all that. She is none the less a 4 nigger/ 
my dears, one of the horrible black people we live among, who 
would murder us, as they murdered the poor dear things at 
Dehly and Jhansy, if they could. Pm not going to have her 
come and sit there just as if she was one of us. I shall make 
Smith complain to the Brigadier, if she attempts it, I can tell 
you. Mrs. Mostyn may have black people in her own room if 
she likes, that’s her husband's affair : but the idea, of her bring¬ 
ing one here ! Just think of it, my dears ! ” 

“ I quite agree with you, Maria dear,” said Mrs. Home, “and 
I shall not allow Lucy to go to Grace Mostyn for lessons, if that 
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blaek girl is to be there. Only just think of my darling girl 
being exposed to sueh contamination ! I hear these blaek 
women are horrible in their conversation among themselves. 
My Ayah tells me such stories. Things, you know, that I should 
be ashamed to mention, even to you, my dears; and how Graee 
Mostyn ean teaeh that girl, passes my comprehension entirely. 
Certainly, she appears to like teaeliing, just like a governess, 
you know; at least, Luey says so.” 

“ And I have no doubt she was one ” said Mrs. Smith, 
exultingly, and as if a new light had entered- her mind. “ Now 
1 think of it, the way she plays and sings is quite professional, 
and she knows ever so much Italian and German. Yes, depend 
upon it, she was taught how to teaeh. No one knows, my dears, 
what girls have been before they are brought out to be married. 
One ought to be most eareful whom one knows, really one 
ought. Why, that dreadful prosy old ‘Mother Pratt/ as the 
boys in the regiment eall her, was only a missionary, and was 
never in good soeiety; and Mrs. Mostyn, for all she is the Judge’s 
wife, need not be so stuek up about that ‘ governess ’ -sister of 
her husband’s. Bah! I wonder any of you can endure any of 
them, the nasty coneeited things.” 

I think wo may conclude from the foregoing that Mrs. 
Mostyn, Graee, and poor Seeta had little in eommon with this 
“set” of the Noorpoor ladies, and that Graee preferred quiet 
mornings in the oetagon room in the tower, where Cyril seldom 
came to disturb them. For although they had removed to the 
fort, he and Mr. Noble still attended the Kueherry regularly, 
and though there was comparatively little to do, in loeal 
matters, the reports of the-district native officers required elose 
attention and immediate replies. Baba Sahib was busy with 
the revenue and statistical returns, and, in short, as far as 
ordinary current business was concerned, there was ample 
employment for all. 

There was now a break in the monsoon, which had, as yet, 
been exceptionally heavy. The weather was mueh like English 
summer, fresh, soft, and warm, with light clouds flying before 
the regular south-western breeze, and their shadows chasing 
eaeh other over the lake and fair landscape, spread out beneath 
the friends as they looked from the oriel window, sometimes 
joined by Mrs. Mostyn, but more frequently alone, reading or 
working, or Graee drawing as usual. The lake, now full, and 
sparkling in the bright sun, or changing when a cloud passed 
over it, as Seeta said, “ like Grace’s sweet blue eyes,” was ever 
now to them; while the distance beyond was oven more variable 
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in the soft purple tints of the nigged mountains. As to the old 
fort, its towers and walls, with views from its ramparts, the 
quaint old buildings, and the many elegant portions of Pathan 
Gothie architecture with wliieh they abounded—had already 
afforded Grace quite a small portfolio of sketches and drawings : 
and Cyril, when he returned from his work, was always ready 
to put in groups of figures, with his accustomed spirit and skill. 

So, on the morning after the Nawab’s nauch, and as I have 
already recorded, Secta and Grace were sitting together, Grace 
drawing, and Sceta reading her morning lesson, when old 
Bheemee eame to the door and said, “ Come out, lady; Buldeo 
and Luclimun Singh want you.” For an instant Sceta’s calm¬ 
ness forsook her, as she thought something might have happened 
to her husband: but she rallied herself at onee, and went out 
to them. 

“ There is a woman, a dancing girl of tho town, Peri Buksh 
by name; I know her well,” said Buldeo, “ who is below there,” 
and he pointed to the water-gate, “and wishes to see you;' 
directly. I wanted to bring her up, but the' English soldiers h 
won’t let her pass, and I can’t speak to them.” 

“AVhat does she want?” asked Secta, “I know no daneing;; 
girl here ; why has she eome ? ” 

“I think it is about the Nawab,” said Luehmun Singh;j; 
“she did not know you were here, and eame to the house, look¬ 
ing for you, and said she had come from Futtelipoor. She was? 
so glad when I told her that you and the ladies had been here: 
for some days, so I brought her up. You had better eome to 
her;” and Seeta, calling to Grace that she would be backr 
direetly, went down the slope to the gate, and found the Perir 
alone, sitting unconcernedly among the English soldiers of the. 
guard, trying to speak to them in the few words of camp English 
she had picked up, and laughing heartily at her own attempts. 
But “Good morning, colonel,” “How do you do,” “ Very well,” 
and the like, were not suited to further her purpose. As Seetar 
now turned into the areliway, the Peri leaped lightly from hen 
seat to the ground, and touching her feet, put her own hands to; 
her forehead, and eyes, and heart. “ What do you want?’” 
asked Seeta, timidly, for she did not know but that the girl wasi 
a second emissary from the Nawab. 

“I cannot speak here,” said the Peri respectfully, and even! 
humbly; “ we must be alone; you need not fear a woman, and II 
will tell you all.” 

“I am not afraid,” replied Secta—the girl’s earnest, wistfuli 
look had at once dispelled suspicion—“ come with me to my[ 
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4 house; tlicre is an English lady there, hut she will not undor- 
ii stand you.” 

“ Missy Mostyn ? ” 

“Yes,” continued Seeta, “she is my friend. Let her pass 
up with me, if you please,” she added in English to the corporal 
1 ' of the guard, who, as also his men, had saluted her; “ she has 
business with me.” 

“ Certainly, mum,” answered the eorporal. “ \V e have orders 
, to mind you. By Jove, lads,” he added as the girls passed on, 
i'j “ that last’s a stunner, isn’t she ? Sueh a leg and foot, as she 
u dangled them from her seat there, I never seed afore. Why,, she 
„ leaped up to the basement like a circus girl. Maybe she’s a 
,1 player; and such queer English as she has! ” 

46 Ah ! corporal,” said a grim old veteran, “ them d- d 
Pandies has some fine girls among ’em for certain ; and that s one 
if I ever seed one. Look how she walks ; a line stepper. And 
as to Mrs. Brandon, why, men, if she’d only English elothes on, 
bless her sweet faee, she’d be the prettiest girl in the station,; 
and how sweet she speaks, just like an English lady, to be sure. 

When Seeta had reached the octagon tower she bid her com- 
| panion follow, and Grace looked up as they entered, and lose on 
seeing the Peri. “ Who is that ? ” she asked. 


has 


something 


to tell,” said Seeta, “and appears 


she is a dancing girl ? ” 


She 

| anxious. You don't mind her , 

“Not at all,” said Grace. “Indeed; I should like to make 
a sketch of her, she is really sueh a lovely figure; but your 
husband would do her more justice. Do you think she would 
sit to me after she has spoken to you ? 

“I will ask her, Grace. Yes, she says, you may make a 
picture of her; but I think she is halt ready to eiy, and Seeta 
pressed the girl to speak freely. 

The Peri’s first answer was a burst of tears, in a passionate 

[ sobbing flood, and while Seeta soothed her, “ Do not touch me; 
do not°touoh mo,” she cried, putting away Sceta’s hands; “ I am 
vile and unclean. I am not worthy to eome near either of you, to 
be in your house or be in your presence, for you know what I am. 

I Every one knows Peri Busksh Tuwaif. Forgive my presumption ; 
but there was danger, there is danger, and I came to,warn you, 
Seeta Bye, and your friend. You are both in danger.” 

“What does she say, Seeta?” asked Grace; “she looks at 
I me.” 

“ Wait, and I will tell you presently ; she has not told me 
j yet,” returned Seeta; “ she is strangely agitated.” 

Yes, the hardened dancer and singer, the mocker of the 
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saintly Moulveo, abandoned to many evil courses, was yet a 
softened woman as she threw herself at Seeta’s feet, and clasping 
her knees, cried through her bitter sobs, “ They would have 
taken you, Sceta Bye, and you, Missy Mostyn, to Futtehpoor, 
and made you both their slaves. 0! thank God! thank,God! 
that you are safe, and beyond their power. Yet Mama Jumeela 
and a thousand men will come for you to-night. She thinks 
you arc yonder, below, in your houses; but 0! I vow thank- 
offerings to all the saints, that you are here, and that you have 
not refused to see me and hear my warning.” 

Then the girl told Seota of the lising that was intended that 
night, and the plans of the “ Colonel” from Jhansy, either to 
lead the Sepoys there, or besiege Noorpoor and take it with the 
Nawab’s guns. 

“ I wish my husband were here,” said Secta anxiously to 
Grace. “ He must know what this girl says. See, though she 
is only a dancing girl she can be loyal and true. There has 
been evil intended to us, my darling, but we are safe; thank 
God! 0! thank God! I must send Buldco to Cyril. Can you 
wait to speak to my lord ? ” she asked of the Peri, as she wrote a 
line to Cyril. “You are not afraid of him,” she added as she 
returned from the door. 

“I afraid?” replied the girl, now smiling. “ No one, not 
even a child, is afraid of Mr. Brandon. We repeat his name 
when we light our lamps, and I know many a ballad about him, 
and you, Sceta Bye, that I could sing lo you; and I know the 
love songs that Baz Bahadoor, the king of Mandoo, wrote for the 
girl who died for him, though she was but a dancing girl. She 
was an ancestress of mine, and she proved, as I will do to you, 
that we too can love and be faithful. Now, while your husband 
is coming I will wait, and she can make a picture of me if she 
will.” 

I do not know that it was a very successful sketch, for 
Grace was too agitated by what Sceta gradually revealed to 
her, to draw with her usual boldness and skill; but the face 
was very like, and a few light washes of colour gave the girl’s 
draperies a reality of effect. It was a reminiscence of a day, 
and of an incident, which could never be forgotten. 

When Cyril came, the Peri told him all her story, more 
calmly now, and more definitely, for she had been put at ease 
by Sceta and Grace, and had behaved modestly and with dis¬ 
cretion. She was quite positive on every point, and very clear 
in her explanations. As she left Futtehpoor, the Nawab’s 
“army,” as she called it, was already under preparation. They 
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were to rnareli to the Nawab’s boundary, and meet the Sepoys 
as they came away. Then all were to unite, and storm the fort. 

“ Keep a watchful guard on the water-gate by which I came 
up,” said the Peri; “ they may attack it when they find the 
ladies are here. At present Mama Jumeela believes they are in 
their houses. Now let me go, sir, and may God keep you ; but 
I have no fear ; I should have none here, were I you. If I may, 
lady,” she said to Seeta, “I will bless you both. God even 
hears the prayers of the dancers; and do you put your hands 
on my head, both of you, and I shall be grateful. Though we 
may never meet again, do not forget Peri Buksh ; ” and when she 
had removed their hands, and kissed them, she went away with 
Cyril Brandon, to be passed through the gate by which she had 
entered. 44 Do not let a man stay below,” she said as they 
parted; “better that your houses should be burnt, than that a 
life should be lost. Now I have warned you.” 

t£ I will look to it directly,” replied Cyril; “ and while I 
thank you in the name of all here for your good faith in coming 
to me, you may rely upon me that it will not be unrewarded 
when better times come.” 

Cyril Brandon, as he rode up from his Kucherry, had noticed 
the men of the — Regiment standing in groups upon their 
parade ground, and talking in low tones. One fellow, who 
appeared excited by Ganja or spirits, had cried “ Deen, Deen ! ” 
and some jeering laughter had followed. “ Had I known what 
the girl has told us, 1 would have brought away what remains 
of the treasure,” he thought; “ but there is not very much left 
there.” Then he went to the Brigadier, who had a tower like his 
own at the other end of the fort, above the gate, and found him, 
Captain Hill, and other officers assembled, looking with their 
glasses to the parade grounds, and evidently thinking that there 
was mischief going on. Both the commanders of the regiments 
were there, and Captain Hobson also, who did not seem at ease 
about his men; and of the others, one was uneasy also, and had 
been warned not to go near the men by the native adjutant. As 
to the other, he was cheerful ; his faith in the attachment of his 
men, and his confidence in the Soobadar Major of his regiment, 
Drigpal Singh, could not be shaken. 

Perhaps it had been a harder struggle for that fine old 
Soobadar Major, than his commanding officer knew. Most parfc x 
of the previous night he had sat upon the parade ground, 
reasoning patiently with the men of all ranks, telling tliom of 
the delusions which had been sown broadcast among them, and 
reminding them of the victories their forefathers had won. 
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u Look at these scars,” he cried as he hared his chest; “ look at 
the honours I wear. I am a Sirdar Bahadoor, and could I he 
faithless ? If ye rise against those who are as fathers and 
mothers to ye, shoot me first here, as I stand, or swear to mo to 
he loyal. It is better to die than to see you faithless.” Ajid he 
had prevailed; and their commander, who had come on the 
parade with several officers, hearing the men were assembled, 
was welcomed with tears and sobs, and cries of loyalty and 
truth; yet they could hardly believe them! IIow many else¬ 
where had received like assurances, and yet had been shot 
down ? 

It was clear to the old Soobadar Major that a rising would 
take place; but he did not expect it for some days. Strange 
Sepoys, Oudh men, had been seen about, who pretended to be on 
their way homo from the Bekhan; and since they had been seen, 
there Lad been agitation ; but, nevertheless, Di igpal Singh did 
not expect mutiny for sen 10 days. The Peri’s information 
proved, however, quite correct in the sequel; and prepared at 
all points, the Brigadier and some of the officers, with Cyril 
Brandon, and Mr. Mostyn, sat on the terraced roof of the 
Brigadier’s tower, watching what might take place, while 
the officers, English soldiers, and artillerymen had all taken 
up their posts on the towers and gates. Men do not speak 
much at such times, and the anxiety of all was far more intense 
in its pain than the actual presence of danger. Hobson and 
other officers had gone to their men, and few were now present. 

The evening was closing in, and some lamps had even been 
lit in the native town. The moon was yet young, and shed a 
dim uncertain light; but there was no mistaking a signal 
which rose high in the air from the direction of Euttchpoor. 
Three rockets shot up in succession, and the last broke into a 
shower of blood-red balls. 

“Look,” cried the Brigadier, as the first rocket rose; “we 
shall soon see who are true and who are faithless; for my part, 
I suspect all, and it is a reckless waste of life for any officer to 
go among the Sepoys. Those who go must do so on their own 
responsibility.” 

Almost as he spoke, a vast discordant clamour arose from 
the lines furthest from the fort, and many shots were fired in 
rapid succession. As a dark mass assembled on the parade 

ground of the-, it swayed about for awhile, then at length 

seemed to consolidate itself, and marched on s “ Shall I fire, 
Brigadier?” cried an artillery officer on the cavalier. “ I see 
they are the-as yet. They are firing on the-. I can 
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see them through my night glass quite distinctly. None of 
their officers are with them.” 

“ Fire! ” eried the Brigadier; and they saw two shells, 
hurtling through the air, fall among the ma^s, which instantly 
broke away and fled. And now many bright lights showed 
among the lines of the regiment that had mutinied, whieh grew 
into a conflagration of the Sepoys’ houses, and from the roofs of 
several thatched bungalows flames arose high into the air. 
There was only a gentle breeze even at the fort; but it was 
enough to fan the flames, the glare of whieh spread all over the 
parade ground. The guns were now silent, for there was 
nothing whieh afforded a mark, only small parties running 
aeross the plain escaping from the burning lines, to join the 
main body, which, under shelter of some gardens and trees 
beyond, could not now be seen; but the sound of the tumult 
was appalling. 

Suddenly, there broke from the further end of the infantry 
parade, two officers, one bareheaded, pursued by a body of 
cavalry at their utmost speed, brandishing their sabres which 
flashed in the bright light, while their shouts of “ Deen! ” 
“ Deen! ” came up on the wind clear above the roar of the 
flames, and the tumult everywhere. They were Captain Hob¬ 
son, and young Temple, his seeond in command; and it was 
now, indeed, a race for life. Both were well mounted; but 
the eavalry horses were fresh and speedy, loo, and it appeared 
as though they must be overtaken and slain before their eyes. 
Captain Hobson’s charger seemed almost growing feeble, and ho 
lagged behind, when Temple reined in his own, and they were 
again together spurring madly. Once Hobson turned in his 
saddle and fired at a horseman who led the rest, and was close 
behind him, but who fell directly from his horse, whieh, after 
dragging his body for a time, careered riderless over the parade 
ground. The scene was watehed with breathless and speeeliless 
interest by those who beheld it, and hope was almost dead ; 
when again the eool, wateliful officer of artillery shouted 44 Fire ! ” 
and shrapnel shells from both the howitzers rose slightly in the 
air, and burst over the mass of the pursuers, who tinned and fled, 
leaving a ghastly, writhing heap of horses and their riders on 
the ground. 

Then a sight ensued which gladdened many a heart. The 
other regiment, well formed in columns of companies, rushed 
out of the shelter of tlieir lines, and with shouts of 44 Jcy 
Koompani Bahadoor !” dashed at the double up the parade, 
bayoneting, as they passed, the wounded troopers and Sepoys 
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they found there. At their head rode their eommander and the 
adjutant, with their officers along the flanks, waving their 
swords as the steady compact mass passed onwards, their 
bayonets flashing, and their scarlet uniforms glowing under the 
light of the fires around. Onwards ! still onwards, towards the 
mutineers, from whose mass under cover, dropping shots now 
proceeded. Cyril Brandon could no longer control himself; he 
must stiike in with the faithful, loyal men, and he might save 
the treasure. No one saw him *ro, but he was well armed with 
sword and revolver; he had always liked the regiment, and he 
was sure he could be of use. As he ran through the gates, ho 
met Hobson and Temple just entering them, and saw Hobson 
was bleeding from a sabre-cut in his breast, and his horse’s neek 
and ehest were dropping blood; but English soldiers were sup¬ 
porting him, and in the darkness and eonfusion, Cyril passed 
out of the gate. 

During all the tumult, some of whieh, but not all, they 
eould see from their place by the gun on the octagon bastion, 
Mrs, Mostyn, Grace, and Seeta stood breathless and watching. 
Mrs. Mostyn was almost hysterical; but Grace and Seeta were 
ealm, and both were praying silently. They did not know 
what had happened; hut it was evident that the Peri’s warning 
was true as regarded the Sepoys, and it remained to be seen 
whether it would be as correct in regard to the attempt upon 
themselves. By the side of the gun stood the Irish sergeant 
who commanded it, and the men, peering hither and thither 
through the gloom of the fast closing night, but seeing little. 

“ Look out, sir,” eried the sergeant to the officer who now 
commanded the guard at the gate below, and who, with several 
of his men, was standing on the bastion which rose beside the 
gate. 41 Look out, sir; the Pandies may be trying to get round 
there. Wait for me, sir, before you fire.” 

“All right.,” answered the ensign in eommand, “ we’re ready 
here. Do you keep a sharp look-out too; I shan’t fire till they 
are close.” 

Seeta’s faculties were in the highest degree of tension. She 
was perfectly calm, and Grace ever after remembered the serene 
look, the almost smile, with which she gazed into the darkness 
below her. She had seareely appeared to notice the discharges 
of artillery which echoed round the buildings of the fort: and 
the growing light of the conflagration falling on her face, 
showed it glowing and confident, with her beautiful lips parted, 
and her small pearly teeth glistening within them. Suddenly, 
she seized Grace’s arm and said, “ Don’t you- hear them—the 
elephant bells clashing?” 
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“ She’s loaded wid a shell,” said the sergeant, “ and the fuze 
is cut for the gardin. But, bedad, boys, I don’t see that a round 
shot over it would do harm; she’s able to carry that, an’ more. 
In wid it, min, and ram it down well.” And the sergeant took 
another look down the piece, and was satisfied that the aim was 
correct. The glare of the fire was now shining on the gun, and 
upon the lawn of Cyril Brandon’s garden; and the sergeant could 
see all there clearly. 

Yes ! nearer and nearer came the bells, and suddenly some 
torchbearers appeared in the road behind Cyril’s house, followed 
by a motley crowd of native foot soldiers, carrying bright match¬ 
locks, and running at a steady paee. Then they dashed round 
the eorner of the house, followed by an elephant, in the howdah 
of which sonic one was sitting. 

“Bejabers,” cried the sergeant, who was looking along tho 
gun, “it’s the gincral of the Pandies ! If that baste ’ud only 
stand still now, for a minnit, I’d have him. Steady, all of ycz, 
and mind when I say Fire.” 

The elephant was still. Some one in the howdah was talk¬ 
ing to men who had.been through the house and cottage. Tho 
figure was dressed like a man, but the features could not be dis¬ 
tinguished, though the light of the many torches and of the 
conflagration showed the whole group distinctly; and two men 
with torches were evidently obeying signs, fur no wurds could 
be heard, to fire the houses. 

The sergeant, however, had got his aim perfectly. “ Fire ! ” 
he cried, and the men ran to the parapet of the bastion to see 
the effect. The bursting of the shell hid the object for a moment; 
but an instant after, they saw the noble beast totter and fall, 
and there was a heap, from the bottom of the howdah, flung out 
on the grass. 

At the same time the guard fired a volley from tho bastion 
below, and perhaps with some effeet, for the distance was within 
easy Enfield range; but there was no need to fire again. Every 
man on the lawn had fled, and the now decreasing blaze of the 
conflagration left the lawn in darkness. 

“I hot ’im, boys, so I did,” cried the sergeant exultingly, as 
he saw the effects of his shot. “ Ah ! be me sowl, but you’re the 
best old girl I iver handled,” and lie patted the breech of tho 
howitzer; “ an’ I hopo yez seen it too, Mistress Brandon ? 
Bedad, it’s she that doesn’t faint, lads, at ihe crack of a gun; 
and if it waren’t clane agin orders, we’d give yez three cheers, 
ma’am, so we would.” 

Yes, Seeta had seen the shot; and early in "the morning, 
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Buldeo and Luchumn Singh ran down to the lawn, and saw the 
bloated, shattered bouy of Mama Jumeela lying beside the dead 
elephant and its driver. The jackals and hyenas had already 
been busy with it, while vultures sat grimly on the trees around, 
waiting their turn. 

“ I wish it had been Azrael Pande,” said Buldeo, as they took 
the gold ornaments from the woman, and a heavy bag of money 
from her waist; “ but his time may come.” 


CHAPTER XLIII. 

“the stilling of the storm.” 

Throughout the night, the frightful tumult continued. The 
evil rabble which always follows a military camp threw off all 
restraint, and plundered at their will, sacking the deserted 
bungalows of officers, or the shops of traders in the bazaars, and 
in many places causing fresh fires to break out. Shrieks and 
eries came from all quarters to the fort; but it was impossible 
to render aid to sufferers, or indeed to take any measures for 
local tranquillity until the morning should break, and show 
what eould be done. The Brigadier’s precautions had often been 
sneered at, but the issue had proved the wisdom of his foresight. 
The outbreak might be renewed at any time since the first 
bursting of the storm; and had there been no preparation, what 
eould have been done in an emergency like the present, withjio 
provisions laid in, and no quarters prepared ? \\ T ho could have 
surmised that one regiment would be faithful? Had both 
suddenly risen when all were off their guard, and Christian 
men, women, and children were scattered in their houses over 
the wide eantonment, many must inevitably have perished; and 
even the English soldiers might have been overwhelmed, or 
forced to retire from Noorpoor. If the native troops had then 
seized the fort, who eould have driven them out of it ? or if such 
a measure as an attack on it had even become necessary, how 
enormous would have been the sacrifice—how precaiious the 
success! Xever in their existence, perhaps, had those in the 
fort felt more perfect security, or had been more grateful for 
protection. 

One by one the officers of the regiments that had mutinied, 
dropped in and told their tale: how the commander and the 
adjutant, and a few native officers, had gone from company to 
company in the lines, and adjured the men to be steady; how 
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they had been jeered, taunted, and threatened, until the regi¬ 
ment formed into a mass on the parade, and marched away. 
And how, strange to say, none of the English officers had been 
hurt, though at the last, to drive them off, the men fired—if not 
at them, at least near enough to them to give a significant hint 
of what was intended if they should persevere in attempting to 
hinder their designs. As to Captain Hobson, he,'* too, had 
appealed earnestly to his men, and as he thought at first with 
some effect; but as they wavered, one man, a notoriously violent 
character, had suddenly ridden at him, and wounded him severely 
in the chest and shoulder. Others were following up the 
action of their comrade: when, seeing that they could barely 
save their lives, he had called to Temple, and escaped as I have 
related. 

“ Those two shells, and the loyal —th, saved us,” said 
Hobson, as he was having his wound dressed, and was telling 
his story; “but when my horse was staggering from loss of 
blood, and we saw the regiment forming, we thought it was all 
up with us, till we knew their officers were with them; then 
only we felt we were safe.” 

And never were gladder sounds heard in Noorpoor than the 
bugles of the —th, as at daylight the regiment marched steadily 
upon the parade ground, from the cover of the gardens beyond, 
headed by their brave commander and other officers. The 
Brigadier, and many who were with him, hurried down from 
the fort to give them a hearty reception, and hear how the night 
had passed with them, and truly it had been an exciting one. 
They had beaten the reereant regiment out of the limits of the 
cantonment, and inflicted some loss upon it as long as there was 
light; but when the moon set, they could see no longer, and it 
was evident from the shouts of men, the neighing of horses, and 
the clashing of elephant bells, at a little distance, that they had 
effected a junction with the Nawab’s forces, which had been 
drawn up to receive them. The faithful regiment had suffered 
but little loss ; one English officer had been slightly wounded by 
a bayonet-thrust in his ann ; but none of the rest had been hurt, 
and among the men, the casualties were slight considering the 
nature of the service they had performed. Never was there a 
fitter opportunity for reward, and the Brigadier, on his own 
responsibility, distributed a month’s extra pay to all present 
through the night, with an immense increase to his popularity. 
Some of the men, however, had gone with the mutineers. On 
the other hand, more than an equal number of the faithless 
regiment, with several of its native officers, had remained, who 

2 a 
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met their comrades in undress, and implored to be received into 
their ranks. Nor were the cavaliy all gone, for nearly a hundred 
men and some native officers, came from their lines and sub¬ 
mitted themselves to the Brigadier’s orders. Thus Noorpoor 
became actually stronger than before ; and the positive gain 
by the flight of the disaffected was a relief to all, beyond con¬ 
ception. 

Cyril Brandon had been doing his duty too, in another 
quarter. After he had passed through the gate he made the 
best of his way to the police lines, where he found Noble with 
the men, and was welcomed with a shout of delight. But it was 
too late to save the Kucherry and the treasury. A guard of the 
mutinied regiment had been upon it that day: and at the signal, 
they had at once fired the- building, loaded the treasure, fortu¬ 
nately of no considerable amount, on the tumbrils, and made off 
towards Futtelipoor. As this was beyond doubt, Cyril and his 
companions betook themselves to the gaol, which was full of 
prisoners in the last degree of exeifement. Fortunately it had 
been in charge of police only, who were faithful, and violence 
within had been repressed. An attempt had been made by the 
mutineers to dislodge the guard, but they had resisted stoutly, 
as the bodies of several dead Sepoys lying near the gate attested. 

The varying nature of the night’s engagement prevented 
any renewal of the attack, and Mr. Brandon's reinforcement of 
some fifty men placed the security of the building beyond ques¬ 
tion. All night long, therefore, he and Mr. Noble had watched, 
not knowing what was occurring, till nearly daylight ; when two 
of the Sikhs who had volunteered as spies, brought the welcome 
news that the mutineers, with the Nawab’s forces, were retiring 
upon Futtehpoor. 

Meanwhile, poor Secta had passed a very woeful night, for of 
Cyril there wore no tidings. She had herself watched the tower 
whence the events 1 have recorded had been witnessed, and 
where she saw Mr. Mostyn : but not her husband. Then she 
had sought Mr. Mostyn, and inquired of him ; but he could tell 
her nothing hut that Cyril had been with them, and he had 
suddenly missed him; and he went with the distracted girl 
everywhere he could think of to seek him, but he was not to be 
found. Could he have gone to the Kucherry with Noble, and 
both perished there? For Mr. Mostyn had seen the flames of 
the building soon after the mutiny had broken out. To 
ascertain anything definite during the night was impossible: 
and, making over See to, to his wife’s and Grace's care, he weat 
to renew his waich with the Brigadier and the rest on the high 
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cavalier; and os he looked through his glass at the-as they 

crossed the parade after daylight, and saw that neither Cyril 
nor Mr. Noble was with them, his heart sank within him. 
What could he tell Seeta ? 

It had been a hard, a weary night for Seeta to b&ar. “ Why 
did he leave me alone ? ” “ Why did he go ? ” “ Will they bring 

him to rae?” “0, let me go and seek him!” Suek piteous 
cries, mingled with choking sobs and prayers, neither her two 
friends nor good Mrs. Pratt eould soothe; for in truth they all 
feared the worst, and eould only console Seeta to the best of 
their ability and pray with her. So she sat, tearless and silent, 
with a white, seared faee, only moaning a little now and then, 
but patient, though seareely understanding what was said to 
her. They said afterwards, as they, thought then, that; had 
Cyril’s body been brought in, she would have died, without 
speaking. 

And perhaps she would; but there was joy in store for her. 
We know that at daylight Buldeo and Luehmun Singh had gone 
down to the house, and they had not returned. Seeta, who had 
been restless in the octagon room, had gone up to the terrace 
overhead, and Mrs. Mostyn followed ^her, for the fresh morning 
air was delieious. They saw Seeta looking earnestly at the 
lawn, and presently, the figures of the men moving about. 
Then Seeta had descended quickly to her oratory, and before 
they knew what she was doing they saw her, dressed in her 
hoy’s clothes, hurry down to the gate, and run down the slope, 
accompanied by the rest of her Rahtores, who had been on guard 
with the English soldiers. Mrs. Mostyn and Graee wore now in 
the utmost alarm; hut who eould reeall her ? Buldeo and his 
companion had met her as she descended. Not heeding the 
ghastly heap on the lawn, or the dead lying about, she cried to 
them all, “ If ye are men, eome and look for your lord, with me 
and the party pressed on. 

We know*, however, that Cyril was quite safe; and that he 
could depend upon the police. So, leaving the brave old 
Darogah at his post, he thought he might as well see what had 
happened at or near his house, for ho had heard the report of 
guns from the tower. I do not think he was even in any par¬ 
ticular hurry: and as Seeta turned round the house from the 
lawn, she first saw Muff, who came barking and leaping on her, 
and then Cyril, strolling along leisurely, with a cigar in his 
mouth. 

“Why did you leave mo, 0 why did you leave me? ’’she 
cried as she touched his feet. She eould say no more, for he 
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thought she would have fainted from excess of joy ; and ho 
supported her into the cottage, and laid her down upon th 
divan, while the old Brahmin and his wife, who had gone do* 
with Buldeo, brought her water. / 

“0, I will thank God! I will thank God, Cyril, 1 ” she .< 
when she eould speak, “ who has saved you alb I will go > 
Him as a little child, and He will not be angry with me. He w A 
not turn me away. But do not leave me again, Cyril; never, 
never leave me. I should have died last night when the tumult 
continued, but for my prayers. 0, never leave me again ! If 
you go, even into battle, take me; I will not fear; but alone I 
am a eoward indeed. Promise me this, Cyril; 0 my darling, 
do not deny it! ” 

Cyril knew his wife spoke the truth. “ No, I will never leave 
you again,” he said fervently. “ There may be rough work, but 
you are best with me. I eould not help myself yesterday, for 
there was no time to eallyou, and indeed I was quite safe.” 

Then he went out to give directions for the lawn to be 
cleared of what lay there, and Buldeo showed him what re¬ 
mained of the horrible woman who had come for Secta. It was 
with a thankful heart that Cyril knew his wife to be safe. 

“ Does she know of this ? ” he asked. 

“No, sir,” replied Buldeo. “ We did not like to tell her, but 
Luehmun Singh and I washed the ornaments, and have put them 
away safely above. What eould have brought the Mama Sahiba 
here, sir?” 

“Her own folly and wiekedness, I suppose,” said Mr. 
Brandon, looking up to the tower. . “ She did not know that you 
were watching her?” Cyril did not choose to gratify Bui dec’s 
euriosity in regard to the woman. When he returned to Seeta 
he asked her whether she knew who had been killed; but she 
did not. “ I was too anxious then to care or think who was in 
the howdah,” she replied. “I thought it w^is one of the 
Nawab’s officers, and that they would burn down the bungalow 
and my cottage ; but the sergeant prevented that; and I saw the 
elephant fall, and something thrown out of the howdah. What 
was it ? ” 

“Mama Jumeela,” he answered; “so be thankful that you 
have one enemy the less. How true the dancing girl was, Seeta; 
wo must reward her somehow.” 

“Yes,” she said absently, “we must reward her.” But she 
was shuddering at the horrible danger she had escaped. Who 
could have helped her had she remained in her cottage? who 
could have helped Mrs. Mostyn or Grace ? All of them must 
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nave perished miserably, or been reserved for a fate far worse 
an death; and how blessed was safety under such thoughts! 

fhcre was to be a special thanksgiving service by the 
ain on the ensuing Sunday, in the hall of audience, the 
/an-i-Am,” usually the public room of the soldiers, which 
^o be specially arranged for the oceasion; and as all the 

jistians of Noorpoor were in the fort, it was preferable to have 
me service there, to attempting to use the chureh, which, though 
entire, had been wrecked by the camp plunderers, and the seats 
and altar damaged. 

Seeta knew that this eeremony was to be performed, and very 
timidly she asked Cyril whether she would be admitted. 

Suppose I should go,” she said with a wistful faee. “Many 
native Christian women will go, and I could be with them; no 
one would know me.” 

“And why not go with Mrs. Pratt and the Mostyns?** lie 
asked. “ Go ! of eourse you can go. Our churches are open to 
all; and where prayers are publicly read, the place is God’s 
temple, for the time. I am sure Mrs. Pratt and your friends 
will take you, and if they don’t, I will. 0 Seeta, I am so glad 
that you can think with us now.” 

She said nothing, but buried her head in his breast, and 
sobbed like a little child, a weary child perhaps, seeking what 
had not yet been fully developed to her. “ 0, if you will but 
take me, Cyril, just for onee, that I may pray to the God who 
brought you safe to me, I should be quite happy. Indeed, I 
would not make Him angry, for I would pray to Him only a& a 
child, and I know lie is very pitiful.” When Cyi il told them, 
dear old Mrs. Pratt and Mrs. Mostyn and Graee said Seeta should 
sit with them, and do just as she liked; nor did they think her 
less a Hindoo than ever ; but they felt the girl’s high aims of 
gratitude and love in all their foree, and were content to wait 
their effects. 

Seeta joined Mrs. Mostyn and Grace in their own rooms on 
Sunday morning, and Mrs. Mostyn, as she welcomed her with a 
kiss, gave her, in her own name and Graee’s, a pretty prayer-book, 
bound in ivory plates, with a elear bold type. None of them 
could speak very much, and Seeta was trembling, but not 
cxeited. Sbe was simply dressed in a white muslin saree, 
without ornaments of any kind; and as they entered the hall, 
Seeta put aside her sandals, as she always did, and walked 
up to their seat with baro feet. 

The hall was a fine specimen of Pathan Gothic, the groins of 
its arches rising to meet octagons which supported the small 
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domes that formed the ceiling. All the principal portions of the 
walls and roof were profusely decorated with arabesques in 
stucco, and had been now washed and cleared, from the bats ar d 
swallow’s nests which had before disfigured them. The open 
apertures of the clerestoiy let a flood of light upon the centre, 
which fell in long slanting rays. Below, the wall was solid, 
but broken with bold niches and re esses in archways: and t »ut 
for the light above, the interior w uld have been gloomy. )u 
the dais at the end, where the king, or local ruler, had bien 
wont to sit of old, a carpet was sj read ; and there was a table 
with a pure white cloth, and the silver vessels of the sacrament 
upon it: a slightly elevated reading-desk had been put up at one 
side, and there were rows of forms for the soldiers, and chairs 
for the officers and their wives. 

When the group entered the church, and proceeded to their 
seats, we may well believe that the presence of Secta attracted 
no little attention: and there was a good deal of indignant 
sniffing on the part of some ladies present, at the unwarrantable 
intrusion, as they expressed it, of a u black woman,” a heathen, 
into a place of Christian worship; but Seeta sat between Mrs. 
Mostyn and Grace, somewhat retired, and covered her face with 
her saree; nor did she feel nervous, for kind looks from Mrs. 
Hill and Lucy Home, and Mrs. Pratt, not to mention the 
sympathy of her friends, and the hearty approval of Mrs. Mostyn 
and her husband, gave her a calm confidence she had little 
expected to possess. I think if she had followed her own 
instincts she would have gone forward at once, and fallen pros¬ 
trate before the table, and there prayed in her own simple fashion; 
but nobody she saw did that, and she followed the service which 
she had often read in a humble rcvereUt spirit, with her heart 
swelling with gratitude in a kind of silent ecstasy, which she had 
never before experienced: and at the prayer for peace and 
deliverance, in time of war and tumult, and perhaps most of all 
at that supplication in the litany to Him “ that despiseth not 
the sighing of a contrite heart,” she could hardly restrain her 
emotion. Perhaps she could not follow all the service, for its 
length, and the changes in it, bewildered her; but she saw that 
passages had already been marked for her by the loving friends 
who best knew r her thoughts—knew how full her heart was of 
devotion that as yet she could only think, but not express; and 
they watched the silent soft tears dropping gently from her eyes, 
while her reverent glances were now and then upraised, and her 
lips moved to her thoughts. They all noticed, too, that by 
chance one of the rays from the clerestory fell on her, and sur¬ 
rounded her as with a glory all the time she sat. 
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It was a fine service too, for the clinrch harmonium had been 
saved, and brought up, and the Canticles and the Psalms of the 
day were chanted. Mrs. Pratt played the instrument, and some 
of the soldiers and their wives formed a strong steady choir. 
Then the sweet music and the blended voices ascended among 
the domes and fretted ornaments of the roof, and multiplied the 
sound till the effect to Seeta was wellnigh overpowering; and 
there was one hymn which she knew, and in which Grace 
whispered to her to join, and Seeta did so, her full rich voice 
being heard over many around. 

Perhaps of good Mr. Pratt’s sermon Seeta did not under¬ 
stand much, for indeed that excellent divine’s delivery was none* 
of the plainest, and was monotonous besides; but others under¬ 
stood it, practical and seasonable as it was, warning ail to be 
ready should they be called, reminding them of those who had 
already suffered violent deaths elsewhere, and had comported 
themselves like true. Christians, and exhorting all present, 
especially the thoughtless among them, to live in humble 
reliance on Him whose mercies had been already so signally 
proved. 

When he had finished, most perhaps went away; but there 
were many that remained for the after service, and in their turn 
went to the table and took the bread and the wine. Could Seeta 
have gone with Grace and prayed there, she would; but' there 
was a gulf fixed between them, which Seeta could not pass, and 
she could only watch the ceremony with earnest interest and 
eyes dimmed with tears. 

Perhaps the wonder and admiration which blended with the 
conciousness that she had;' attended Christian worship and 
thanksgiving, had prevented her feeling to its utmost extent 
the impressive ceremony she had witnessed. ' As she reached 
home, she went into her little oratory, took the ashes from the 
sacred fire as usual, and touched licr forehead reverently with 
them, and then prostrated herself before her little altar. There 
was only one silver image of Krishna on it, that her grandfather 
and Aunt Ella had confided to her with earnest injunctions for 
its worship: and now it seemed to blink at her sleepily with 
its sapphire eyes, and she cried to it in the words of her own 
liturgy which she had by heart. But after a time those prayers 
ieemed to her cold and comfortless : and instead of them there 
came up involuntarily in her heart, the Christian wail, “ O God, 
merciful Father, that despisest not the sighing of a contrite heart, 
nor the desires of such as be sorrowful,” and she felt that, through 
God’s mercy, “ the craft and subtilty of the devil or man had 
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indeed, for liev, been brought to nought,' 5 and that she was safe 
—safe from the horrible violence that had been intended. And 
I think, as the Hindoo girl rose and sought her husband, to tell 
him of her gratitude, that there were few in Noorpoor that day 
who felt more deeply than Seeta, how merciful the Lord had 
been to all. 


CHAPTER XLIV. 

seeta’s kinsfolk. 

With what agony the old banker of Shah Gunje and Aunt 
Ella had heard the common rumours of the mutiny at Noorpoor, 
I dare not attempt to describe; for it was reported that all the 
English' had perished — that the soldiers and their officers, with 
' mil the ladies and children under their protection, had sallied 
from the fort, and surrounded by both the infantry regiments 
and the cavalry, and hy the guns and forces ot‘ the Nawab, had 
fought bravely for a whole day, but had been slain in heaps ; and 
that b} r the evening, none had survived. 

Coupling Ihis with the results at Jliansy and Cawnpoor, 
which were known to be true, and had been written to him 
circumstantially by his correspondents, Narondra gave the 
fullest credence to what he had heard, and was bowed to the 
earth by grief. As to poor Aunt Ella, she threw dust and ashes 
on her head, and sat moaning piteously, refusing to he comforted, 
and helplessly rocking herself to and fro, rejecting all food. For 
if the news as regard the English was horrible, that in regard to 
Soeta was still worse. She, it was stated, with a young English 
lady, the Judge’s sister, had been carried off by the ISawab, and 
placed in his zenana; that Seeta had been immediately made a 
Maliomedan, and forced to eat cow’s flesh, and lhat after hers 
and the English lady’s seclusion, no more had been heard of 
them. No wonder poor Aunt Ella was like to die, as the news 
was brought to her by her servants; and oven the priest eould 
give no cheering hope or eomfort. If it had happened, the 
catastrophe was too terrible, and the agony of grief too profound 
for human eomfort; and indeed Narendra and his friend thought 
that, wero tho dear old lady to expire in one of her frantie 
paroxysms of suffering, it would bo a mereiful release to her. 
4 ‘ Ram ! Ham ! Ram ! ” was suspended or forgotten ; and in its 
stead there wore cries for “ Seeta! 0, better she were dead; 
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better a thousand times she had perished with her husband, than 
live a polluted life as a Mahomedan slave/ 9 

Were then the English really to perish, or had they already 
perished everywhere in the north ? In the south indeed, all was 
quiet and safe as yet; but the banker’s letters from Poona and 
Hyderabad were by no means satisfactory. At Nagpoor the 
retainers of the old Bhoslays were eonspiring to re-establish the 
family ; and even in Bombay there was alarm and mistrust. 
When, I say, all this bad news and a great deal more was con¬ 
stantly arriving, and, as he believed for a time, Noorpoor had 
fallen, Narendra, well-wisher as he was to the English, might 
truly despair. He had not a word with whieh he eould eombat 
the now open-mouthed rejoieings of the evil-minded at Shah 
Gunje nor the adviee of speeious friends, that he should at onee 
wind up his affairs and proeeed to Benares, where he would be 
safe ; but the old man was yet steadfast and brave, and remained. 
He had no doubt, in his own mind, that all the present evil would 
pass away in time, and that when the moonsoon eeased, the 
English from the south and west, would advanee and drive the 
rebels from the prey on whieh they were now gorging them- 
,selves; but of all in Shah Gunje, though many had hopes, there 
were few perhaps, exeept Wamun Bhut, who eould tbinlc with 
Narendra. So the old man bad been hopeful and even confident 
till the reports from Noorpoor eame, which broke him down for the 
time, entirely. Cyril Brandon dead, and his darling child 
carried away into pollution ! I try to realize what the intensity 
of the sufferings of these two loving hearts must have been 
under this eonvietion, while it lasted, and am beaten back by my 
own thoughts, which eannot follow theirs. 

Nor was this the only trouble whieh eame upon the gold¬ 
smith’s house. As he heard of the mutiny at Noorpoor, with all 
the exaggerations whieh went to Shah Gunje, Bajah Hurpal 
Singh, setting aside his habitual indolence, saw it was time to 
strike in. Some Sepoy mutineers from distant stations, had 
joined him in numbers sufficient for his purpose. His own 
levies were ready for plunder, and he advaneed at onee to secure 
his share of the Noorpoor province. It was a scramble in which 
the strongest and most aetive would get most; and Shah Gunje 
was not likely to be overlooked. With Bam Das, the Bajah had 
carried on a seeret correspondence for some time past; and that 
wily person had already marked those from whom the largest 
contributions eorld be best levied. Among these it was not 
likely that Narendra would eseape; and when the Bajah, with a 
force of several thousand men and artillery, suddenly attacked 
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Shah Gunje, putting the few polico that guarded it to flight or 
to the sword, and hanging the unfortunate Tehsildar, who was 
the head local authority, Earn Das accompanied the conqueror, 
and assessed the contributions to be levied. 

It was by no means his policy to exact too much frony 
Narendra, for he had another and more effectual object in view, 
that of seizing the whole of his business and property for himself; 
and the Rajah’s demand on the banker for ten thousand rupees 
was at once paid, partly in easli, and partly in bills on Benares 
and Mirzapoor, which were easily negotiable. Perhaps if Bam 
Das had known of the banker’s secret treasure vault, neither he, 
nor the Rajah, would have let him off so easily; but he did not 
know, and none of the banker s establishment knew it except the 
Bahtores, now absent at Noorpoor, whose fidelity nothing could 
corrupt. Nevertheless Narendra Avas far from easy, and dreaded 
the unscrupulous character of the man in whose power he now 
remained. 

If. Bam Das could not discover the treasure, he could at 
least trace outstanding balances, and debts duo from persons 
around the district; he could also discover the condition of 
accounts at Mirzapoor, OomraAvuttee, Bombay, Poona, and other 
agencies; and it was a miserable piece of ingratitude in one 
of Narendra’s most trusted clerks, to direct Bam Das where to 
find books and papers relative to these matters. For Narendra 
himself Avas now a prisoner in his own house, inhabiting Seeta’s i 
old room, Avhere the memories of her added perpetually to his 
other griefs ; and Aunt Ella had been removed to one of the f 
rooms in the upper corridor, on an occasion when, roused to fury 
by the conduct of Bam Das, and for the time forgetting her ! 
miseries, she had assailed him Avith reproaches, and abuse; ; 
declared that he Avas murdering her brother as he had murdered * 
Huree Das, and that she would haAm her revenge on him Avhen u 
the English returned. What the reply of Ram Das was, I need ! 
not record, ee?:tainly neither temperate nor decent; and in spite f 
of the old lady’s sanctity, she was taken upstairs struggling, and 
kicking violently, but helpless against her detestablo persecutor. 
Worse than this, the sacred fire Avliich she had tended since she \ 
came to her brother’s house Avas allowed to go out, and could not 
be lighted again without a special ceremony : and thus the cup 
of the dear old lady’s misery was full; so full, that her mind 
was, for the time, a strange chaos and jumble, which affected 
her speech in a very peculiar and distressing manner, and 
rendered her quite insensible to solace, even the little that her 
brother—for Warnun Bliut’s visits were now interdipted— could I 
afford her. 
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There were others too in the town as badly off as Narendra, 
or perhaps worse. Small bankers and money dealers, whose 
means were narrow, weavers, provision dealers, copper-smiths 
and brass-smiths, grain merchants, cloth merchants, in short all 
trades that ministered to the social wants of the place; farmers, 
landholders who lived there, and generally all persons from 
whom contributions could be exacted, even of the smallest 
amount, were forced to give them. I say forced, for the Rajah 
and his courtiers sitting in the public court of the Tehsildar who 
had been hanged, amused themselves for several days with their 
own peculiar methods of ingenious extortion: that is, by laying 
out people in the sun with their hands and feet tied to tent pegs, 

piling stones on their chests, and- But perhaps I need not 

specify all the modes of torture which, as the people could not 
help thinking, did not exist in the days of the English. * There 
were not many Mahomedans in the town, but with them, some 
of the Hindoos had a long existing feud, and now was the time 
to pay off old scores. So the Rajah, who hated Mahomedans, 
sent for a pig and had .its throat cut in the Mosque, and its blood 
smeared on the arches and pulpit, and the place wholly defiled. 
Nor, as the Mahomedans thought, had the English ever done 
anything like this. Why, it was not many months ago, since 
Mr. Brandon had given a grant in aid of their school, and with 
this it was to be enlarged and new books bought; and he had 
examined the boys and given them a feast of sweetmeats, because 
they had pleased him; and these things were.not forgotten. 
But they were all helpless now. 

Nor were the villages round Shah Gunje much better off than 
the county town. Ram Das and his agents were particularly 
active as revenue collectors, and there was no escaping the 
screw that was put on for payments in advance, of the coming 
year’s collections. And but too many suffered heavily by this, 
being obliged to sell their cattle and family jewels, under their 
value, to extortionate money dealers. Well, I need not perhaps 
tell of more miseries; but the anarchy and disorganization of 
the rural districts was as complete as if there never had been 
any English. It was a practical return to the rule of old times. 

The good old rule, the simple plan, 

That those do take who have the power, 

And those do keep who can. 

And the wonder wa^ if It was. wonderful, that the change was 
the effect of but a few v 1 o vs. And marauders, plunderers, and 
thieves without number, 4 rang up in all directions, and there 
was no more peace alvo::d. 
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But peace did eome to the banker and Aunt Ella after some 
days; a peaee so entire, and so blissful, that all the other troubles 
they had suffered, and were enduring, went by them as on the 
wind. The very day after the thanksgiving serviee at Noor- 
poor, Buldco and one of the Rahtores, accompanied by one of 
Narendra’s treasure earners, who was with the agent at Noor- 
poor, left that eity with speeial despatches for the banker ; and 
other bankers of Noorpoor availed themselves of the opportunity 
to forward letters to their own correspondents at Shah Gunje. 
Seeta, indeed, would have written at oneo after the mutiny to 
her grandfather, to assure him of her safety; but one of the 
Nawab’s first acts had been to stop all the posts, to drive away 
the runners, and to prevent the garrison of Noorpoor having 
any communication with the world outside ; and thus Seeta was 
obliged to wait till the agent considered the despatch of the men 
tolerably safe. All of them knew seeret paths to Shah Gunje 
through the woods and forests, the inhabitants of which they 
did not ordinarily fear; but now, every man’s hand was against 
his neighbour, and the utmost circumspection was necessary. 
But in the end, the intelligence and courage of the men 
triumphed. Their last resting-place had been the lonely temple 
eave at which this tale opened, and it was with the utmost 
caution that they entered Shah Gunje in the evening. Buideo, 
not knowing the secret ways of the house, was sorely puzzled 
how to deliver his precious packet; but at length, one of the 
women servants who knew him, led him up from the back yard 
by a small staircase; and with a cry of delight, he laid the 
pared at the old man’s feet. “ They are well,” ho exclaimed, 
well and safe; not one of the English has been harmed, and 
they are stronger at Noorpoor than ever ! ” 

Narcndra had looked up, wistfully at first, from the bed on 
which he was lying. He did not know Buldeo’s faee, or had 
forgotten it: but he remembered the high cracked voiee, at the 
trial, and starting up he received the paeket without sjieaking, 
and opened it with trembling hands. Then, too, Aunt Ella, 
now far more gaunt than before, hearing a strange voiee, 
tottered in, supporting herself on her staff: and when Buideo 
touched her feet reverently, and pointed to Narcndra, she saw 
that ho had a letter in his hand, and was trembling very much, 
but his faee seemed full of triumphant joy. As he saw her, he 
stretched both his arms out to her; “ Ella ! sister ! they live,” 
ho eried, u they live ! eome and listen.” But + lie revulsion and 
the joy were too much for the dear, loving old heart; it seemed 
to stand still, as her features quivered, and she would have 



SEETA'S KINSFOLK . 


3G5 


fallen to the ground, but for the strong arms of Buldeo, who 
supported her, and laid her gently down. 

It was long before she recovered, and indeed at onetime they 
all thought—for her women had eome to her—that she had 
died; but her breath came to her by gasps, and when she had 
swallowed a little water, she looked up imploringly, and raised 
herself, though she could not speak, and was shivering. “ Dead? 
All dead ? ” she gasped. 

“ Not dead, Ella,” said Narendra, “nor yet harmed,” and he 
spoke very slowly that she might understand gradually, “ but 
safe, sister, safe! Look! here is Seeta’s letter; here is Mr. 
Brandon’s. Look ! 0 ! how shall we thank the gods ! ” 

Dear Aunt Ella! It was only very gradually that the 
blessed truth, the assurance of safety, broke upon her mind. 
She wept; she laughed; she put the letters toiler breast and 
hugged them ; to her eyes, which now rained tears, and covered 
them with kisses* She stretched out her arms to her brother, 
and fell upon his neek and sobbed, and wept and laughed by' 
turns as though she were distraught. 0 ! joy that had eome to 
them both! so full, so complete, so indescribable that it were 
profanation to attempt to define it, for we know what they had 
endured even for those few short days, which had wellnigh 
wrung life out of both their hearts. 

And when they were ealmer, Narendra read tho precious 
letters they had received, again and again ; for Seeta’s was full 
and descriptive, and Brandon’s tender and grateful that all were 
safe. “Take good heart,” he had written in conclusion, “we 
are not only safe, but more powerful here than before, now' all 
are loyal and true. Tell this to every one in Shah Gunje, and 
be thankful with us, that the storm of 1914 has passed over 
us without injury. Soon, perhaps, we may have forces to aet 
against rebels, and the old peace will ensue.” Nor did they 
doubt his hearty, eheering words, and they seenred to ring in 
their ears as though the writer himself had been there with 
them and spoken them. All night they sat. with Buldeo, and. 
heard what had happened, and how Mama Jumeela had died; 
how bravely the —th had fought, and how safe and strong the 
fort w^as, with the English “sojers” in it. As the day broke 
Aunt Ella eould no longer restrain herself; new life and new 
strength seemed to have eome to her, and without telling her 
brother, who had fallen into a sweet sleep, she took her staff 
and went to thr temple as was her former wont: and Wamun 
Bhut found her prostrate before the image in the sanctum, 
weeping, but crying out her thanks, anil, after a while, heard 
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all the glad tale from her lips. When she returned, <die found 
Narendra writing answers to the letters, for Buldeo was anxious 
to be gone, and had betaken himself for the day to his hiding- 
place. “ He would eome at night,” he said, “ for the despatches*” 
As to Aunt Ella, I think the old ejaculations recommenced with 
unusual fervour, and as she saw the tally on her wall increase, 
she was more than ever convinced of the favour she had obtained 
from “ Earn.” 

Meanwhile at Futtehpoor there had been a good deal of 
trouble and excitement. The ex-Havaldar Goor Bux, in his 
capacity of u Colonel,” had, under his professional knowledge of 
guns and gunnery, furbished up several of the Nawab’s old 
cannon, long disused and rusty, but still tolerably serviceable 
if leisurely fired. He dare riot interfere with the mutineers, 
who were often at variance with each other, one party pressing 
an immediate march to join the Nana, or the Ranee of Jhansy ; 
the other admitting the wisdom of the ex-Havaldar’s advice to 
stay where they were and move only after the rains were over, 
and he promised them enough to do if they would stay. 

As to the Nawab, he was but as a straw floating hither and 
thither on the stream. He was out of favour with both his 
wives, though one was relenting. He had lost Mama Jumeela, 
his chief confidant and adviser; he had not secured Missy 
Mostyn, nor been able to give Seeta to Azrael Pande, who, after 
the exeitement of the mutiny and his bitter disappointment that 
no English blood had gone to the “Mother,” had resumed his 
old incantations, and rarely appeared above ground; and when 
he did, was moody and savage, and with difficulty restrained 
by his associates. Some men of the mutinied regiment had 
volunteered to go into Noorpoor and stir up the loyal regiment; 
but two had been detected and seized by the men of the —th, 
another had been apprehended by the police hiding in the town, 
and these were summarily tried, and blown away from guns, 
after the prevailing custom of the time. 

When.the “Colonel’s” preparations were complete, he marched 
out from Futtehpoor with the Nawab’s forces, and tried to 
establish a siege of the fort; but he succeeded very badly with 
the old guns and hammered shot, and the garrison were always 
active and vigilant, and w r ell protected by the guns of the fort 
and the cover of the station, and occasionally made vigorous 
sorties against the earthworks which represented the enemy’s 
batteries, and on one occasion captured one of the guns which 
the “ Colonel ” was not able to get away in time. Thus, there¬ 
fore, constant skirmishes were going on, in which Brandon and 
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Mr. Noble and tlieir stout poliee took an active part, defending 
their special post of the gaol, for whieh purpose they were 
amply sufficient. Nor was Seeta ever left behind now. No 
matter how great the exposure, or the fatigue, the active girl 
shared all; and the care of her person became, as might be 
expected, a point of honour to the men. Very often the English 
soldiers and the loyal —th asked to be allowed to follow up the 
rebels to Futtehpoor, and even to take the plaee from whieh 
sueh eonstant annoyanee was experienced; but the Brigadier 
was eautious, and was quite satisfied by their eonduot in pro¬ 
tecting the fort and the cantonments. 

r — But the Nawab thought he was wasting time in these 
ineffectual attempts to take Noorpoor, and when Eajah Hurpal 
Singh’s successes and heavy collections of money were reported 
to him, he resolved to aet vigorously. Sending the Moulvee 
Sahib in one direction, he took another himself, driving out 
what few poliee they found, establishing their own agents, and 
issuing proclamations that in virtue of the Nawab’s appoint¬ 
ment from the Emperor, he had beeome proprietor of the Noor¬ 
poor district, and all men were to obey him. Perhaps these 
proceedings are not worth record, for they afforded little contrast 
with the effeets of those of Eajah Hurpal Singh, already men¬ 
tioned : and if the Nawab, in some slight degree, was more 
careful of the people than the Eajah, in essentials perhaps there 
was not rnueli to choose between them, or the anarehy that they 
created. ' 

If it had not been for the constant skirmishes, and the 
occasional harmless whirr of a rough round shot over their 
heads, the garrison of Noorpoor would have been even duller 
than they actually were. No news came from without, and 
even the 'native merchants’ despatches, of whieh Baba Sahib 
always eolleeted the particulars, had grown dull and unim¬ 
portant. Either their correspondents had become accustomed 
to the change, or there wero events in progress of whieh they 
dared not write. The soldiers were, perhaps, the most eontent, 
for they had books, ericket, and all the games and amusements 
that eould be devised for them, and they even got up a play 
and conecrt, at which our dear Mrs. Mostyn and Graee, and 
Cyril, and Captain Hobson, who looked very interesting with 
his left arm in a sling, assisted skilfully and well, and at which 
Seeta was present in a quiet corner. 

As to the rest of the soeiety, perhaps, the less I say about 
it the better ; people penned up as they were, are liable to petty 
jealousies, fluctuations of parties and opinions of each othor, 
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which even a eommon danger does not prevent; and I think 
that our set was the happiest, because it did not trouble itself 
with its neighbours’ affairs, and held its own with modest 
dignity, and courtesy to all. 


CHAPTER XLV. 

“ FAITHFUL UNTO D^ATH.” 

Life in the fort was gradually becoming very irksome; and 
even the excitement of occasional skirmishes had passed away, 
for the Nawab and his army had been making a triumphant 
progress through the district, and were at a considerable dis¬ 
tance, with no apparent intention of returning to Futtehpoor. 
He was watching the actions of Rajah Hurpal Singh, whose 
retainers had attacked a party of his levies, and the indignation, 
both of the Kawab and the Moulvce, was at its height when 
tlio priests of the Mosque at Shah Gunje came to the camp with- 
lighted torches in their hands, and wearing grave-elothes, while 
they threw ashes on their heads, and demanded justice for the 
defilement of the Mosque at Shah Gunje. “ You are the repre¬ 
sentative of the King of Kings,” said the chief delegate, “ who 
has entrusted all of us to you; and we look for justice on the 
Kafirs who have done this wrong. In the time of the English 
such tyranny would have been impossible; and last year they 
even gave us an ample donation. Come and avenge this insult 
to the Faith, else we will beg our way to Dehly, and tell our 
injuries to the King of Kings ! Doliai ! Dohai! ” 

The Nawab was sorely distressed, and puzzled. When sueh 
tiling had happened in his own estate, as they had done, he 
had left matters to adjust themselves, or had only interfered 
if he felt strong enough. But this had been the deliberate 
insult of a rival—one with whom the old feud was not dead—■ 
one against whoso power his warlike progenitors had done stout 
battle. Was it come to his turn now to do the same? Cer¬ 
tainly, he could not avoid or evade the quarrel which had been 
foreed upon him; and yet tho commanders in his army were 
Hindoos. Colonel Goor Bux and Azrael Pande were Brahmins; 
the Soobadar Major of the —st, whom he dare not dismiss or 
offend, was a Brahmin also. Most of the Sepoys who had muti¬ 
nied were Brahmins and Rajpoots; all likely to join Hurpal Singh 
if they had any temptation to do so, or to go to the Ranee of 
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Jhansy. And if thoy went, what was to become of him? His 
own local levies, undisciplined and worthless, he well knew 
could he beaten any day by the English troops at Noorpoor. 
Futtehpoor might be taken, and he himself become a wretched 
fugitive. All this passed like a flash before his troubled mind, 
while the delegates from Shah Ctunje without his tent, wero 
waving their torches in the bright sunlight, and throwing 
handfuls of dust into the air, crying “ Dohai! Dohai!” and 
calling upon God and the Prophet for justice! 

The Moulvee—who had been sitting in the Nawab’s inner 
tent drawing up proclamations, and writing eloquent despatches 
to the King of Kings, giving florid descriptions of how the pro¬ 
vince had been taken possession of in his Majesty’s name—hear¬ 
ing the tumult, now came forward, and soon learned the truth; 
and his ardent zeal for the Faith became suddenly inflamed. 

u Can yon hesitate, Dil Khan,” he exclaimed, “ as to what 
yon should do, with the cries of these true believers ringing in 
your ears? Mai eh at onee on Shah Gunjc, and exterminate 
these infidels : or give me some of your men, who will fight with 
me for the Faith, and let me go. Deen ! Deen ! ” he shouted, 
throwing down his turban and striding into the agitated crowd 
hare-headed, with his right arm upraised, and his pocket Koran 
held aloft. “ Deen ! Deen ! let those who will follow me for the 
Faith, swear on the holy hook to die rather than justice should 
fail. Let ns away, my sons, and revenge this insult?” 

Nor was his fanatical cry without effect. AVhat true Moslem 
present eould refuse it? So, from all quarters of the camp, the 
Mussulman warriors rushed forward, and the men of the cavalry 
became infected, and in a shoit time the Moulvee bad a thousand 
fanatics around him, to whom, standing on a low mound of 
earth, he deliveied a short sermon or address on the dclight^m 
paradise which awaited any who might become martyrs; and 
was answered by hoarse eries of “ Ameen ! Amecn ! ” 

To check this tumult, the Nawab was perfectly helpless • and 
perhaps he regarded with a secret pleasuie, not only the absence 
of the Moulvee, but his employment in a dangerous duty which 
he himself had chosen. The recovery of Shah Gunje, and the 
district of which Hurpal Singh had possessed himself, was a most 
important measure in regard to the consolidation of his conquest; 
and the promise of an estate to the saintly man, should he 
succeed, added much to the fervid zeal by which he was actuated. 
I need not, perhaps, detail the events which followed. Suffice 
it to say, that on the third night, the surprise of Shah Gunje 
was complete. Kajah Hurpal Singh, indeed, was not there; but 
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his lieutenant was taken and hanged, his men routed and many 
slain, and in the exeitement of victory, the fierce Moslem fanatics 
slew a eow in Wamun Bhut’s pretty temple, overturned the idol, 
smeared its face with blood, and defiled the place as completely 
as the Mosque had been defiled before. Then the Moul^ee 
issued a proclamation that no Hindoo was to ajDpear with ca,ste 
marks on his forehead, that bells must not be rung, nor conch 
shells blown, and that on any breaeh of these orders, every 
temple in the town would be blown up. I am almost tempted 
to translate the holy man’s report of the vietory to the Nawab, 
which was drawn up in his most grandiose and scholarly manner ; 
but the quotations of Persian and Arabic are too numerous, and 
perhaps my readers would not be interested in so notable an 
example of Mahomcdan fanaticism in its worst form. 

If the eapture of Shah Gunje did not directly coneern cha¬ 
racters which belong to this history, it might very well have 
been omitted altogether. Even now, I notice the event only as 
an effect of the times; how religious animosities, whieh had so 
long slumbered, awoke in many localities, and entailed terrible 
sufferings and indignities upon the people—becoming prominent 
and distressing parts of the anarehy which" prevailed. If the 
excesses of Hurpal Singh’s soldiers had been great, those of the 
Moulvee’s were worse; and the wily Earn Das, making a hand¬ 
some “nuzzer” or offering to that great person, was allowed to 
share his confidence,’ and direet exaetions as before. Thus, the 
situation of all at Shah Gunje, and the riotous concluet of the 
excited Mahomedan soldiers, and the Moulvee’s intolerance and 
exaction, beeame more and more unendurable. 

Meanwhile, as I remarked at the commencement of this 
chapter, life in the fort at Noorpoor was becoming more and 
more tiresome. Tarty spirit, to some extent, had risen higher, 
and all kinds of amusements were obstructed by small jealousies. 
There were daj’s when all dined together at the mess, where 
those whom it pleased to do so, saw favouritism in euts of mutton, 
wings or legs of fowls, and special bones in the curries. Or, if 
they dined at home, matrons declared that the meat grew worse 
and wor.-e, and the distribution of joints was shamefully partial 
and exclusive. Such small discontents were at first but as little 
clouds rising out of the distant horizon, and disappeared for a 
time ; but again they gathered thicker, and sometimes broke ii , 
small peals of thunder. 

There were two other causes, also, that helped to disturb the 
serenity of the female inhabitants : one was our poor dear Seeta’s 

visit to the church on that memorable occasion; and the other 
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the piano in the “ ladies’ room,” on which every one seemed to 
wish to play at the same times of the day. On both these 
questions, party spirit and battles of “ the sets ” ran uncomfort¬ 
ably high; and though most frequently neutral, yet the gentle¬ 
man were not without bias, and were obliged to fight their 
wi res’ battles, warmly enough, sometimes. I think if I had the 
power and ingenuity of Mr. Trollope, I might find materials 
enough for a very spicy detail of male and female doings and 
sayings during this period, and of the many pretensions to the 
fair hands of Miss Mostyn and Miss Luey Home, and their 
results ; and even of attentions to poor Miss Clay, a rather anti¬ 
quated spinster who resided with her sister, Mrs. Mowbray, of 
the —th. These, I say, with occasional brushes with the 
Pandies outside the walls, by way of sensation, are very tempting 
materials, but as I am not Mr. Trollope, I regret I cannot avail 
myself of them on this occasion, and must pursue the tenor of 
the history I am recording. 

“ I really can’t stand this any longer, Philip,” said Mrs. 
Mostyn, as she went into his den, as he called it, a small ante¬ 
chamber of the old palace, “ those women are too bad—so un¬ 
ladylike ! ” 

“Why, what’s the matter now, Pose, anything new? Pm 
really tired of the serags of mutton battles, and the drnmstieks 
in the curry, and the brown of the rice pudding,” replied Mr. 
Mostyn. “ What’s the matter V ” 

“No Philip,” cried his wife, “it’s not Scrags of mhtton, or 
curry bones, or rice puddings—its spite! What do'you think 
I heard two ladies say just now, quite loud enough for me to 
hear, and evidently intended for my ears, I’m sure? Now you’ll 
never guess, though you are a Judge.” 

“ I can’t imagine, Pose—about Sceta? for I see some of them 
hate her.” 

“ Not exactly, Philip ; but, just think, they said that Grace 
was a governess, and that’s why she taught a ‘black woman’ 
like Seeta, and gave lessons to that stupid Lucy Home.”. 

“ Well,” said Mr. Mostyn, laughing, “I don’t see any harm 
in that; and if Grace had been a governess, I’m sure I shouldn’t 
be ashamed of her, nor would you.” f 

“ Oh, it’s not that, Philip; but see the spite of it. It’s just 
ike their sneering ways and speeches, and 1 should like to box 
that Mrs. Smith’s ears ten times a day,” she leplied, with a stamp 
of her foot. “What do you think m} T lady did? Just after 
die had shot her arrow at me, Grace came in with some music 
n uer hand, and I know wanted to practise; but Mrs. Smith, if 
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you please, just scats herself on the stool, and begins to strum 
some horrible quadrilles and waltzes —all wrong, too—and there 
she is still, and poor Grace fit to ery. Won’t you come and 
speak to the wretch ? ” 

“No,” said Philip. “It is insolence, I know, but we> need 
take no notice. I will tell Smith privately to caution his wife, 
and I know he hates her tongue as much as you do.” 

“ Very well,” said Pose, with a little pout, “ do as you like; 

but if I were a man - never mind,” she continued, “it’s not 

woith notice; but can’t we get rid of them all by going to our 
own house? Mrs. Smith can’t go to hers, for it was burnt; but 
ours is all right. We went down yesterday morning with Mr. 
Brandon and Seeta, and the flowers are really lovely. And then 
you know all is quiet; there has not been an alarm even for 
more than a month.” 

“ Yes,” he said, “ I think it’s a capital idea. We have enough 
police for a night guard, and I need not ask the Brigadier ; 
besides, I am really not well, and the change will do mo good. 
Pooh ! ” he continued, as if assuring himself, “and we shall be 
right under the guns of the fort. There was an attempt there 
once, which I think the Nawab’s lascals have not forgotten, and 
will not repeat. I’ll sec the Brigadier about it presently. And 
now go away, wifie; I am really very busy with my report, 
and all these dreadful statistics, and don’t you mind Mrs. 
Smith.” 

The Brigadier had no objection. lie only suggested caution, 
and that it would perhaps be better to sleep in the furt the first 
few days at any rate, and this was done. Early every morning, 
the ladies walked down to their garden, and every evening they 
came up in their tonjon. Sometimes Seeta was with them, 
sometimes not. Sho liked to be alone more than usual. She 
had her own troubles of mind which she dare tell to no one — no, 
not even to Cyril or Grace, though both suspected them, but 
would not speak about them to her as Mrs. Pratt did. 

Were the foundations of the old Ilindooism — the grand 
citadels of the Ycdas and the “ Bhugwut Gceta,” the metaphysics 
of Patanjula, giving way ? Sometimes Cyril thought they were, 
and Mrs. Pratt, who knew a little about them — but not much— 
thought so too ! yet only sometimes, for Secta’s defence was 
strong and subtle. She had been an apt scholar of Wamun 
Bhut, one of the best disputants of the Yedantic Brahmins 
of the Noorpoor province against the materialist Pocranio 
sectarians ; and she had all his arguments by heart, and often 
became fierce over them; while, finding she had grown rusty in 
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come respeets, she had lately almost negleeted her English, to 
regain what she had lost. If Mrs. Pratt or Cyril had been as 
deeply versed in Hindoo theology as Seeta was, they might 
have had many a fervid battle; but, to all her learning, they 
could 1 only oppose the simple truths and faithful realities of 
their own belief. Nothing of dogma was ever mentioned; only 
a Saviour’s atonement for sin, His present help in all trouble, 
and faith to realize His gracious promises. It was truly a type 
of stormy waves beating against a rock, for Seeta grew fond of 
these arguments: fonder and fonder, as it appeared to Graee 
and Cyril, who did not encourage, and indeed avoided them. 
But Mrs. Pratt did eneourage them, and rejoiced to hear them. 
The dear old lady argued from Seeta’s persistence, that the good 
seed had taken root; but whether it had fallen among thorns, 
or in a dry and barren plaee, or in rich and fruitful soil, who 
eould as yet tell? Who, indeed? Certainly not the Hindoo 
girl heiself, who, with prayers and erics, when she was alone in 
her oratory or sitting in the oriel window looking over the lake, 
besought to be led aright. 

Simple-minded and unworldly herself, Mrs. Pratt found 
Seeta equally simple in regard to all temporal matters. Mrs. 
Pratt knew she was wealthy ; but Seeta seemed to have no 
idea of the value of her wealth or its use to others. She had 
committed all to her grandfather and her husband; “ and, 
should I have a child,’ 5 she said modestly, “ it would inherit all.” 

“ No,” said Mrs. Pratt, “ I am sure it could not. Only a 
Hindoo could inherit from a Hindoo—at least I think not—and 
you ean’t make a will as we can. Why not ask Mr. Mostyn 
about the whole matter, and take his adviee ? It appears to me, 
that at least there would be great litigation for your property, 
my dear, if you have any relations.” 

But, cxeept Ram Das, Seeta knew of none. 

“ But my ehild would inherit the English property; no one 
could keep him out of that,” said Seeta, as if driven into a 
corner; “ that has nothing to do with Hindoos.” 

“ My darling,” said Mr. Pratt, as the colour rushed into her 
face, “ it needs £ome one you believe in to tell you the truth 
about that. Has yonr husband never said anything to you on 
the subject?” 

“0 yes, mother” (Seeta alwaj T s called Mrs. Pratt mother), 
“ he has, many times! but ”—and her faee flushed in turn— 
“he never mentioned about England. 0, I should like to see 
my son an English gentleman, like his father! Why (should he 
not be?” she added proudly, as she saw an incredulous look on 
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the old lady’s faee. “ He would be a Christian—the Honourable 
Cyril Brandon.” 

“Now you will be angry with me, my ehild, if I tell you 
the truth,” returned the old lady; “but, sooner or later, some 
one must do so, and Grace cannot. Will you hear it from me ?” 

“ What is it?” asked Seeta, much agitated. “Let me put 
my head on your breast, and I shall not be afraid.” 

“ Faithfully then, and as if I were truly your mother, I will 
tell you,” continued Mrs. Pratt. “ By English law and Christian 
custom, if you had a son as you are, he could not inherit except 
what was specially given him. He would have no rank and no 
name; he would, indeed, be illegitimate.” 

“ But I am married,” she cried, starting up, with her eyes 
blaming. “Cyril told me I was, and Narendra, and Wamun 
Bhut. I have not been living in sin, mother. 0, do not say 
that—I should die ! ” 

“No, darling: by the rites of your faith you are Mr. 
Brandon’s wife, and as such we have taken you to our hearts 
and love you. But the English law does not recognize that. 
Your rites are not ours, Seeta.” 

“ Then if I were married to him by Mr. Pratt,” she gasped 
through her sobs, which were coming heavily and fast, “should 
I be truly his wife, by your law and ours?” 

“ Yes, Seeta, you would ; but Mr. Pratt could not marry you 
to Mr. Brandon while you are a Hindoo.” 

“ God help me! God help me ! ” was the girl’s bitter ery, as 
she threw hex'self once more on the dear old lady’s breast. 
“ God help me, for I know not what to do! ” 

“ And He will help you, my sweet ehild, if you cry to Him,” 
returned Mrs. Pratt, sobbing in her turn: “no one ever tinned 
to Him in doubt or difficulty like yours, and sought Him in a 
child’s spirit with an earnest heart, that He did not direet. No 
matter what you say to Him, He will hear. Bo you believe 
that ? But,” continued the old lady, as Seeta elung convulsively 
to her, “ let no worldly care or thought influence you, or come 
between you and God; put them all away when you go to Him. 
I know all your trials, my darling, and 1 would help you more 
if I eould; but the message to you, must come from Him, not 
from one like me. Now dry your tears and be hopeful, and 
brave as you always are, and I am sure you will do right.” 

I dare not say what effect this conversation had upon Seeta, 
nor tell of the mighty struggles that were going on in her 
gentle loving heart; and I think it would be profanation to 
attempt to describe them. To outward appearance, indeed, she 
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seemed even gayer than was usual with her! and it was only 
Grace and C} r ril who felt, in some degree, that a crisis in her 
fate was at hand. Nor did Seeta omit to consult Mr. Most 3 r n. 
As a child might go to a father, so she did to him one day when 
he was alone; and told all her anxiety, not of her faith, but 
of her condition in life. Need I say that Mrs. Pratt’s opinion 
was confirmed? Mr*. Most} T n did not even .tell Rose of this 
consultation: he only said, “ I wish Seeta were baptized and 
married ; 55 and Rose Mostyn echoed the wish. “ 0! that she 
were,” she said; “our pet would be so happy, and Cyril even 
more than she.” 

How pleasant it was now for all ! The old occupations were 
resumed with enjoyment after their long suspension. The 
splendid “Erard,” which had been covered up with a heap of 
blankets, was in excellent tunc, and the friends enjoyed their 
reading, and their music and drawing, with their old spirit and 
skill. All alarms from without had passed away: and the 
advices to the merchants of Noorpoor, which arrived from 
Delily, told of the immense English force that besieged the 
city, which the Sepoys could now barely hold, and which would 
soon be stormed. We who heard this news, remember the 
intense excitement of that time; the turning point of that 
awful struggle; and hoped and feared by turns as to its decisive 
effect upon the Sepoy war, into which the widely scattered 
events had changed. 

From without, however, no intelligence came to Noorpoor, 
cxeept from Shah Gunje, to which Buldeo had again pene¬ 
trated, and brought back letters from the old banker and Aunt 
Ella. 

“ We are weary of oppression,” wrote Narendra to Mr. 
Brandon; “all classes are sighing and praying for the English 
to return. Our temple has been defiled by the Moulvee, and 
the people here, and all through the country, are yearning for 
you. When can you come to help us? A thousand men would 
follow you, and I have money enough for all. As to myself I 
am a prisoner, and Ram Das has appropriated all ni} r books, 
and carries on the business in his own name. The Moulvee and 
the Nawab have decided the suit in his favour; but I am not 
disturbed by that. Once you come again, all he has taken will 
return to me: and if it is lost, what matter? Only come soon, 
come soon! ” 

“And we will go, little one,” said Cyril cheerily; “I have 
a plan in my head already, and, my darling, we will drive out 
the rebels, and Aunt Ella shall have her temple again, and cry 
* Ram I * as mueh as she pleases.” 
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“ Dehly is taken! 55 cried Baba Sahib in an ecstasy of 
delight, as a few mornings after, at daylight, he called Mr. 
Brandon ont, “ Dehly is taken! 0! thank God, sir, thank 

God ! An express came to Poorun Mul Mahajnn in the night, 
and here is the printed paper which came with it; which 
Poorun Mul sends with his compliments and congratulations. 
Thank God, sir, that the tempest of 1914 is spent at last.” 

Cyril could hardly read the little slip of “Extra.” But 
there was no mistake. After six days of hard fighting the 
city had been won on the 19th of September. The “Asylum 
of the World” was a helpless fugitive ! As soon as he had told 
Seeta, Cyril ran to the Judge’s house, showed the paper to him, 
and then went up by the water-gate—where the guard cheered 
him as he read it to them—to the fort to tell the joyful news 
to the Brigadier; nor was it long before the guns thundered 
out a Koyal Salute, the most glorious that those who listened 
to it had ever heard. A joyful thankful day, indeed, was it 
among the weary residents of Noorpoor; and even petty 
bickerings and jealousies seemed to be forgotten. 

“Let us have a small dinner, Pose,” said Philip Mostyn to 
his wife. “ Let me see : the Brigadier and the two commanders, 
Hobson, and Wharton of the artiller} r , and Noble; just ten. 
We can manage that, and I will write to them all.” 

It was the day after they had heard the gloiious news from 
Dehly, and all were in the highest spirits. Seeta no less than 
the others, for Cyril had told her that he should soon now put 
his plan in execution, and she should see Narendra and dear 
Aunt Ella once more. 

So there was a pleasant party at the Judge’s; and much 
talk and speculation ensued at dinner upon what might be 
going on elsewhere. After the ladies had retired for a short 
time, the gentlemen joined them in the drawing-room, and the 
piano was opened and the music began as usual. Never were 
the parties in better voice, for their good spirits gave them 
unusual energy; and it was(treat to sing there after so long. 
Seeta had listened for some inline, sitting in Grace’s boudoir 
which adjoined the drawing-room; and she had gone home to 
dress for the night ride with. Cyril, for the patrols were still 
continued. She changed her clothes and went up on the terrace 
of part of her cottage, and was sitting by herself thinking much, 
when Buldeo suddenly called to her from below, “ Come down! 
come down! I have seen them ! Quick, lad)* ! ” And almost 
as he spoke, looking towards the shrubbery near the road, she 
saw distinctly a body of men moving silently and rapidly. In 
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an instant she was flying down the steps with her utmost speed 
and up the gravel walk to the Judge’s hoftse. Entering by the 
back, she ran on through the house, and bur^t into the drawing¬ 
room, where Grace and Cyril were singing the old “Dimmi che 
m’ ami, ancor.” All looked strangely at her for a moment; but 
terror was in her face, she was out of breath and could only 
cry out, “Ely! get to the fort, the rebels are on us,” when 
shouts arose outside, and a volley was fired through the windows, 
shattering the glass and frames, and knocking plaster from the 
walls. 

No one, then, went about without arms; and there were 
loaded guns, revolvers, and swords in the corners of the room; 
each snatched his own weapons, and as yet no one was harmed. 
If it had been possible, the officers would have held the draw¬ 
ing-room till succour should reach them from the water-gate; 
but it was not to be done, the attacking party had at onee fired 
the thatch in several places, and the blaze spread over the 
garden, increasing every instant. “Look to the ladies, gentle¬ 
men,” cried the Brigadier sharply; “ we must cover them.” 
There was now a great clamour without, for the Judge’s police 
guard and Cyril’s, with the Rahtores, had struck in manfully; 
but they were too few to stop the attack at once. 

Cyril was supporting Grace, who had clung to him; and 
Seeta, whose presence of mind seemed to be rising, also put her 
arm round her, and led her on. Mr. Mostyn and one of the 
other officers hurried on Mrs. Mostyn. They had already got 
down the steps, and Cyril was following, when Azrdel Pande, 
more terrible to look on than ever, his eyes staring, and his 
livid shattered face convulsed with passion, sprang suddenly on 
him from a corner of the verandah, with his spear. Cyril 
parried the thrust, and made a cut with his sword in return, 
which was caught on his spear by the Daeuit, when at that 
instant a chance shot struck Cyril in the right arm, and his 
swoid dropped. lie was entirely at his enemy's merey. “ Jey 
Kalee Mata ! ” shouted Azracl. “ Dog of a Eeringee ! No 
escape now for thee,” and as he drew back bis deadly weapon 
to strike, Cyril heard a cry—it was not a scream—and Seeta 
had rushed before him, receiving the blow in her breast. Then 
Captain Hobson, who had tried to save Seeta, or, as he first 
thought, Cyril, plunged his sword into the ruffian’s heart, who, 
writhing impaled upon the weapon for an instant, fell to the 
ground and was despatched, if indeed he lived, by Buldeo, with 
repeated thrusts of his own spear. 

It was all the work of a moment, and while other combats 
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were going on in the verandah and in the garden, and Luehmun 
Singh and the Bahtores, with the poliee, were striking in with 
their war eries, Cyril stood for a moment stunned and bewildered. 
His right arm was piereed and nearly useless : but he tried to 
raise up Seeta, while Grace Mostyn, who had not lost her 
presence of mind, was endeavouring to staunch the blood with 
her dre'S and her handkerehief. Then Hobson and Buldeo 
gently took up the wounded girl between them, and earned her 
down the steps, Cyril following, and Grace holding her hand. 
For a moment Seeta’s eyes opened, and she said to Graee, faintly, 
“ Kun, save yourself—let me die here,” and again relapsed into 
insensibility. So they earned her down the garden, till they 
were in some degree safe; then Buldeo undid his waisteloth, 
and they put Seeta into it, and with some others earned her 
on gently to the water-gate, where Mr. Mostyn, his wife, and 
others were preceding them. 

As the offieer at the gate saw the outbreak of the disturbance 
at Mr. Mostyn’s, he had dashed down with half his men to the 
rescue; but he was too late. Dismayed by the death of their 
leader, and by the loss they had already sustained from the 
spirited defence of the officers and the guards, as well as from 
several discharges of grape whieh the wateliful sergeant had 
fired at the erowd on Mr. Brandon’s lawn, now perfectly distinct 
under the glare from his burning house, and Seeta’s cottage, the 
rebel Sepoys and their companions fled in eonfusion; and with 
the English guard covering the retreat of the party, in a few 
minutes the gate was entered and elosed. Exeept a few hurried 
mourn ml words, no one spoke, as the sad proeession wound up 
the path to the tower, lighted by the blazing houses, little heed¬ 
ing the rattle of musketry, and the guns from the eavalier, 
which showed that the attack on the Judge’s house had been 
a fein for a more serious and obstinate one in front, than had 
ever occurred before. 


END OF PART THE THIRD. 
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CHAPTER XLVL 

44 A CROWN OF LIKE.” 

Seeta was not dead : though as tliey looked at her, again and 
again, as they moved slowly on, they thought her spirit had 
passed away. Grace, whose marvellous eomposure astonished 
them, and Mrs. Pratt, who hurried to the tower, with poor old 
Bheemee distracted by grief, undressed her and washed away 
the blood, and wrapping her, as well as they could, in one of 
her own garments, admitted Cyril and Dr. Home, who, with 
another surgeon, were in attendance. As yet Seeta had been 
quite insensible; but the dressing of her wound roused her a 
little, and she opened her eyes, and looked around her ; but she 
did not reeognize those about her, and only murmured plaintively 
for water, of which, when Bheemee gave to her, she drank freely, 
but again relapsed into unconsciousness. 

“ Is there any hope, doctor?” asked Cyril; it was all he 
could say then. 

“ I fear not,” replied Dr. Home. “ I fear not! Poor thing, 
poor thing. But we eannot judge yet. I have seen worse 
wounds, from which men have recovered; but she is so slight 
and delieate, and the injury is so near her heart. We ean only 
do our best, Mr. Brandon. Would she take any stimulant? It 
might revive her, and we eould judge her ease better; as she is, 
I fear that she may sink at onee.” 

u I will try,” he replied; and he held what Dr. Home gave 
him in a glass to her lips. “It is medicine, Seeta,” lie said, 
“ to do you good; try and drink it, my darling ; try ! ” 

She understood what he said, and endeavoured to raise 
herself, stretching out her hand for the draught; but Cyril’s arm 
trembled from the effeet of the wound, and he made a sign to 
Grace, who took the glass from him; and as Seeta’s fingers 
closed about it, directed it to her lips, and they saw that she 
drank nearly all. 
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“ That will do ! that will do ! brave little soul that it is,” 
cried the Doctor, wiping his eyes; “ but, bless my heart, you 
are wounded too, Mr. Brandon! and while she lies quiet let me 
dress your arm: it must be very painful. I see, I see/’ he 
continued, as he examined the wound; “ the ball has gone 
through, and you are saved the pain of its extraction ; and the 
bones, too, are yet sound and safe ; but there is a good deal of 
laceration, and you may be thankful that the limb will be as 
good as ever by-and-by.” 

Grace and Mrs. Pratt still watched, and after a little, Mrs. 
Mostyn came in; but she seemed almost hysterical, and Mrs. 
Pratt told her that she had better go and lie down : and Mr. 
Mostyn, who was at the door, took his wife away. Pier con¬ 
dition, indeed, forbade the risk of any undue excitement: and 
the scene at the hous. . chough she did not then know of Seeta’s 
wound, had wcllnigh overpowered her. Cyril even implored 
Grace to go with her; but she refused gently; and Mrs. Pratt, 
who fully estimated her calm strength of mind, and usefulness, 
asked Cyril not to press her, and he did not. Who, indeed, had 
loved Seeta better, or in whom did the poor sufferer trust more, 
than in these two loved friends? 

\\ hat a night it was ! No more attempts were made upon 
the water-gate, for the assailants had already sustained heavy 
loss from the gun in the tower, and from another gun on a 
bastion not far off; but in front there was cover, and the rebels, 
who were evidently bravely and skilfully led, made the most of 
it in charging the loyal -—tli repeatedly, and inflicting con¬ 
siderable loss on them, nor was it till the regiment began to bo 
sorely pressed, and even appeared to be losing heart, that a 
company of English soldiers, with another in reserve at the 
main gate, w^ere sent to their aid. Indeed it had been 
difficult to restrain the men, who were clamouring to be led 
against “ the Pandies,” and to help the brave—tlr. The succour 
was welcomed with a shout and a cheer which dismayed the 
rebels; yet they made a last charge, and were met by the 
Englishmen in the same spirit as Dehly had been won, and 
Lucknow relieved by Havelock and Outram; and when the 
reserve also struck in, the rebels fled, suffering heavily from 
showers of grape from the guns that commanded the parade. 
Then it was clear the attack was abandoned. 

Although all those with Sceta listened with throbbing 
anxious hearts to the tumult of the action, yet she did not 
appear to he conscious of its progress, nor of the sound of the 
heavy guns which were now and again fired. She seemed to 
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be sleeping quietly, though she breathed heavily; and Dr. Home, 
who came in every now and then to feel Tier pulse, said it was 
stronger than he had even hoped for. So they waited and 
hoped. For some time the blaze of the houses had lighted up 
the room with a bright red glare; but that gradually faded, 
and at length died out in fitful flashes, and they had lighted 
candles whieh, shaded from her eyes, only threw a dim light 
over her. None of them spoke exeept in whispers; but the 
draught had to be repeated, and Grace, who had asked Seeta 
several times whether she could take it again, motioned to Cyril 
to speak to her. 

u Seeta, my darling—little one,” he said gently, and using 
all his old terms of endearment, “ drink again what Grace 
gives you.” 

The girl was roused at last as she heard the voiee she loved 
best on earth, and tried to turn to it, but she put away Grace’s 
hand, and looked at her husband. The sweet eyes were full of 
intelligence and love, so earnest, so wistful, so entreating, and 
Cyril thought her sensible now, and taking the glass from Grace’s 
hand, put it to her mouth. She drank again, and sighed; but 
she would not release her husband’s hand, and he sat down by 
her side, while the same earnest look continued and a faint 
smile played about her lips. It was as if, till then, she had not 
known that he lived. 

“ Saved ! saved ! ” she muttered at length. They were the 
first intelligible words she had spoken. u 0, I thank God! I 
thank God ! ” 

“ Yes, darling,” he said, “we are all safe, and here are your 
friends ; ean you speak to them? ” 

She looked round, and put out her hand to Graee, who, with 
Mrs. Pratt, was sitting on the floor beside the low bed, but she 
could not speak yet; she eould only look at them, silently by 
turns, as a dog would at one it loved, and the great brown eyes 
seemed, for the time, full of warm soft light. 

“ Saved! saved ! ” she said again more distinctly. “ It is as 
I wished—only to die—for Cyril!—my lord !—my darling, look 
at me ! ” 

“ I am here,” he said, “ Seeta, close to you.” 

“ I thought—I thought,” she continued shuddering, “ that 
he who had the spear—ah ! save him ! Look ! he strikes ! ” 

“ There is no one, Seeta; do not fear, my pet—only your 
Graee, and mother, and I.” But she did not seem to know them 
yet, and lay quiet, keeping her husband’s hand in both of her 
own, close to her heart. The rest seemed to refresh her, and 
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presently she asked for water very distinctly; and Bheemee, 
who had been sitting moaning without, reeking to and fro, 
brought her silver eup full of cool lemonade, which Dr. Dome 
had ordered; but she put away the old woman’s hand; and 
would only take it from her husband. Then she drank Jong 
and easily, and looking round, said to them, “ I see you all, 
my darlings, now, but I have a great pain here. What has 
happened ? Ah ! I remember—but you are safe—all of you, 
Cyril ? ” 

“ All of us, Seeta,” answered. Graee, kissing her ; “ after that 
man was killed, we were safe. Ah ! I thank God you know us 
again, my darling. Now you will soon be well, and we will all 
nurse you clay and night, and God will heal all your pain.” 

“ Yes,” returned the girl, with the eolour flushing to her 

white eheek, “ He will heal my pain, and I trust Him now-1 

always thought I eould go to death—like Savitri — and it is very 

near now, I think - 1 seem to understand-what puzzled me 

so—better, I think. 0 Cyril, what is this ?” and she looked at 
the bandage on his arm. “ You are hurt!” 

“ Not mueh,” he said. “ You saved me, darling, and Hobson 
killed him when I was helpless.” 

“ Dead ! ” she said faintly. “ Dead ? may God forgive him ! ” 

“ Do you forgive him, Seeta?” said Mrs. Pratt, “and from 
your heart? He said, ‘ forgive your enemies.’ ” 

“ I do,” she returned firmly. “ Why was he my enemy ? 
What had I done to him? 0 pray*for me, mother; pray that 
the kind, good God may take a little ehild.” 

Then the dear lady knelt down, and prayed. Many a dying 
heel had she prayed by in her long life; many a wavering, 
fainting Christian soul had she soothed to its last rest. But this 
was very different; the firm strong faith, the pleading as a little 
ehild, Ihe perfeet trust in One, whom she knew only very dimly 
*— seemed to he growing triumphant now, over all doubt and 
fear and pain—and -the dear lady prayed. Often broken were 
her words by sobs and tears, often faltering ; but the few simple 
expressions she used, were, she knew, understood by the sufferer 
who had asked for them, and she saw, too, that Seeta’s lips moved, 
while her hands were elasped together over Cyril’s. She was 
praying- 

Then there was silenee; and they looked with wonder on 
the beautiful face, now smiling and full of joy, the lips parted, 
and the soft, dewy eyes looking up in reverenee and hope. 

“ My lord !—my Cyril! ” she said at length, in her own 
language, but very faintly, as she turned her eyes full upon 
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him. “I would live for you if—if—it might be ; but the Lord 

is ealling me, and I eannot stay- Do not sorrow for me, Cyril, 

when I am gone-only forgive your wife that she was eare- 

less, negligent often, and so ignorant. But 0, my lord, I loved 
you, my darling, and I would have done better if—if—I eould, 
but I knew nothing, And you will tell them of all that has 

happened- They will not forget me, Cyril, never; their little 

Seeta will be in their minds till they die, and Aunt Ella must 
not grieve—she must only remember the girl who loved her and 
played with her. You must go to them, Cyril, and tell them 
this—promise me you will, and tell Wamun Bhut that I loved 
him too.” 

“ I will,” he said, in a ekoking voice, “ if- 0 Seeta, the 

Lord God will surely spare you to me, and we will go together 
to them. Keep a strong heart, my pet.” 

“No,” she said, more faintly, “it eannot be. He is call¬ 
ing me now.' 4 Corne to me,’ he says, 4 all ye that are heavy 

laden -And for a while she seemed wandering, and 

strange snatelies of her Sanserit prayers were mingled with 
lines of simple Christian hymns she had learned. Thus they 
sat and listened wonderinglv, and saw that a ehange was pass¬ 
ing over her faee. Then Dr. Home came in and felt her pulse, 
and shook his head. 

“It is fluttering now,” he said to Cyril. “I ean do no more, 
poor thing—poor ehild—she will soon be at rest.” 

The morning was now breaking, the roar of the night tumult 
had eeased, and all was still. High up into the grey night 
clouds, a stream of erimson light had leaped suddenly, and was 
fast changing into gold below, and the still, plaeid lake reflected 
the gorgeous spectaele in all its brilliancy. 

Seeta was breathing heavily, but seemed to have no pain, 
and she only sighed now and then. Suddenly, and as though 
the vivid light had roused her, she raised herself a little, and 
stretehed out her hands, and said the Vedantie invocation to the 
sun, whieh is ealled Gayatri. It seemed as if she would have 
repeated the hymn also, but she had no strength, and as she 
fell baek she eried faintly, “Cyril! Grace! kiss me. Mother! 
He calls me again !—Listen ! And there are the bright flowers 
of heaven !—Lord !—I eome ! ” As they put their arms under 
her to support her she smiled, and sighed once, and as the glory 
of the sun rested on her faee, her humble, loving spirit had 
passed away for ever. 

“The life will not depart,” said Bheemee, 44 unless ye lay 
her upon the earth! ” 
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“ It is gone,” replied Mrs. Pratt. “ She is at rest with God. 
Look how beautiful she is ! Let us pray ! ” and she prayed that 
those who had seen Seeta die might, when their time to die 
came, pass away in the same humble, faithful, ehild-like spirit. 

Afterwards Cyril went out and sat down on the terraee 
where the gun was. He had eut one long tress of Seeta’s hair, 
and laid it at his heart. The guard were there, and the honest 
fellows were erying, many of them, for they had heard what 
had happened, and they did not speak. Cyril was stunned and 
bewildered with the grief that had struck him so terribly and 
so suddenly. All he could realize was, that Seeta had gone; 
gone to her eternal rest in God, surely believing, and trusting 
to the last; and her noble act of devotion had saved him. At 
such times those who have their part in the household tragedies 
which happen every day around us, eannot realize much beyond 
ihe faet of the bereavement; and that, stunned as the mind feels, 
is borne passively, perhaps even ealmly. The aehing void is 
hardly felt then. Below, lay the ruins of the onee pleasant houses, 
with the embers of the fire still smouldering; and on his own 
lawn, and in the garden, as well as about the Judge’s house, 
many dead bodies were lying. It was a strange thought and 
impulse, but one Cyril acted upon immediately. “ Come with 
me,” he eried to some of the Eahtores and Buldeo who, with 
several of the police, were below the bastion, and he went down 
to them, and they followed him to the water-gate. 

u You are not going out, Mr. Brandon?” said the offieer 
on duty. “ Some of those seoundrels may be lurking about. At 
least, take a few of the men with you.” 

“No,” said Cyril, “lam much obliged, but you would be 
blamed, and I have my own stout fellows with me. I have 
been watching for some time from the tower, and have seen 
no one.” 

Then he went on, direct to the Judge’s house. Some jaekals 
slunk away through the bushes in the garden, and half-gorged 
vultures flew up heavily into the trees. As he aseended the 
steps of the verandah the body of Azrael Pande lay before him 
in a pool of blood: the staring, glassy eyes glistening in the 
light, and the foul, livid, shattered features, with the same look 
of hate and defiance on them, whieh he remembered as the fatal 
spear had been raised against him. 

“ Seareh him,” said Cyril to the police. “ See if there are 
any papers on him ; ” but they seemed to hesitaie from dread. 

“ I did not fear him living, and I do not fear him dead,” said 
Buldeo, as he stepped forward and began to unfasten the waist- 
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cloth about the body of the Daeoit; and, assisted by the Sikhs 
and others, it was soon stripped. Around the waist was a long 
leather bag, almost filled with gold eoins; another similar bag 
held rubies, and a smaller one a number of fine pearls and unset 
preciour stones. 

“ Ah! he cheated us out of these, sir,” said Buldeo, as he 
turned out the contents. “ They belonged to the Dacoity 
at ——, and here are the diamonds and the rubies which he told 
us were for the shrine of the Mata in Calcutta. Yes, he was 

a thief, too.” 

There were no separate papers; but tied to his back there 
was a cloth case, which Buldeo handed to Mr. Brandon, in 
which was a Sanscrit book; and opening this, Cyril found 
some letters and other documents between the leaves, which he 
took out carefully and put into his own handkerchief. There 
was nothing else, and after leaf after leaf had been turned over, 
Cyril rose to go. As he flung the book down, one of the poliee 
would have taken it up, but Buldeo prevented him. “ That 
is the 6 Gurura Pooran,’ ” he said, “ from which the Maharaj there 
used to summon his devils. It should be burnt. Hrram, Hrram, 
Hrram ! I hear it still! Fling it into the fire yonder, friend, or 
it will do us harm. And now, master, the last search follows. 
If Azrael had any secret in the world, it is there; ” and he took 
up the robber’s quilted packet, and began to unrip it strip by 
strip. At last he came to two papers folded up, one in Persian, 
one in Hindee, which he handed to Cyril; but he did not 
abandon the garment till every stitch of it had been unripped, 
and every part explored. “Now, sir, believe me; whatever he 
had most secret, is in your hands. Come away ! ” 

Cyril took one look through the drawing-room, whieh was 
entire. There . he had been singing with Grace when Seet'a 
burst in through the folding doors : and on the piano, which 
had escaped—for the fire had not affeeted the strong terraced 
roof, and the folding doors were only partially burnt—was the 
old duet, u Dimmi che 11 T ami,” smoke-stained, certainly, but 
entire. “ I will keep this,” he said to himself, “ in memory of 
the night.” And, with his men, he returned to the fort. 

Baba Sahib was there already, and had brought his wife and 
other Brahmin women, and the professional dressers of the dead, 
who were busy with the last sad rites, and wailing and moaning 
as was their eustom. The room was no plaee to go into, and 
even to his faithf.il old friend, Cyril eould say but little. Baba 
Sahib knew it must be so, and respected the grief he could not 
console. And Philip Mostyn came, too, and wrung his friend’s 
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hand. What could he say? What could any one say then? 
All there was to go through must bo done. “ Rose and Grace 
will come to take leave of her,” he said; “ I will find out when 
they are ready inside.” 

The women had dressed Seeta’s head with garlands of 
flowers, and elothed her in one of her simple white muslin 
garments ; and as she lay, looking like a wax figure, and with a 
beautiful but strango wondering look of the majesty of death on 
her sweet faee, even the professional women sitting around her 
seemed to be awe-struck, and were silent; and when Mrs. 
Mostyn, Graeo, Mrs. Pratt, Mrs. Hill, and Lucy Home came in, 
all stood up respectfully. I think they were as mu eh awed 
as the others had been, and, for the most part, were silent too; 
but Graee and Mrs. Mostyn were sobbing bitterly, and w r ould 
have knelt down and kissed the dear sweet face, only that Baba 
Sahib’s wife prevented them. 

“ Sho has been purified for her death,” sho said to Mrs. Pratt, 
w\ho, she knew, understood her, “ and no one ean touch her 
now!” But they each took a garland from her, and silently 
passed out, weeping. 

Meanwhile, a pyre had been prepared below on the margin 
of the lake, elose to the water-gate, and Seeta was taken up and 
carried thither on a bier and laid upon it. The English soldiers 
had saluted the bier as it passed, and Cyril and Mostyn, Mr. 
Noble, and several others followed tho mourning women who 
were chanting the litany and hymns for the dead. Baba 
Sahib and many Brahmins, bare-headed, met them, and as the 
last sad wail arose, the pyre bad been lighted. 

“Enough!” said Philip Mostyn; “ you have done all you 
could, Cyril, eome away! ” And, supporting his friend, he led 
him from the mournful speetacle. 

“ I must see,” said Cyril, as they went up to the tower, 
“ what the papers T have found eontain. My strong impression 
is, that they will throw light on my poor Seeta’s death. I 
eannot rest, Philip, till I have examined them. Come and help 
me.” 

There were two, as we know. One was a bond or aeknow r - 
ledgment from Ram Das, banker and goldsmith, for the sum of 
seven hundred and fifty rupees, dated the —'August, 1855, and 
it had been increased by another item of one thousand, of whieh 
some payments were recorded. 

“ Ah ! ” said Mr. Mostyn, “ this is important indeed ! Let me 
see! that was the day after the murder of Huree Das, I think, 
but I can refer to my notes of the trial. I have no doubt, now, 
that Ram Das was the instigator of that horrible affair.” 
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“Yes!” said Cyril, who was thinking, and much agitated, 
“but this has the Nawab’s seal to it,” and held it up, though 
his hand was shaking. 

“ Give it to me,” said his friend, “ you are not fit to read 
it.” And he read what I thus translate. Notwithstanding 
bad grammar and worse spelling, the purport was quite intel¬ 
ligible : — 

“ In the name of God, the most clement and merciful. 

“I, who am the Nawab Dil Khan Baliadoor (he had omitted 
his new dignities), eovenant and promise to Colonel Azrael 
Pande Bahadoor, to give to him the sum of five thousand rupees, 
and the villages of Zynabad and Seetapoor, of the Talook of 
Noorpoor, of the annual value of rupees four thousand seven 
hundred, and all the lands and rights pertaining thereto. 

“ Item . —And for this grant, the aforesaid Colonel binds 
himself to attaek the Judge’s and Brandon’s houses at Noorpoor, 
and to bring to me unharmed, Missy Mostyn, the sister of the 
Judge aforesaid, and to kill the Judge, and Brandon, and all 
other Feringees, men and women and children, that may be in 
the houses aforesaid, and in the fort of Noorpoor, when my brave 
army has stormed and taken it. 

“ Item. —And in regard to Seeta Bye, I, Dil Khan Bahadoor, 
make no elaim. She is to be the ‘ Colonel ’ Sahib’s slave, and he 
is at liberty to do as he pleases with her. 

“ Written with my own hand, in my eamp at Byna; sealed 
by me, with my own seal ; and signed by me, 

“Dil Khan.” 

Cyril ground his teeth, “ If I could- God help me,” he 

cried; “ this is no time to talk of revenge. Yes, Philip, there 
are two palankeens down there in my garden, abandoned. 
Think of what they escaped ! Yes ! she is at rest, now, my 
sweet darling ! ” he continued, sobbing, “ and these hellish con¬ 
spiracies are at an end, for her.” 

Philip Mestyn was xnueh moved. He knew that Cyril had 
saved his sister, for he had seen some of the fight, and how he 
and Seeta had protected her. “ Horrible ! horrible ! ” he said. 
“ But I eannot bear to think of what Grace escaped ; I only 
know what she owes to you, and to her whods gone.” 

“ Nay ! ” said Cyril, calmly ; “ not to me, but to Hobson— 
who saved us all. For this,” and he pointed to his wound, 
“had made me helpless; and there was no one else near. But 
for him, I had died with her.” 
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CHAPTER XLYII. 

“ SHAH GUNJE.” 

Some weeks had passed, wearily and sadly. A.t the moment 
and, indeed, for many days after Seeta’s death, Cyril Brandon 
had been stunned by the loss of one who had grown to be more 
his eompanion and friend than he had ever believed possible; 
and now, ensued the aching void, which there was nothing to 
fill up. He missed Seeta at every turn, and in every occupation 
she had shared with him. At first, their lives had not had 
much in common, perhaps ; but the ardent nature of Seeta’s 
mind had already overcome many hindrances to more perfect 
communion. In her indefatigable studies she had been chiefly 
guided by Graee Mostyn, whose serene and delieate feeling had 
been reflected in her pupil. It was almost unaceountable to 
Cyril and her friends, how mueh, and how rapidly, Seeta had 
learned during the last four months; how much her capacity 
had been enlarged, and her sense of comprehension vivified by 
her enthusiasm in her new pursuits. She had, indeed, but one 
incentive to exertion : the desire to be, what she felt she ought 
to be, as Cyril’s wife. Not the mere Hindoo girl, whom no one 
could know but her husband ; but one who, in time, might take 
her place openly in the world, and of whom he should never 
be ashamed. And it had seemed to Grace and her sister that 
this might come to be; but that it would necessarily be 
impossible so long as Seeta retained her Hindoo faith and her 
customs. 

Would she ever relinquish them? That, indeed, had been a 
subject of anxious discussion between all who loved Seeta ; but 
even Mrs. Pratt, whose education and experience as a missionary 
gave her more weight and pereeption than Mrs. Mostyn or 
Graee, had hesitated to make any decided attempt at conversion. 
Seeta’s mind was mot yet prepared for the change. She could 
not throw off caste. She could not dissever herself from her old 
associations and her deep love for those who remained at Shah 
Gunje. She could not at onee abandon the old belief in whieh 
she had been reared, and the deep and often grand metaphysical 
arguments by which it was supported. Before these, the 
simplicity of Christian truth had, at first, indeed, appeared 
childish, if not contemptible; and yet how theyvhad perceptibly 
grown upon her! How they were urging her'on to take-one 
final, irrevocable step, we already know in part, but not entirely. 
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Nor is it needful for me to lay bare the struggles of that loving, 
pious heart more than I have already done in these imperfeet 
•nages. Such struggles, even in Christian hearts yearning to 
feel the truth, are often long and terrible; how much more, 
.hen, those of a heathen, with intellect and education powerful 
enough to understand it, and yet with every consideration, 
before held most sacred and precious, not only to be risked, but 
abandoned entirely for a new faith, and altogether new affections 
and associations. If she renounced Hindooism, she should be 
a stranger in her grandfather’s home. She could not eat with 
them, or live with them, at all, as she had used to do. They 
might reproach her, and refuse to see her; and Wamnn Bhut, 
her revered preceptor, would be grieved to the heart. Her old 
associates would despise her, for she knew how Christianity was 
esteemed among them—nay, how she had esteemed it herself, 
hardly a year ago. If Cyril died—and he might die before her— 
and she were a Christian, who could receive her, when her easte 
was gone? No penance, no fine, no entreating of the guild, or 
the Brahmins at Benares, could restore what she had designedly 
given up. She must live alone, as an outeast: and if she died, 
who would even bury her ? 

I §ay these and a thousand other thoughts were daily 
passing through Seeta’s mind, as the time went on, and the 
weakening of the old bulwarks of her faith was progressing ; 
and, perhaps, in this respect, Seeta is only a type of thousands 
and thousands of her own countrymen and women, who feel the 
truth, and who, until some unforeseen crisis in their lives 
arises, dare not make the final plunge whieh not only severs 
them from all they love, honour, and respeet in life, but makes 
them social outeasts—utterly despised and rejected by their 
people, even to the refusal of a cup of cold water. Too many 
among us blame the hardness of the heathen, and call their 
belief in their own faith by very ugly names; but I think the 
utmost bound of charity needs to be extended to them when we 
think on—if we can at all estimate—the force of the reality of 
struggles like Sceta’s. And yet they who watehed by the dying 
girl in that memorable night, knew how near she was in faith 
to God, in whom she trusted as a child. Would she ever have 
accepted baptism ? They could not tell, for none had dared to 
ask. They had been eontent to watch the mental struggle, and 
to comfort and encourage Seeta as well as they could. 

Yet towards becoming a Chiistian, the advantages, in a 
worldly point of view, appeared by far more decided than in 
continuing as she was. Mrs. Pratt had put Seeta’s position 
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before her more plainly than any one, except Cyril himself, 
who had never concealed it. As a Christian, he would marry 
her by Christian rites. No one could then deny her right to 
social rank and position. She might go to England, and visit 
Lady Hylton. She might even, if Cyril’s brother died, be a 
Lady Hylton too, honoured and respected. If she bore children 
to her husband, they would no longer have a stigma of ille¬ 
gitimacy according to English law; and had she not of her 
love, of her faith and constancy, cast her lot with a Christian ? 
So it would seem to be her duty to belong to her husband’s 
faith: to abandon all else, loving and venerating it, never so 
much. Had she any right to refuse what she knew her husband 
would hail with delight? Then she and Grace would be indeed 
sisters, for Mrs. Mostyn had said playfully one day, that she 
and Mrs. Pratt must be her godmothers. AH this Seeta knew, 
yet it had not dazzled her, not helped to still the tempest in her 
neart, in which no worldly motives were engaged. Yet the 
crisis rbas nigh, and a few, a very few days perhaps, would 
most probably have decided the question, which was solved 
otherwise, now, and for ever. 

Baba Sahib had taken upon himself the duty of writing to 
Narendra and his sister, and he enclosed a note to them, only a 
few words, from Cyril. What could he say who could find no 
comfort himself? But little indeed, except to bear bravely 
what had befallen them all. I think one of their greatest 
comforts at Shah Gunje was to think that they were not for¬ 
gotten by Cyril; but Aunt Ella was in sore trouble on many 
accounts. Seeta had not been purged from her offences against 
caste. If she had only gone to Benares at once, jvhen Huree 
Das died! If, indeed! Then she would have returned like 
unto Aunt Ella herself, and this little history had never been 
written. It was somo comfort to know that Baba Sahib and 
the guild at Noorpoor had managed the cremation, and per¬ 
formed all needful ceremonies; and Wamun Bhut would see to 
tho rest. Altogether perhaps, at first, Aunt EUa was more 
resigned to the sad occurrence than it appeared likely she 
should be. The one great dread that Seeta should become 
a Christian was at rest; there was nothing to prevent her soul 
resting in peace, and perhaps the long continuance of rigid 
asceticism, and the painful attempts to discern the end of her 
nose, had blunted the old lady’s feelings of humanity and love 
not a little; at all events as regarded outward observances or 
demonstrations. But few perhaps knew, how often, as she rose 
in the night to bathe in cold water, to sit in wet clothes, and 
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to repeat her “ Earn, Earn, Earn,” natural feelings would have 
their bent: and as the sweet child who* had grown up bofore 
her, the tendrils of whose love had clasped themselves round 
heart, came to her in spirit and seemed to caress her—Aunt 
Ella felt them clinging there still, and wept passionate floods of 
tears—unknown to all besides. I think, too, that Narendra, 
wise as he was in worldly matters, thought, after a while, more 
gently of the bereavement than at first. Seeta, once part of his 
daily life, had been gradually separated from it. Latterly that 
separation had become wider, and it would never have surprised 
the old man to hear that Seeta had become a Christian ; indeed, 
he was so satisfied of Mr. Brandon’s honour, that news of such 
a change in his wife’s faith would almost have been welcomed, 
as assuring him of more perfect accordance in their lives. It is 
probable that poor Seeta might, in this respect, have overrated the 
effect of home influences; and her own determination had been 
to see them onco more ere she came to a final decision on the 
most momentous crisis of her life. 

Buldeo, as before, had carried the letters to Shah Gunje. 
He found the old man submissive and patient, waiting, as he 
said, a turn in public affairs. Earn Das seldom left Shah Gunje: 
he had appropriated all the apartments on the lower storey of 
Narendra’s house, sat in the old banker’s seat, and transacted 
all the business; but he had not discovered the banker’s hidden 
hoard, and the correspondents and agents had declined to remit 
the balances they held without direct orders from Narendra, 
which he refused to give ; so except the gathering up of moneys 
that had been lent in the district around, Earn Das had indeed 
derived little benefit. Thus he was daily tantalized by the 
consciousness that large, very large sums of money which 
belonged to Narendra, were beyond his reach—at least for the 
present; and the hope that there should be “ no English ” was 
perhaps passing into a dread that that hope might not, after all, 
be fulfilled. 

Around, and within Shah Gunje, the people were beginning 
to rouse themselves against the Moulvee’s oppressions, which 
indeed were grievous in many ways, and hard to bear. Not 
only were the tribe of swash-buckler soldiery, who attended 
him, violent and unruly, but tho farmers and landholders began 
to find that demands upon them for instalments of revenue in 
advance, were increasing in amount, and were levied with even 
greater cruelty than before ; and they had sent word to 
Narendra that if Mr. Brandon would only come, they could 
muster enough men of their own to drive; the Moulvee out of 
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Shah Gunje, and hold the town and district for the English, l'n 
his letter therefore tc Mr. Brandon, Narcndra, after some kind 
words of comfort to him on Seeta’s death, pressed him to eome 
quickly. “ I have money enough to pay the men that will 
assemble/' he wrote, “and they will be many; and when,you 
deliver ns from oppression, your name will live gratefully for 
ever in all our hearts.” 

Indeed, it appeared a most opportune time, in which good 
serviee might be done by an active movement with the assist- 
anee of the people themselves ! They only wanted a leader, 
and Mr. Brandon felt assured that not only would Government 
approve of aetion against the rebels, but would sanetion any 
expedition necessary for the purpose. Money he eould not 
burden himself with; but Narcndra would provide funds, and 
Buldeo had assured him that without his proceedings becoming 
known, he and the Bahtores could lead him to Shah Gunje by 
secure but unknown paths through the forests. Nor was Mr. 
Brandon less anxious to secure IJam Das, whose original crime 
could, ho considered, be brought home to him in the evidence 
which the search of Azrael Pandes body had furnished, and 
there would be more procurable if he eould only get to Shah 
Gunje. There were several accounts in Azrael’s handwriting 
found among his other papers, all pointing to transactions with 
Ram Das, which had begun about the time of the murder of 
Huree Das, but wliieh could only bo perfectly understood by an 
examination of the goldsmith's books. Buldeo had often been 
examined as to the antecedents of the affair at Gokulpoor, but 
he was consistent in declaring that he knew nothing. lie had 
been absent on an errand to a village, and had rejoined Azrael 
at Shah Gunje, and the gang at the waterfall, only on the day 
the Pacoity was committed. He had heard certainly that a 
banker had eome to the waterfall, and brought money; and that 
two of tho scouts, Sumbho and Govinda, had accompanied him ; 
but whether he was Bam Das, or not, he could not tell. “ If I 
eould only find out where theso two men are,” he said, “ we 
should know all: hut they disappeared when the Docoity was 
discovered and Azrael was apprehended, and must have fled 
from the eountry.” 

Buldeo’s brother, Foorsut, had long sinco joined him; and 
was now one of Cyril’s most active spies. He had not known 
of the intended attack on Noorpoor, or proposed abduction of 
Seeta and Miss Mostyn. The Nawab and his army were at 
Ryna, watching Hurpal Singh; and Azrael had remained in 
his retreat, growing more and more wild and uneontrollable. 
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Even Goor Bax had given him up, and left him with three men 
to take care of him. One morning, however, after one of his 
nriest fearful nights, Azrael and the others had suddenly left 
Futtehpoor, desiring him to remain ; and there he had waited 
many days, till at last the Sepoys returned, one of them being 
badly wounded. They told him the army had been repulsed at 
Noorpoor, and they had seen Azrael killed by Captain Hobson 
and Buldeo, just as he was on the point of seizing Seeta. There 
had been great hope that the surprise of Noorpoor would be 
complete, and there were palankeens provided by Azrael to 
earry away some of the ladies ; but the attaek had failed, and 
there was great diseontent in the army in consequenee. After 
their eomrade died, Foorsut therefore was free to aet for himself, 
and had brought away Azracl’s property, sueh as it was, and 
given himself up. Then he and Buldeo, who eould never rest 
for more than a very few days at a time, went out occasionally 
to bring in news, the last of whieh was, that the armies of the 
Nawab and Ilnrpal Singh had fought together, and that Hurpal 
Singh had the worst of it, and had returned to his castle; but 
that the Nawab’s Sepoys were mutinous, and wanted^ to take 
him to Jhansy or Cawnpoor, and that he was helpless in the 
hands of Colonel Goor Bux, who now did as he pleased. 

“ I am quite clear, Philip, it will he the best thing to do,” 
said Cyril to Mr. Mostyn one day, not long after Buldeo and 
his brother had returned from their last expedition as seouts; 
“and if we carry Shah Gunje, of which I have little doubt, the 
whole country will be with us. Baba Sahib is entirely of my 
opinion, too. It is quite impossible to remain here with all that 
lias happened so fresh in my memory, that every day seems a 
repetition of the same horrible seeue. Indeed, I try not to 
complain, Philip ; but you can hardly put yourself in my plaee, 
and feel what I do. If I succeed, I may win some eredit, and if 
I don’t come back to you, there will be only one more gone, who 
tried to do his duty.” 

“ And were I in your plaee, I would do the same, Cyril,” 
replied his friend. “ I know you won’t be rash, and you must 
always remember that you have others to think of at home, as 
well as yourself. But you won’t go alone? ” 

“ No, Philip; Temple will come with me, and I shall leave 
Noble in charge. Hobson would have come, also, but his 
wound is not healed, and while the nucleus of his regiment is 
here, the Brigadier says he must stay; and he is very sorry 
about this. Twenty-five volunteers from bis men were called 
for, and we shall have as fine a set of fellows with us as men 
need to have.” 
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So it was settled that they should go; and it was with a 
lighter heart than he had had since Seeta died, that Cyril Bran¬ 
don took leave of Mr. Mostyn and Grace, and other friends ; 
and as the small party assembled at the gate at dusk one even¬ 
ing, the English soldiers and the officers all came out and gave 
him three hearty cheers, and wished him a safe return. Poor 
Mrs. Mostyn had been much affected, and could hardly speak to 
him; but Grace, though her tears were falling fast, told him 
to go and do his duty, and prayed that God would keep him 
safely. 

“ If I do return,” he replied earnestly, “ I shall be very 
thankful; and if I do not, I- cannot leave you without again 
telling you how deeply grateful I feel for all your love and 
affection for my dear wife, even to the last, a feeling which will 
only increase with time ; ” and so he left her. 

What a pleasant march it Avas ! The sense of freedom, the 
open country, the absence from that almost unbearable atmo¬ 
sphere of petty squabbles and jealousies, gave the companions 
new heart. Cyril’s wound was almost healed, and he had re¬ 
gained the use of his hand and arm, which was at one time 
rather doubtful. The first night they rested at the G&o Mookh, 
under the trees, where the tents had been pitched months before. 
The Incherna was now a considerable body of water, and 
plunged into the chasm with a dull, sudden roar, sending up 
clouds of spray. How true had been his poor Seeta’s augury ! 
A brief term of happiness, and as it seemed nearest the highest 
fulfilment, yet to bedashed away ! Next morning they plunged 
into the forest below, by a rough path, and making as rapid 
marches as possible, reached the foot of the glen, at the head of 
which was the temple, and the waterfall, with which this tale 
commenced. 

The place on which they encamped was an open level spot, 
close by the stream, a short green sward, which looked indeed 
like a meadow. All around were lofty rugged hills, which 
seemed to close up the amphitheatre, leaving only room for the 
stream to escape under a lofty precipice. And then the place 
was perfectly free from observation; nor was there any village 
much nearer than Shah Gunje, which was about seven miles 
distant. 

“0 that I were free!” cried Narendra, as Buldeo came to 
him that night with the message from Cyril; “that I might 
go at once to meet him; but I must seem moYe than ever to be 
a prisoner. Tell him that all are ready, and he will meet a 
thousand men to-morrow night at the waterfall. He need not 
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delay; let him bring them on at once, while their blood is hot. 
Let him send a party to release me, and I will soon be with 
him” 

On the afternoon following, Cyril and Temple, with the 
Rahtores and his orderlies, moved cautiously up the glen, by 
the margin of the stream, and after a rough scramble the little 
piece of sward under the waterfall was reached. They were the 
first there, and had time to admire the extreme beauty of the 
spot, now glowing under the orange rays of 7 the setting sun, 
which shone directly upon it, lighting up the gaunt arms of the 
old peepul tree, and the precipice and fall, with golden light. 
Round the tree, flocks of paroquets and wild pigeons were wheel¬ 
ing, as they settled to their night’s rest; and down the glen, 
pea-fowl were screaming as they flew from side to side of the 
stream. 

“This is the place whence we went to the Dacoity at 
Gokulpoor,” said Buldeo. “ It is an old rendezvous of ours; 
and look, there are the crucibles in which Azrael melted the 
gold and silver. No one has been here since, for our marks 
have not been disturbed ; ” and he pointed to a few twigs 
arranged in a peculiar manner at the entrance to the temple. 

Presently the sun went down and the night fell, and the 
sound of a village horn was heard far away in the distance. 
“That is the signal,” said Buldeo; “that is Bulram Singh’s 
hornj and he will be here with his two hundred clansmen.” 
Bulram Singh was the old friend of Cyril, that we know of, and 
with him were allied most of the petty chieftains of the Noor- 
poor district. Nor was Buldeo mistaken, for in a short time 
they heard a body of men descending the path which led to the 
temple, and Bulram Singh hurried on to meet the two friends, 
who stood at the entrance to receive him. Heartily embracing 
Bulram Singh, who was sobbing liko a child, Cyril bid him 
be of good heart, and if all were like him, the district would 
soon be cleared. 

“ They are all coming, sir,” he replied; “ all that we need 
There will be a thousand men or more here to-night. Then we 
will take you on silently.” 

And it was a strange wild scene, when, as there was no room 
for the men, leader after leader came down the path, and in¬ 
troduced by Bulram Singh, presented the hilt of his sword: and 
when all were there, some one lighted a torch, and the glare 
spread over the bronzed determined faces of some fifty men, 
petty landholders, heads of villages, all of whom Cyril had 
known before. Truly they seemed in earnest. 
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“ My friends,” he said, “ I could not come sooner, for I was 
wounded, and my arm was helpless; but I am among ye at 
your own call, and we will free ourselves from the tyranny 
from which all are suffering. Keep together and do not speak, 
let no one fire a shot. Ye all know the place. One half go 
with me, another with my friend here, whom ye do not know, 
but whom I know to be brave and true ; and now—for no one 
can hear it here—one cheer for the English, ‘ Jey Ivoompani 
Bahadoor.’ ” And it was heartily answered by all, and taken 
up by the masses of men above, ringing through the air till 
Cyril feared it might be heard far away. 

“ The horses and horsemen are come,” said one of the Sikh 
orderlies as he came up; “and we are all ready, sir! ” and with 
another shout of “ Jey Brandon Bahadoor,” the leaders moved 
on, followed by Cyril, and Temple, who was wild with delight 
and exeitement. “ Quite dramatic, isn’t it, Brandon ? ” he cried; 
“ what a scene for a play ! ” 

When they were close to Shah Gunje, there was another 
short halt; nothing seemed to be stirring within the town. The 
gates were shut, but there were gaps in the wall which were 
not guarded, and, entering by them, the surprise was complete. 
Cyril, who knew the town and needed no guide, had sent Bulram 
Singh with Temple, who took him direct to the local court-house, 
whence some sounds of music were proceeding. The Moulvee, 
in fact, had been holding one of his nightly revels ; and the party 
rose in confusion as the young Englishman and his companions 
entered. Then there was a short melee , and the Moulvee 
rushing at Temple with a shout of execration, was shot by him 
as he advanced, and all the rest were soon sabred or over¬ 
powered. 

“You should have left him to me, sir,” said Bulram Singh; 
“ I had marked him for my own, but I was too late.” 

“ Yes, too late, my friend,” replied Temple; “ but you were 
busy enough, I think,” as he observed his bloody sword. “ Well 
done, well done ! ” 

Mean-while Cyril had advanced on the dear old house he 
remembered so well. There was a strong guard at the gate, but 
ere he could pass the chow r kc, lie heard a clamour within, and 
many of the guard ran out crying, “ Treachery! treachery! ” 
The fact was that Buldeo, with several of the Kahtores, had been 
admitted from behind by the womcn-servants : had gained the 
inner court, and while Bam Das, who slept there, was being 
bound by two of the men, the remainder attacked the guard 
from within, and put them to flight, with terrible use of their 
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heavy swords. The rest was completed by Cyril’s men, and as 
lie entered the old eonrt he saw the tall figure of the banker 
standing on the steps with his arms outstretched, crying to him 
to come, for he had once more saved his life and his honour. 
“And you are safe, you are safe,” he said again and again, pass¬ 
ing his hands over him. “ 0 thanks be to God who sent you! ” 
and Aunt Ella too was elose behind, who threw her arms about 
Cyril’s neek, and wept and laughed hysterically, and cried her 
thanks incoherently, till her brother drew her away, trembling 
as she was, and bid her be silent. 

“And Earn Das?” asked Cyril; “ho has not escaped, I 
hope ? ” 

“No, sir,” said one of the Rahtores who stepped from with¬ 
in. “ He tried to strangle himself with his hands, but we tied 
them up with his turban, and he is quite safe. Come and see 
him.” 

Yes, he was quite safe, writhing on the floor, with an ex¬ 
pression of malignity on his evil face, which Cyril thought even 
Azrael’s had not surpassed; but he did not speak. 

Presently Temple eame in, full of praises of Bulram Singh 
and all who had been with him. “A few of the rebels have 
escaped,” he said, “ but we have a good many prisoners, for I 
could not kill the wretehes who had put grass in their mouths 
and were crying for quarter; but a good many are dead. Every 
gate is guarded, and I am glad to say we have only a few 
wounded. Who would have thought these rusties would have 
fought as they did ? ” 

“ They only wanted you to lead them, sir,” said Narendra 
gracefully, “and may God bless you both. Many there are who 
will come to kiss your feet to-morrow.” 

Then they sat talking of the past almost till the day broke; 
sadly indeed, but very lovingly. “ It is strange, Mr. Brandon,” 
said Narendra, as Cyril lay down to take some sleep, “ that our 
darling had always an idea she should die for her husband; and 
in this her belief was fulfilled to the last. So let her live in 
our memories as one whose devotion saved you, and whom God 
spared the misery that ruffian had intended for her.” 

Next morning the -town w r as like a fair. The people from 
villages around brought in garlands of flowers, and laid them at 
Mr. Brandon and Temple’s feet. The daneing girls of Shah 
Gunje dressed themselves in their gayest apparel, and spreading 
carpets in the ehowke, daneed and sang ballads in Cyril’s praise 
whieh they had often sung before, but never with more spirit 
and applause. Then as tho old English flag was once more 
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hoisted amidst the shouts of the people, and garlands were hung 
on the staff, and cast at its foot, all felt that the English were 
in authority once more, and there would be peace. Before day¬ 
break a party of cavalry and the Rahtores had been despatched 
with two of Narendra’s clerks to Gokulpoor, where the books and 
papers of Ram Das had been seized and brought in ; and before 
evening of a busy day, order had been quite restored. The 
treasury of the district was found to be full, for the Moulvee had 
intended to take away what he had collected himself; and as a 
head local authority was needed, Bulram Singh was appointed 
by Mr. Brandon, and was accepted by the people with joy. As 
to the guild of goldsmiths, they went in an abjectly penitent 
body to Narendra’s house and besought him to resume his 
authority; and in all respects there was rejoicing that day in 
Shah Gunje such as had never been remembered before, tempered, 
as it might well be, to those in whose memories the recollection 
of the dead was fresh and vivid. 


CHAPTER XLVIII. 

THE NAWAB’S TERROR. 

The next few days were a busy time. Not only had the 
exactions made from the people to be repaid, but the new levies 
to be, in some degree, organized and fitted for service. Some of 
the old police had proved unfaithful, and had gone over to the 
Nawab or Rajah Hurp&l Singh; but many had been true, who 
now joined Mr. Brandon, and assisted him in his new formation. 
Bulram Singh and another landholder provided four guns, the 
two lightest of which were prepared for active service; the others 
were to be left at Shah Gunje with Temple, who, Narendra 
declared, must be his guest till his tents could arrive. As to 
Ram Das’s connection with Azrael Pande, the books captured 
furnished ample proof of their mutual transactions, and were 
therefore sealed up, to be opened only when the case should be 
tried by Mr. Mostyn. Ram Das himself made no admission 
whatever; he preserved a sullen silence, and was removed to 
the guard-room of the court-house till he could be sent to Noor- 
poor. 

So far all was settled at Shah Gunje; and »Baba Sahib, who 
had been unable to remain inactive at Noorpoor, accompanied by 
several of the native clerks, soon tried to make his way to Shah 
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Gunje, and to take his part in the work with his usual zeal. 
Under his assistance, an effective administrative establishment 
was speedily constructed; those who had hidden themselves in 
terror from the Moulvee, now rejoined the service; and public 
business was in such active progress that Cyril could no longer 
delay, for the opportunity was admirable. Hurpal Singh had 
gone to join another rebel Rajah at some distance, with all his 
levies. There were already rumours of the advance of several 
English armies, and since Dehly had fallen, and the English had 
recovered strength, it was becoming evident to all waverers 
that now was the time to assume a loyal demeanour. 

Leaving Temple therefore, with directions for every emer¬ 
gency, Mr. Brandon pressed on through the country, not only 
delivering the people from petty local oppressors, but re¬ 
establishing the authority of Government soundly and satisfac¬ 
torily ; and it was a great assurance to him to find how deeply 
the people rejoiced in the return to old laws and customs. They 
might be hard; they might be unsympathetic; but they were 
just. They furnished personal and general security, and the 
tyranny of the strong over the weak was at an end. Cyril’s 
progress was indeed almost a triumphal procession. At every 
village he was met by the women, singing hymns, beaming 
water-pots and garlands, and waving trays over him in which 
were lighted lamps and offerings. Where there were musicians 
they played before him, as at a marriage feast. Here and there 
some slight resistance was encountered, or there were little 
skirmishes ; but they did not hinder the main object of the tour, 
which was effective and encouraging. 

From Noorpoor, too, the news was satisfactory. Mr. Noble, 
with Hobson, a native assistant, and some volunteers from the 
police and the Sepoys, had made two successful sallies, and beaten 
the Nawab’s posts out of several considerable places in what had 
been Mr. Noble’s portion of the district. Then the Brigadier 
himself had made a forced march upon the greater part of the 
Nawab’s army, and forced it to retreat; for while men were 
stirring around them, it was no easy matter to hold the English 
soldiers in an inactive position; and on a good opportunity 
occurring, they were treated to a dash against the Pandies, and 
enjoyed it. There was no denying, however, that the Nawab’s 
army was still strong; and for the present it was not deemed 
advisable to attack Futtehpoor, or to show how few soldiers could 
be spared lor field operations. But the rapid re-establishment 
of the civil power was a contingency for which Nawab Dil Khan 
had not been prepared; and the practical exposition of it to 
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which Mr. Brandon resorted, was as unexpected as it was very 
decidedly unpleasant. 

It was quite within the province of the Commissioner of the 
district, in the latitude of action which all civil authorities then 
possessed, to offer a high reward for the Nawab’s apprehension ; 
and a proclamation, in the local vernacular language, was put in 
circulation, to the effect, “that Nawab Dil Khan Bahadoor, of 
Futtehpoor, having wantonly rebelled against the English, 
attacked Noorpoor, with the intention of destroying all the 
English there, and carrying off certain ladies ; taken possession 
of British districts, plundered their treasuries, and in several 
instances (detailed) put to death the local officers in charge of 
them”-—and with much more to the same purport, which need 
not be particularized— u was therefore a rebel: and that for his 
apprehension” (Baba Sahib’s opinion being, that the words “for 
his head ” should be added) “ the sum of five thousand rupees was 
offered, with a free pardon—unless they had committed murder 
—to all who might apprehend him, and bring him to Noorpoor.” 

No sooner was this written, than Buldeo and Foorsut, ever 
ready for any desperate enterprise, volunteered to attach copies 
to the very gates of the Nawab’s fort; and they performed this 
feat in the most approved Dacoit fashion. Foorsut well knew 
the secret staircase from the well, and led Buldeo up by it at 
night, till they fairly entered the Nawab’s hall of audience, and 
stuck one of the papers against the wall in a conspicuous place, 
with others against the gates outside; and no doubt the practice 
of their old profession had very considerably conduced to their 
success. 

While the brothers were returning to Mr Brandon’s camp, 
great was the consternation at Futtehpoor. As he awoke in the 
morning—for the Nawab, after his defeat, had returned to his 
castle some days before—the proclamation was brought to him 
by an attendant, who, when he entered the hall of audience 
early, in order to sweep it, had found the document stuck against 
the wall, over the Nawab’s customary seat, and was horribly 
alarmed. Nor was the Nawab less so. There was no doubt of 
its authenticity. The seal of the Commissioner of the Noorpoor 
Province was attested by the u Cyril Brandon ” of the Commis¬ 
sioner himself, about which there could be no mistake whatever. 
Everybody knew those bold yet delicate characters. Above aR 
thoughts which now peculiarly disturbed the Nawab, were two: 
first, the conviction that his deed of promise to Azrael Pande had 
fallen into Mr. Brandon’s possession, and could be used against 
him. All he might urge in extenuation was, the fact that the 
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writing had heen extorted from him by Azrael, who had gained 
aecess to him as he slept, and holding a dagger to his heart, had 
forced him to write as he dictated. But as, unfortunately, no 
one eould prove this, it might not be believed. Then the secret 
entrances to his eastle had been discovered by some one, and Dil 
Khan felt that at any moment, even Mr. Brandon himself, pistol 
in hand, might eorne up the stairease and slay him. It was of 
little avail, for comfort, that the Nawab directed the arehway 
opened by Azrael Pande to be re-elosed : the horrible proclama¬ 
tion beeame an aetual terror, whieh possessed him night and day 
and seared away sleep ; a terror which no one eould comfort, no 
one mitigate. It w r as as if the words of his wife, the “ Star of 
Women,’ 5 were becoming true; that he would be a fugitive, and 
that in the hour of his trouble no one would help him. 

Help him! Who was there to do so, now? Colonel Goor 
Bux had long ago taken all military authority out of his hands. 
He, the Soobadar Major of the rebel —th, and the Rissaldar of 
the cavalry, did as they pleased, took what money they pleased, 
and spent it as they pleased. Indeed, it was hard for them, 
exeept by largesses, to hold their men together, in the faee of 
the news from Dehly, and other news too, whieh followed fast 
and thiek. They were already thinking, and more than thinking, 
of deserting the Nawab and following the rebel armies to Jhansy, 
or elsewhere. And, if they left him, what ehanee was there of 
meeting, even for a day, any onset by the Brigadier, or even by 
Mr. Brandon, whose levies were driving all before them ? No 
more ghastly fiend—Ghoul or Jinn—eould even the sorecrers of 
his faith have ealled up from the realm of spirits, than this 
horrible proclamation. Comfort, he had found none. One wife 
had already betaken herself to Dehly, to prepare the way, as she 
said, for her lord’s reception by the “ King of Kings.’ 5 The 
other, more faithful, and secure in her loeal influence, had told 
him that she should remain and el aim the protection of the 
English; and urged him, with many prayers and tears, to do 
the same. But the Nawab was, alas! too far—too deeply com¬ 
mitted—for that; and the proclamation, staring him in the faee 
as it lay before him, forbade a thought of surrender. There 
was only one alternative, it seemed—to rejoin his army, then 
lying at the frontier of the Noorpoor province, and to lead it, 
yes, to lead it to Jhansy to join the Ranee! /‘Colonel” Goor 
Bux would, he knew, eoineide with him in this, as their best 
eourse ; and now he had no other adviser. The Moulvee was 
dead; all his schemes were dead. The province of whieh he 
had assumed the rulersbip was a phantom to the Nawab which 
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was melting away. Mama Jumccla was dead. Azrael Pande 
was dead : but his fearful secrets were not dead, and there was 
the proclamation which told its own story in proof of them. 
For five thousand rupees any one might betray him, and lead 
him away captive to Noorpoor, where a traitor’s doom awaited 
him—a parade of white faces, a loaded cannon, or the hangman 
with a rope ! 

Could he contrast this with what he might have been, had 
he remained steadfast to the English, and not shiver to his very 
marrow? His ancestral dominions safe, and increased by his 
generous friends! Honours and congratulations showered upon 
him. Visiting the Brigadier and Mr. Mostyn, with the certainty 
that he had aided Mr. Brandon or Mr. Noble—that he had 
beaten away the rebels from bis gates—would have been very 
different to what he must endure now, if he went as a mean 
suppliant for his life ! I say, with all these miseries gnawing 
at his heart, it could hardly be otherwise, than that the Nawab 
followed the course of escaping from present dread, rather than 
that of meeting those whom he had enraged ; and one morning, 
riding at early dawn from his castle, they heard a few days 
after, at Noorpoor, that his whole force had left the province, 
and was on its way to one of the head-quarters of the rebel 
army. 

Then, indeed, the district was once more free, though, as 
yet, not entirely, of rebel influences; and gradually the posts 
were re-established, and news came in from many parts, which 
told them at Noorpoor what had been done elsewhere, and what 
was doing in the great war, and set their hearts at rest as to 
the final issue. Very gradually Cyril Brandon had worked 
round towards Futtehpoor; and when his camp was within a 
few miles of the castle, he received a letter from the Khanum 
Sahiba, the “ Star among Women, 5 ” praying to be taken under 
English protection; that the Nawab had gone away—where, 
she knew not—and that no Sepoys nor any army were there— 
no one, in fact, in charge of the place but her own personal 
retainers, who were true to the English, as she was herself, and 
had been from the first. There was no doubting the sincerity 
of this profession; and as Baba Saliib had ascertained its 
correctness from oilier sources, Cyril marched at once to the 
castle, and was admitted to the hall of audience, at a door of 
which, behind a screen, sat the poor lady weeping, and unable 
to speak much; but, consoled by Mr. Brandon, was not as yet 
entirely in despair. At her request, Cyril continued certain of 
the civil officers in local employment, and the household, who 
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were faithful to their mistress, remained as before. But a pro¬ 
clamation was issued, that the Nawab’s estate was under attach¬ 
ment, and that authority in it belonged to the Commissioner of 
Noorpoor until the pleasure of Government was made known. 

“ There are two men whom I have had a long time in 
confinement, Mr. Brandon, in one of the secret dungeons, who 
entreat to be taken to you,” said the Kotwal of the town ; “ they 
tell me they were Dacoits, with one Azrael Pande who was their 
leader. They do not know whether he is alive or dead; but 
they can give you important information about him, and about 
the Dacoity at Gokulpoor. Will you see them ? They have 
been well cared for, but secreted by the Nawab for about two 
years; I infer, therefore, that they were of some importance.” 

See them ? Of course he would see them ! Why, this was 
another of the wonderful events of the time! and Buldeo was 
sent with the Kotwal to bring the men. In a short time 
Buldeo returned, crying and laughing like a child. “ They are 
Sumbho and Govinda,” he exclaimed ; “ so long lost! Ah, they 
will tell you all about the murder of Huree Das, at last! ” 

As he spoke, the men entered, their heavy irons clanking as 
they moved, and fell down before Cyril, who was in the hall of 
audience. They were pale from long confinement and inaction, 
and dazzled by the light of day; but they were perfectly collected, 
and told their story with simplicity and truthfulness which 
could not be mistaken. We know all about that sad matter 
already, and need not recapitulate it. These men were the two 
scouts whom Azrael had employed: who had brought Earn Das 
to the waterfall at night, had heard his proposal and Azrael’s 
acceptance of it; who had returned to Gokulpoor with him, and, 
assisted by him, had concealed themselves behind some cotton 
bales, and opened the gates for the Dacoits when the time came. 
Thus, all was revealed which had lain hid so long! What a 
strange, painful drama it had been! with only Seeta’s life 
shining out of the gloom, as it were, a vision of a bright jewel 
in a horrible dream. 

, They were longing at Noorpoor to see Cyril, and he had 
arranged to be with them at Christmas, Mr. Mostyn had 
already had a new roof put upon his house, and it was quite 
habitable and comfortable; but Cyril’s was still a ruin. Do we 
remember the previous Christmas ? It will not, I think, have 
been forgotten; and the conversation between the friends, and 
many other circumstances which then happened, when Seeta 
was there too, and they all began to know her. Well, a year 
was gone— a year of tumult and horror. But though one 
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victim had been claimed, the evil shadow of Sumbut 1914 wap 
already departing, and though the weird year must inevitab 1 
fulfil its character of blood, yet it would be that of cruel enc 
who had brought retribution on themselves for many a da: 
act of murder; and not the blood of those whom Azrael 
had doomed when he made his address to the Thirty-foi 
Barraekpoor. All of them were safe now, except such as , « ° 

fall in the ordinary course of war. No more helpless worn, 
and children, thank God, would perish in hideous massacre! 

As Cyril Brandon rode into Noorpoor early on Christmas 
morning, did he remember his last ride by that road, and his 
companion then ? I do not think he had forgotten cither; but 
the last wound was open, and bleeding still, and Grace Mostyn 
was but as a sister. He was a good deal changed, too, in many 
respects. More resolute, for the exercise of independent action 
and responsibility involve, or perhaps beget, resolution—more 
confident in himself, and more thoroughly imbued with a 
knowledge and conviction of the value of her who had so 
miserably perished in saving him. Would they have forgotten 
her? Not so, he thought; nor was he mistaken. Seeta’s 
memory was very precious among her friends, and their conver¬ 
sation often turned upon the strange incidents of her life, and 
her last act of devotion and love. 

Yes, it was a very affectionate, pleasant meeting, a very 
happy one I might say, though the reminiscences to Cyril 
Brandon were inexpressibly painful, and they grew upon him 
day after day, moro than was good for him. He could not walk 
through his* garden, or see the blackened ruins of Seeta’s pretty 
cottage, he could not be in the drawing-room of the Judge’s 
house—without remembering the sudden burst of Seeta from 
the dining-room, while her sudden piercing cry to escape seemed 
to ring in his ears ; nor could he go down the steps in front, 
without having the whole scene of that horrible night repeated. 
It was almost worse at first if he went up to the fort; but after 
a few days he felt he had rather live where Seeta died than be 
always with the Mostyns, with whom his presence seemed, he 
thought, to be a sort of constraint. And he could be freer to do 
his work, too, by himself. With Grace Mostyn, so long as Seeta 
lived, he had been on the terms of a brother with a sister. Now 
that was changed, for the object of common interest and love no 
longer existed, and the heart which had once resisted temptation 
was now stronger than ever, entrenched, as it were, behind a 
rampart of grief, which, though neithei morbid nor intrusive, 
could not at once give way. 
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Noorpoor was not a gay station, by any means, that Christ¬ 
as; indeed, I hardly eare to write hov dull it was. Some of 
residents had gone to their bungalows in the eantonment; 
‘a whose houses had been burnt, remained in the fort with, 
igadier and his staff. Noble earne in to eat his Christmas 
with the Mostyns. All were thankful, no doubt; but 
.jess prevailed, for even petty squabbles had departed before 
,»ant of exeiting causes, and the absenee of home news. And 
that, when it came at last, was an event never to be forgotten. 
Months had passed sinee those beleaguered in Noorpoor had 
received letters. Now there was news of children, of wives, 
of parents, of friends; some joyful, some sorrowful, some pain¬ 
ful and hard to bear, but better than the suspense whieh had 
existed before; and they heard too, often, of the exertions that 
England was making for all, and how the evil tidings of rebel¬ 
lion and massaere had been received. 

Cyril’s letters were very varied. There was at first a com¬ 
plaint about his brother’s health; but in the latter ones there 
was much anxiety both on his mother’s part and on his sister’s. 
They were now at Cannes, and had taken a villa there for the 
season, that is, from November till March. “Mentone was 
thought too relaxing, and John does not like it,” wrote Lady 
Hylton. “ The place is too quiet for him. Here, at any rate, 
we have plenty of friends, and he can get as much riding as 
is good for him; and really it is very pleasant, though I am 
anxious, beeause the doetors plainly told me, and told him, that 
he must not risk another winter in England. If we were only 

as little anxious about you; but I am eomforted by what - 

tells me, that you are not in the disturbed parts of India, and 
will not be affeeted by the mutiny of the Sepoys. If I thought 
you were, I am sure I should never sleep,” etc., ete. 

The last of his mother’s envelopes, a fortnight later, was of 
a different nature. I need not quote the whole of it; but 
between her thoughts that the news she had received was true, 
and the increasing evil tidings from India, poor Lady Hylton 
had written in evident anguish. “ I received the enclosed by the 
last mail,” Lady Hylton wrote, “ and you can only estimate 
faintly, how it has distressed and grieved jne. Whether the 
writer’s insinuation that the native eonneetion you have formed 
is a permanent one, is true or not, I have no means of judging. 

An old friend,-, who knows Indian customs well, says it 

cannot be permanent, and that temporary liaisons are only too 
common; but, 0, my dear son, that any scandal of this kind 
should be spread about you, cuts me to the heart, and I cannot 
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bear it. I dare not tell the matter to Augusta, and when I 
mentioned it to your brother, he flushed very much, and said 
he would not write to you, but I might, as it would have more 
effect. 0 Cyril! I have so trusted you since you left me, and 
never, never have I heard a word about you that grieved me. 
I can bear all this horrible news that comes, for I know you 
will do your duty wherever you are: but if this abominable 
scandal be true, it will break my heart.” From his brother, 
too, there were a few lines:—“Mater will tell you all about 
me, and I suppose I must submit to live here till spring to 
please her and the doecors. As to Augusta, she is perfectly 
happy, and indulges in as many flirtations as she conveniently 
can. You will see that some very particular friend of yours 
has written to mother about what you eonfided to me. Do 
satisfy her, like a dear fellow, for I foresee that she will be 
iniserable if you don’t—and that by return mail. Take eare 
of yourself; and I think if you ean get a lick at those Pandies, 
you won’t let it pass. Somehow or other, I don’t feel a bit 
anxious about you.” 

Cyril looked at the envelope enelosed in his mother’s letter* 
The postmark was Calcutta, and the bandwriting of the direc¬ 
tion he did not know; but the enclosure was very different. 
There were the peculiar spiky characters of Mrs. Smith, whieli 
it was impossible any one could imitate, and the purport of the 
letter was sueh a strange, spiteful mingling of truth and false¬ 
hood, piety (after Mrs. Smith’s fashion), and irreverenee, that 
I am almost tempted to eopy it as a curiosity of literature, but 
I refrain for many reasons. Possibly there aro some of my 
readers who, hating “black people,” might enjoy Mrs. Smith’s 
opinion of them, and I should appear to pander to sueh. There 
was also a digression upon the morality of Indian females in 
general, and poor Seeta’s in particular, which is too prurient 
to be sufficiently deeent to transcribe, and which, of course, was 
written in “ the very strictest confidence.” 

Cyril was reading this in the oetagon room when Philip 
Mostyn entered, who saw at onee the angry flush on his friend’s 
cheek, and in conjunction with the pile of English letters on 
the table, thought it might be some family matter; but Cyril 
undeeeived him at onee. “ Eead that,” he said, “ about my 
poor girl. I found out Mrs. Smith once before, and, like a fool, 
forgave her; but she shall not escape me this time. Think, 
Philip, what agony it has been to mo to read that, here where 
my darling’s pure spirit passed away.” 

Philip Mostyn read the letter slowly, and Cyril saw the 
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tears well up in his eyes as he did so. “ She would have for¬ 
given her as she did the ruffian who murdered her, Cyril,” he 
said at length, solemnly. “ If Seeta were alive, I should say 
nothing; but as she is gone to rest, I plead for her, that this 
infamous tissue of lies should be forgiven, though it may not 
be forgotten.” 

Cyril looked out through the oriel window towards the 
plaeid lake, blue and crisped by the slight breeze that blew 
across it, and, far away, the hills were dimmed in the soft haze* 
He'did not speak for some time, but the appeal from his friend, 
so tenderly given in her name, had not been lost upon him, 
“For her sweet memory's'sake, Philip,” be said at last, “which 
should not be blurred, even by a thought—God help me— I do 
forgive this. I had thought of sending it to the writer's 

husband, but-” and he took the letter and tore it into the 

smallest fragments, which fluttered down to the water in a 
white shower. “Let it pass now—now that my darling is at 
rest.” 


CHAPTEE XLIX. 

THE KANEE OF JHANSY. 

When the Nawab Dil Khan and his army arrived at Jhansy, the 
British forces, under Sir Hugh Eose (Lord Strathnairn), were 
sweeping all before them to the southward, while Madras 
troops, under General Whitloek, were carrying war further 
to tho east into the territories of the Eajah of Banpoor and the 
Xawab of Banda. From the north-west, strong columns were 
pursuing a flying enemy down the banks of the Jumna towards 
Kalpee; and others were already assembling from the eastward 
for a last attack upon Lucknow. Thus while this tale does not, 
as I have before said, profess to give the history of the period 
which historians have provided, it seems needful to mention 
in some part, and briefly, what was being dono to hem in the 
rebel Sepoy army and its allies; and among those operations, 
Jhansy was soon to be the seene of one of the most brilliant 
achievements of that very exeiting period of the war. 

It does not appear to me that Xawab Dil Khan had in any 
degree improved his position by the march to Jhansy. He had 
been carried thither by his fears rather than his hopes. Behind 
him he saw disgrace and ruin, nay, even death, which there was 




408 


SEETA. 


no apparent means of eseaping; before him—well, his “Kismut” 
or fate, whatever that might be. I have before said that the 
Nawab was no warrior; he had no experience of leading armies 
or of fighting battles; and he had already seen that a mere 
handful of British troops, English and native, had been able 
to'drive his'own forees from a strong position, and that his’few 
guns had been saved with difficulty. There was no good aeeord 
between the leaders of his forees; and, as it neared its destina¬ 
tion, the mutineers of Noorpoor had separated, the majority, 
under the Rissaldar and the Soobadar Major of the —th, pre¬ 
paring to join the Nana Sahib's army which lay at Kalpee, 
under Tantia Topee, who was preparing to support the Ranee. 

“ Colonel ” Goor Bux and the Nawab therefore, with the 
guns and the irregular levies, duly arrived at their destination; 
and the former was heartily weleomed; for there was no doubt 
that lie was a brave and efficient officer, practically acquainted 
with his professional duty, and as sueh needful to the Ranee 
in ease her strong fort should he attaeked. - But Dil Khan had 
no qualifications to make him welcome; nor indeed had he rank 
or wealth to help her eause in any way. lie had notoriously 
failed to hold his ground in the Noorpoor district, through 
whieli British armies were now sweeping with resistless force ; 
but he had brought some guns, of which perhaps she had 
enough already, and as he presented the hilt of his sword to the 
undaunted woman, and offered his poor serviees against their 
mutual enemies, the English, the tone of his reception did not 
eneourage him. 

The Banee, Lukslnneo Bye, a Mahratta Brahmin, had no 
affectation of personal eoneealment; and she sat daily on the 
seat, or Guddee, of her deceased husband, receiving reports, 
giving directions, hearing petitions, and eomporting herself as 
w, brave and determined woman had need to do in her position. 
In appearanee she was fair and handsome: with a noble pre¬ 
sence and figure, and a dignified and resolute, indeed stern, 
expression, whieh appeared to have usurped the plaee of the 
peculiar softness which, when she was younger, and had good 
hope of a prosperous life, had distinguished her. Dil Khan 
could hardly understand the sometimes dreamy, sometimes 
fieree expression of her hearrtiful eyes. She had hade him be 
seated apart, as she was engaged with others; and that pre¬ 
sently, she would converse with him. 

Dil Khan felt himself very lonely in that busy plaee. No 
one eame to speak with him; people passed and repassed, and 
the men with silver maees seowled at his own maee-bearers as 
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though they had no business to show themselves there. For 
a time a burly Mussulman, with a strong black beard and coarse 
hands, who looked like a truculent butcher, but who deelared 
himself to have been a “ Doctor” under the English, came and 
sat by him, describing how all the English, men, women, and 
children, had been taken out to a garden and killed, many by 
himself: and how he had hacked at the “Kafirs” till his am 
was tired, and sent many, most perhaps, of the seventy-five who 
perished, “ to hell.” The Nawab remembered the sweet ladies 
of Koorpoor, and had often noticed many of the fair English 
children there: and as he heard the grim, hideous recital of the 
doetor, he, rebel as he was, in his heart thanked God that he 
had slain none such as they. There were not many Mussul¬ 
mans present. The majority of those who came to make their 
obeisance were Hindoos of various castes, none of whom noticed 
him: indeed, most seemed to regard him as an interloper who 
had done nothing, could do nothing, and whom the Ranee Sahiba 
did not want. 

Perhaps there never had been a time since he left Futteh- 
poor when remembrances of its former peace and security came 
home so vividly to the Kawab’s mind. As he closed his eyes 
he could sec, as if from his seat in the oriel window, his gardens 
and rich sugar-cane fields, and the blue hills beyond, soft, and 
dreamily glowing in the sun. He could hear the music which 
played over his castle gate at stated times of the day, and came 
up softly through the courts and halls. Pie missed his familiar 
gossips, the town Moulvees, and some of the bankers and land¬ 
holders, who used to drop in and chat with him. Then there 
was peace, now there was war; but he had won no glory, did 
not seem likely to win any, and was to all intents and purposes 
a fugitive. Pie had promised himself to go to Dehly to salute 
the “ King of Kings ” sitting in pomp upon his throne, as his 
ancestors had done: now he had to salute an “Infidel” Ranee, 
whose rank was not as high as his own. The English had, of 
course, attacked and taken his domains. Could he now win 
them baek ? Could this Ranee help him ? Ah, no! not now 
that the English seemed stronger than ever, with tens of 
thousands of English soldiers fresh from their country. It 
would be all the Ranee could do to keep her own : and, indeed, 
there appeared little chance of that, if wdiat his servants told 
him were true. As he thought of these things, sitting alone in 
the great hall of the Ranee’s palace, tears, very bitter tears, 
welled up in his eyes, and there was a painful lump in his 
throat which would not subside; but at last his turn came, and 
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a mace-bearer, roughly to his perception, told him to “ get up,” 
that the Lady Banee would allow him to speak with her, and 
conducted him to the Boyal dais, by which he seated himself, 
having again offered the hilt of his sword as a Nuzzur, or 
offering, which the Banee touched lightly with her soft, 
beautiful hand. 

“ Be at your ease, Nawab Sahib,” she said, in good Hindee, 
for she affected not to speak the courtly Oordoo, though she 
understood it perfectly, “ Tell me about yourself. I have often 
heard my lord husband speak of your gallant father. What 
have the English done to you that you are here with me, their 
enemy, and have left your fair domain ? Where are your 
children ? 55 

“ I have no children, lady,” he replied, sadly. The Banee 
had touched a painful chord in the man’s feelings. “ I have no 
children.” 

“ I see,” she continued. “ Then they, the English, would 
not let you adopt, and you are like me ? ” 

“ I did not ask them, lady.” 

“Nay, then, by the holy Mother G-unga!” she exclaimed, 
sharply, “ thou hadst no Avrong done thee. Was it not greed 
of power that led thee on to rebel, not loss of honour?” 

“ I fought, as my forefathers did, for the Eaith, and for the 
‘Asylum of the AVorld,’ who conferred rank and my own 
proAnnce on me,” returned Dil Khan, doggedly. 

“A poor reed to lean on, Nawab,” she said, scornfully; “a 
poor reed; a flickering torch, which has gone out Avith an evil 
stink, and will neA^er be kindled again. Ah, sir! with no 
wrong to redress, with no honour lost, Avith your faith pledged 
to those for whom your ancestors fought and had served ; with 
a fine ancestral castle and estate—methinks it Avas a traitor’s 
part to leave them for a phantom. Had I been like thee, the 
red flag of the English, which their Lord Sahib gave to my 
husband, and which has been soaked in English gore, had now 
been flying from the fort aboAm us ; and I, Aveak woman as I 
am, would have fought for them. No harm should have come 
near them that I, Lukshmee Bye, could have prevented. I 
would have taken those EnglishAvomen and their babes to my 
breast and held them there, truly and safely; Avhile their 
husbands should have kept them and me against all enemies. 
Yes, I would have done this, Nawab, if they had been true.” 

“Yet all who are here— died— Averc slain--lady - ” 

It was perilous ground to tread upon; but the Nawab’s 
spirit had risen. He had never before been so addressed or 
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reprOaehed by a woman. If be were a traitor, she was a 
vindicative murderess. 

“Slain? Yes,” she exelaimed, with her eyes flashing and 
her lips quivering, “ I was childless, like you, and spared none 
—no, not one! Do you know the history of our house? No? 
Well, listen. We declared for the English when their power 
hurled back the Mahrattas of the Dekhan. They had erushed 
Dehly, and that high station they could not maintain. We of 
Jhansy might have lost all then; but the English of that time 
were just and merciful, and continued to our house all it had 
gained. We were honoured by. them, and we were loyal. We 
loved the English; we hoisted their flag over our own; and it 
would have been there now, had their old justice been continued 
to us. My dear lord died, and he had no children. I asked 
and pleaded, in his dying words, to adopt a boy who should 
inherit what had been once freely given; but this was refused; 
our little petition was rejected. The English, with all the 
empire of Dehly belonging to them, refused to continue what 
they themselves had once granted to us freely and generously. 
But these men now are not like their former princely heroes; 
they are a mean, covetous race; farming our country from their 
Government, seizing every scrap of land, every rupee of revenue 
they can, to swell their enormous gains. When we heard of 
Nagpoor and Sattara, we were touched for the fate of our royal 
houses; but we said, in our simple, blind confidence, ‘These 
great aets eannot alfect us, for we have been loyal and true, 
and the English flag flies from our towers.’ And "yet—and 
yet—they did not spare us. They offered me and- mine a 
pension. A pension! I say it was an insult: mean,' eruel, 
and deliberate. Should we have honour if we were pensioned? 
Should we have self-respect? I tell thee, no! I would rather 
have shaved my head and wandered on foot as a poor Bairagin, 
begging my way from shrine to shrine* all over Hind, de¬ 
nouncing these English as tyrants and oppressors, than ‘ taken 
the erumb they flung to me—as to a dbg. But there was one 
thing that came into my heart instead-^one thing for.which 
I waited, Nawab Sahib—we could have revenge; and therefore 
I had them slain. They were ruling where I ruled; .they were 
collecting my money, they were changing the old customs of 
my people, they were corrupting 'our priestly easte. 

“There came once, before Sumbut 1914 began,” she con¬ 
tinued, in a. lower tone, “ a holy Brahmin,-* a hpian who - recited 
the • Mysteries of Kaleo Mata,’ who told us the. .truth;’yea, in 
this hall he told it fearlessly' He had wandered-many years 
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preaeking the same; but my husband’s heart turned not toward 
him. But when he eame to me, in my gloom and misery, and 
told me what the English had done—what they were doing, 
what they purposed to do to all Hind—to sweep away all 
royalties, and all caste—I, a Brahmin woman, lone and child¬ 
less, joined my tears and my prayers to his. lie eried, There 
shall be no English! Kalee Mava has given them to us, that 
she may drink their blood.’ And when the time eame and the 
signal, all here died—every one. Not in war, with honour, but 
like sheep, vietims of a sacrifice to the ‘Mother.’ I say one 
and all they died, and their blood flowed, and their English flag 
was dipped in it, and hangs black and stiff on the walls. Dost 
thou understand now, Nawab, why they were slain?” 

“ I had the same Brahmin with me, lady. His name 
was-” 

“Do not mention it, sir,” she exelaimed, moving her hand 
impatiently, and seeming to shudder. “ He comes to me when 
I call, and asks for blood. All the rites he taught me call for 
blood—well, the ‘ Mother ’ may have it still, and take mine 
in the end; but death is sweeter than dishonour; and if I win, 
Khan Sahib!—if we, the Mahrattas, win, there may be a 
Peshwah at Poona, though there will be no Emperor at Dehly. 
Now go, sir; your quarters are allotted to you, and the duty 
of your men. For yourself, you will receive the daily rations 
of your rank while you stay.” 

“ I expected to have heard Azrael’s cry of ‘ Hrram ! Hrram! 
Hrram! 5 ” said the Nawab to Goor Bux afterwards. “Is she, 
too, mad, like him? Thirsting for blood?” 

“ It is not her wont,” replied the “ Colonel.” “ The people 
speak of her as gentle and loving onee; but the English have 
wronged her deeply, and she has thrown away her scabbard. 
Sometimes she weeps floods of tears; but more frequently she 
is, as you saw her to-day, brooding over her wrongs and her 
revenge, gloomy and vindictive, a very tigress at heart; so, 
beware of her!” * 

‘ Lukshmee Bye was not long in suspense. On the 23rd 
March, 1858, as Sumbut 1914 bad just closed, the English army 
she had heard of so long, encamped over against her fort, drove 
in all the outposts, and the siogo commenced. “ Colonel ” Goor 
Bux knew very well what English guns were, and English 
shells and shot; and though his own material of war was 
indifferent, he fought his battles with tko devotion of a good 
soldier, worthy of a better cause and fate. No hiding for any 
one now; and Dil Khan began to see and feel what English 
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war in earnest meant. A portion of the wall was allotted to 
him to defend, and he did his duty doggedly, for there was 
no shelter, and no retreat. The English guns came nearer and 
nearer; and the wall crumbled away under the storm of shot, 
while almost every gun on the fort walls was by turns dis¬ 
mounted or disabled. “No matter what we lose/’ said the 
* Ranee’s officers, “if we can but hold the place till our friends 
relieve us; then, between two fires, our turn will come, and 
they cannot escape us.” Night after night, Lukshmee Bye 
watched from the highest tower of the fort; but there was no 
signal. Had they left her to perish? 

Not so; they were doing their best to save her. Twenty 
thousand men with twenty English guns, were marching upon 
Jhansy with all practicable speed. The Ranee herself had 
at least ten thousand within the fort, and the plan of the 
battle had been deftly arranged. While Tantia Topee was 
attacking the rear of the British position, the Ranee’s troops 
were to sally in their front; and with a throbbing but exulting 
heart Lukshmee Bye sat waiting for the blaze of the fire which 
was to prove that her succour had arrived. Nor was she dis¬ 
appointed. As her friends crossed the Betwah river, a bright 
light shot up into the sky, which confirmed every hope, and 
arroused her for the first struggle near the town, in which she 
should strike in, leading her men to victory! 

But this was not to be. A veteran intelligence, far superior 
to any she could command, was directing the siege: and the 
rebel plan was frustrated by a daring movement, of which there 
are few examples in war. While the siege operations progressed 
as usual, a body of 1200 men, all that were available, were 
posted by night on the road to the river, and as the rebel columns 
came up, the battle began. For a time the strugglo was fierce; 
but the result was never doubtful. Not only was the rebel 
host defeated with the heavy loss of 1500 disciplined men dead 
on the field, but with that of all its guns, and chased away till 
the exhausted troops could follow no further. Then the siege 
of Jhansy was pressed more closely than before. 

On the third of April, 1858, the town was stormed, and the 
English troops had taken up their position in a part of the 
place, preparing for the final assault on the fort on the morrow. 
Had the Ranee any hope? Perhaps the messengers she sent for 
terms might have told her there was none, had they returned; 
but there were few spared at Jhansy when the past was re¬ 
membered ; and when no messengers returned, she knew their 
fate. 
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Nothing now but flight. Some devoted men still defended 
the walls of the rook fort, who said they would die there to 
cover the retreat of their beloved mistress; and through the 
night of the 3rd of April the English shells rained upon that 
part of the town and fort which the enemy still held. By day¬ 
light, all must be decided, and there was no hope of defence 
now. 

Was Dil Khan to stay or to fly ? He seemed to be so stupefied 
by what was passing around him, by the noise of the crashing 
fire, and by the sight of the hundreds, nay thousands, of dead 
and dying wretches ; by the sight of English faces within the 
walls—that he was passive in the hands of his servants, who 
were watching what might be done; and there were already 
rumours that the Eanee would fly. They had the Nawab’s 
horse saddled, and he himself sat, with his loins girded, praying 
to be led out of that hell of shot and human suffering. 

At last, while yet much of night remained, one of the gates 
in a secluded part of the fortifications was opened, and a sad 
procession issued forth. The Eanee and her sister, or com¬ 
panion, dressed like men, with a few of her own chosen retainers, 
rode silently from the portal, into the gloom beyond, and were 
followed by Dil Khan and such of his men as could escape. No 
one spoke, except in whispers, and the gate vras closed and 
barred as the last man passed out. It was to be a ride for life 
that night, for the English cavalry patrols of the 14th Dragoons/ 
and the Hyderabad contingent, were everywhere vigilant ; and 
to meet any of them, was to ensure certain death. How these 
were evaded, was never ascertained ; but the Eanee had perfect 
guides, she was a fearless rider, and she pressed on at a rapid 
pace into the rough, jungly country, in which her best safety lay. 

But not without pursuit: for the fact that she had fled was 
soon known to the cavalry patrols from the crowds of soldiers 
who were now ^scaping from the doomed city, and who were 
being pursued and sabred in all directions. One of these patrols 
fell upon the Bailee’s track; and at one time she was in sight 
upon her grey horse, attended by a few followers; but the pur¬ 
suers had already ridden twenty-one miles; their horses were ex¬ 
hausted, their officer badly wounded, and the gallant Hyderabad 
cavalry were obliged to abandon what they could not continue, 
and Lukslimce Bye escaped. 

In that hot frightful night, Dil Khan fared badly. He kept 
up with the Eanee for some time, with a few mounted followers, 
who dropped off gradually, one by one. His own fat, pampered 
horse, splendid indeed to see as he caracoled in a procession, 
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was in ill condition for such,a ride. Again and again the Ranee 
and her retainers called to him to come on, but in vain : and at 
last he found himself abandoned by all. Then he lost his way 
in some jungle, and wandered about till it was daylight. It 
seemed that he had ridden back towards Jhansy; for as he 
ascended a low hill, he saw the rock fort at only a few miles 
distance, and the red ensign of England fluttering in the hot 
sunlight from the highest tower of the citadel. Jhansy'then 

was no place for him, unless he gave himself up; and then- 

Ah, there was no hope, no refuge now ! None but in God ! 
And the miserable man dismounted from his panting horse, and 
spreading his waist-band on tho ground, knelt down mechanic¬ 
ally to perform the morning prayer of his faith. He was 
wearied out, physically and mentally, and parched with thirst. 
•As he lay down after his prayer, lie fell into a troubled sleep, 
and mocking visions of his quiet castle, his gentle wife, and of 
the fierce Dacoit, seemed to come to him ; and the very “ Hrrarn! 
Hrrarn ! Hrrarn ! ” of his unholy rites rang in his ears. 

Suddenly his horse neighed, and he awoke: and raising 
himself up on his arm, he saw that a body of cavalry, scouring 
the country for the escaped Ranee, were upon him. He drew 
his sword, but the blow lie made at the first dragoon was parried, 
and a moment after he was laid low by a sabre thrust, and 
sinking at his horse’s feet, died without a groan. 

It was evident that he was a man of rank, and he might 
have been saved had the English officer been near. But there 
was no quarter given at Jhansy, and Dil Khan had asked for 
none. He had died, like a soldier, with his sword in his hand. 
Then his body was searched for papers, and perhaps for valu¬ 
ables also. But he had carried nothing on his person. All he 
possessed was in the saddle-bags of poor Motee, who was led off, 
and duly entered in the ranks of Her Majesty’s Dragoons. The 
papers found were of no consequence, further than to tell who 
he was, and after a time, Mr. Brandon received official intima¬ 
tion of the Nawab Dil Khan’s death. 

I need not follow the fortunes of the Ranee of Jhansy, who 
has no other connection with this talo than as regards the 
Nawab. But she joined Tantia Topee, again defeated at 
Koonch, and in the subsequent operations proved to be the 
most untiring, and perhaps the ablest of the rebel leaders who 
captured Gualior, and obliged its ruler, Sindia, to fly. But lier 
triumph was of short continuance; and in the successful attack 
upon the rebel army at Gualior, on the 17th of June, she, and 
her sister, or companion., were slain, being dressed like men, in a 
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charge made by the 8th Hussars, .of .which event Sir Hugh 
Rose wrote : “ One most important result was the death of the 
Ranee of Jhansy, who, although a lady, was the ablest and 
bravest military leader of the rebels.” 


CHAPTER L. 

PARTING. 

_'t was no time for delay at Noorpoor; and when the Christmas 
veek had passed, and the greetings of the new year had been 
exchanged, Cyril left his friends for his district work, which, 
indeed, needed all his time and ability. His official communica¬ 
tions had been re-opened, and his nomination of young Temple 
as an extra assistant commissioner confirmed. Nor was Baba 
Sahib forgotten, for the same despatch brought his appointment 
as “extra assistant” also; while the eminent services all had 
rendered to Government at a most critical period, were impres¬ 
sively recorded in a State minute forwarded to Cyril by his 
friend, whose letters on a former occasion Ave know of, and for 
which the high official tendered his sincere apologies. “ Nothing, 
my dear Brandon,” he wrote, “ Apexes me more than that I should 
have been so misled as to consider them as much necessary for 
the public welfare as your own; and from our mutual friend, 
Mostyn, I now know the truth, and the miserable catastrophe 
that ensued, in which, believe me, you have very sincere 
sympathy.” 

I have said before, that the week preceding January, 1858, 
had been a dull one; very dull, to all or most of our friends. 
There Avas no music, for the piano was found to have been 
warped by the heat of the conflagration of the Judge’s house, 
and was, for the time, useless, and Avas to be sent home for 
repair. Even had it been in order, I think those Avho Avould 
have sung to it Avere out of tune also, for no attempt Avas made 
to renew the old pleasant practices; and though other pianos 
were offered, none were accepted. The memory of the dangers 
all had escaped had not passed aAvay Avith victory, now every¬ 
where progressing. But Sumbut 1914 would yet die in blood, 
according to the old Aveird prediction a hundred years before.. 

As to poor Grace, she longed to be away. How much she 
had been distressed by offers which she was obliged to refuse, 
all through that weary time in the old fort, I will not reveal; 
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nor is it fitting to mention those who had made pretensions to 
her hand. Was it because of objection to her successive ad¬ 
mirers, or did the reasons for her refusals lie deeper ? If they 
did, and I believe they did, she saw no hope. Cyril Brandon 
was kind, and even affectionate; but Grace saw that time, a 
long time, perhaps, would be needed to reconcile him to the loss 
of one whom' they had both loved so dearly; and she could only 
hope, dimly, indeed, but yet hope. There was, however, no 
apparent opening for any change by absenee from Noorpoor. 
Mr. Mostyn had again pressed his wife and Grace to go to the 
Hills for the ensuing hot weather, but in vain; nor was the 
condition of the country sufficiently settled in the direction they 
would have to travel, to warrant such an undertaking as a long 
journey; nor, truly, was Mrs. Mostyn herself equal to it, so 
•they remained. And as Cyril Brandon left them, it was with 
the certainty that they should meet again. 

Perhaps I need hardly follow Cyril Brandon into his district 
occupations. They had not changed, nor had his habits of hard 
work and assiduity, which have been already recorded. There 
was much to repair, some still prevailing lawlessness to over¬ 
come, and sullen minds to be reconciled to the existing neces¬ 
sities of the time; but there were few who could resist the 
influence of his genial nature and true popularity. Firm, just, 
.and devoted to the best interests of the people he ruled over; 
confident, yet deliberate in hi§ acts and judgments, he was 
at once loved and respected by the loyal, while his name was a 
terror to evil-doers. The secret of his sueecss, if it can be called 
one, lay in his true sympathy with all classes, and his ready 
attention to all demands on his time and patience. Many an 
old feud had broken out afresh, many a dispute, long ago settled, 
had been renewed ficreely in the confusion that had prevailed; 
many a family litigation for lands or divisions of inheritance, 
which had slumbered for years, had been revived so long as 
might made right, and all had to be re-adjusted. 

Those only know who have experienced them, how deeply 
and distressingly such disturbances of public feeling and security 
as had occurred affect the rural population of India, and how 
obstinate are the prejudices and antipathies which have to be 
reconciled or overcome; and yet, in some respects, Cyril 
Brandon found himself gaining a truer and deeper knowledge 
of the real opinions, dispositions, and requirements of the 
people, than in previous years of smooth, eventless progression 
which, too often, had concealed festering sores beneath. Mr. 
Brandon coul# see very plainly that the discontent, in many 
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localities, had had real ground of existence, and that the present 
experience he was gaining would be most valuable aid towards 
a new settlement of many disputed points; but while he re¬ 
moved all the causes of discontent which lay within his powers, 
the fuller and more complete rc-organization could only be 
effected under orders from the Government, which, at present, 
too deeply occupied by the emergent political affairs of the time, 
would not be able, for several years to come, perhaps, to bestow 
the requisite attention upon his own province, one of many, 
which had been too long neglected. 

So he worked and worked: making notes for the report 
which he would submit when the season was over, obtaining 
facts, and the opinions and counsels of the most respectable and 
influential people of the country, adding his own practical 
suggestions of relief and amendment of administration. But 
I do not know that many of my readers will care to follow 
dry details of Indian administration, though they form the 
soul, as it were, of the vast body they regulate; and it would 
be well for all if they engaged a deeper share of sympathy and 
interest, or the English people at large cared to understand, 
or sought to understand, how, with a few assistants such as we 
know of—Cyril Brandon, like scores of others, governed hundreds 
of thousands, or, perhaps even millions, with a province as large 
as Wales or Scotland, or one of the divisions of Scotland; and 
how an aggregate of such men rule the vast population of India, 
and endeavour, and, it may be hoped, succeed, in securing its good 
will, and in some, but in rarer cases, its affection. I do not mean 
to put forward Cyril Brandon as perfection. He had his faults 
and shortcomings, his struggles, and, in some respects, preju¬ 
dices to overcome; his regrets that he had left so much undone, 
and that, after all, he could do so little: but I wish him to be 
understood as one who had devoted himself to his work; who, 
while seeing many serious faults in native character, yet was able 
to recognize many sterling qualities ; as one whose good will, and 

f >ractieal unostentatious benevolence, attracted and secured the 
ove of those he governed—a love which often smoothed away 
difficulties which, in other indifferent and less sympathizing 
hands, might have been wcllnigh insurmountable. 

And I wish him to be distinguished from those who, having 
no sympathy with the people they rule over, are haughty or 
supercilious, uncourteous in address and dv meanour, forbidding 
and scorning confidence, entrenched behind native clerks and 
ministerial officers, and rarely seeing, therefore, with their own 
eyes, or hearing with their own ears. Such men despise native 
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acquaintance, and make no friends. How should they? Many are 
excellent officers and administrators of routine duties; hut they 
are those who, some one wisely said, know natives only “ when 
they are trying them, or taxing them,” and therefore seek no 
further than to know, and believe in, the worst points of their 
character. Such men cannot alter, or be altered; but there are 
many, I truso, who may read these lines, that may not be ashamed 
to follow Cyril Brandon’s example in professing a faith in the 
people they govern, which leads to kindliness and courtesy of 
speech and of manner. Time was, when any one in India 
known to say his prayers, was sneeringly and scornfully called 
a “ New Light,” as a term of reproach ; but men now-a-days say 
their prayers more openly than they used to do, and are not 
reproached, nor would be afraid if they were. 

So, after this fashion, I may hope, perhaps, that no false 
shame or bitter prejudice, may come between their immediate 
rulers, and the people whom they govern, on the part of the 
English nation; and that there may be many, if not all, who 
do not hesitate to belie the reproach of the great Edmund 
Burke, that “young men govern India without society and 
without sympathy with the natives: an endless, hopeless 
prospect of new flights of birds of prey ever passing before the 
eyes of the people! ” I will hope, too, that the illustrious ex¬ 
amples of Elphinstone, Metcalfe, Munro, Malcolm, and a host of 
others whose names are still household words, invoked when 
evening lamps are lighted, or sung in the early morning, when 
the “two women arc sitting grinding at the mill”—may be 
perpetuated. 

But it is not the pride of competitive examination that will 
do this. It is the manly, simple, kindly minds, which may not 
be very learned, and need not be: but which, like those of the 
men I have named, can divest themselves of narrow prejudice, 
and enter into the feelings and desires of the people without 
losing their independent thoughts, or positions as' English 
gentlemen. 

In his present anxious work, the help of Secta would have 
been invaluable to Cyril Brandon. For who, better than she, 
knew the real wants of the people ? • And who could lay them 
before him more freely, or so truly, and so lovingly ? Often, 
during the unquiet period at Noorpoor, had they discussed these 
matters, and looked hopefully to the time when, the local 
troubles past, they could carry on reform freely. As Seeta’s 
mind had expanded and grown in dignity of comprehension, 
how eloquent an advocate had she become of education of all 
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grades and classes ! She had vowed to build and endow a 
sehoohhouse for girls at Shah Gunje; she had a hundred plans 
in her thoughts of establishing schools for girls and boys in 
different towns; and truly the hope of directing them was 
a eonstant joy ! Well, all that was dead and past now ; and in 
the daily life—the studies—the pleasant chatty evenings—the 
morning ride, and the “bit of shooting”—with all the protec¬ 
tion against lapsing into self, were dead to Cyril also; and the 
void, whieh nothing eould fill up, was very painful to bear. 
Even poor little Muff eould not forget; and often, as Cyril sat 
outside in the evening, the fond creature would run into the 
tent, look round, and return whining, as if asking—as indeed 
it seemed to be—where his dear mistress was gone ! 

Mails, and letters from home, came now with their aeeustomed 
regularity. Lady Hylton had made no further allusion to 
the anonymous letter; but she was evidently looking for some 
explanation of it. This Cyril had given, fully and without 
reserve, in the letter whieh he wrote in reply to his mother’s ; 
and her answer to that would eome soon. Cyril blamed himself 
mueh, that he had not written at first explicitly to his mother; 
but in truth, he feared her repugnance to his having married, 
what she would eall, a heathen, and whilst informing his 
brother of what he had done, looked "hopefully for the time 
when Seeta should become a Christian, and that he eould marry, 
her by the rites of Christian faith. I think he felt too, in 
a great degree, how difficult, if not impossible, it would have 
been to reconcile his mother to what he had done, in any ease 
at least not for a long time; and eould she, indeed, ever be 
brought to believe what Seeta really was, unless she saw her? 
So there had been struggles in many waj r s, but these, too, were 
past. In regard to his brother’s health, the news was favour¬ 
able; more so than his mother expected: and they should 
return to Hylton in the summer, with good hope that the 
threatened danger was past. 

So work went on, patiently and unremittingly, and there 
was so mueh to arrange and reorganize, in every eounty of his 
province, that Mr. Brandon was hardly sufficient for the task. 
Perhaps in the rains he should have more leisure, he thought, 
and should enjoy the society of his friends; but that was 
not to be. As the hot weather began, both Mostyn and his wife 
seemed to give way. Mrs. Mostyn did not gain strength after 
the birth of her ehild ; and during the rains*, and confinement 
in the fort, Mr. Mostyn had suffered from frequent attacks of 
low fever, that showed a ehronic form, over which medicine had 
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no power; and his strength did not rally. Dr. Home, and 
another skilful surgeon at Noorpoor, had sat in judgment on 
Mr. Mostyn’s case : and their verdict was, that an immediate 
return to England was imperative, both for Mrs. Mostyn and 
himself, and it was clear it eould not be delayed. If they went 
at once, they should avoid the monsoon, and they should reaeh 
the Mediterranean by May, and pass the summer in England. 
Mr. Mostyn had only returned home once since he came out, 
during a period of nearly twenty years; and the sudden break¬ 
down in his health was a warning wliieh eould not be overlooked, 
lie felt that he had not the strength to sit daily at his work, or 
to write elaborate judgments upon appeal cases, or to compile 
the statistics of his department; and he knew from the example 
of many friends, that a visit to 4 the Hills ’ was only a temporary 
expedient, which was useless in his own case. But if he felt 
anxious about himself, he was doubly anxious about Bose and 
Grace, who were both weak, and looked like ghosts of their 
former selves. 

Such events arc the common lot of those who serve in India. 
A sharp fever, overwork, constant and increasing debility, a 
deranged liver, or any one disorder, in faet, that shows when 
health previously so good, and so equable in all seasons, 
gradually breaks down, and cannot be locally repaired—v 
separates husbands and wives, parents and children, lovers 
and friends, with a terrible and distressing promptitude and 
certainty : and Cyril Brandon, after hearing from Mr. Mostyn 
and bis wife, as well as from Noble and Mostyn, that his 
friend’s health -was seriously giving way, was hardly surprised 
by a sudden summons to come and say good-bye, for they must 
leave Noorpoor in a few days. 

And he went from his camp to visit them, and was mueh 
concerned and distressed to see what he found to be the ease ; 
for there was no question that the ehange was imperatively 
necessary. Philip Mostyn’s hollow eyes and gaunt frame were 
proofs of his sufferings : and he eould hardly believe that sueh 
havoc eould have been made in the appearance of the two 
ladies. It was, however, no easy matter for them all to part, 
who had been so closely bound together by many ties. I think, 
if it had been possible for Cyril to have obtained leave, he 
would have gone with them ; but that was not possible to any 
but those who had to fly India for their very lives’ sake — and 
he was well and strong; able yet to do his duty, and indeed 
determined to do it until he had arranged everything to the 
satisfaction of Government. 
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The last important criminal case which had been tried by 
the Judge, was that of Earn Das of Gokulpoor, for having incited 
the murder of Huree Das. I need not enter into particulars of 
this trial, further than to state that the evidence supplied by his 
account books, by the bond and memoranda found on the D&coit’s 
body, by the two approvers who had been released at Futteh- 
poor, and the evidence of several servants who had seen the 
approvers with their master the day before the Dacoity, and the 
night it occurred—proved ample for his conviction. Mr. Mostyn 
had sentenced him to be hanged; but this had been commuted 
into transportation for life to the Andaman Islands, then newly 
established as a penal settlement; but I question whether the 
miserable wretch thought the mercy extended to him was any 
real boon. 

Cyril went to see him at his own request: and if it were* 
any satisfaction, heard fiom his lips a confession of his crime, 
and an acknowledgment of the justice of his sentence. There 
were a few requests as to provision for his wife and children by 
Narendra, and Mr. Brandon gave his assurance that he would 
do what he could for them. 

A few days passed, and I have no heart to write of them. 
In many respects they were very painful, in others hopeful to 
those concerned. Philip and Eose longing to see their children, 
and for health for all. Graee—well, hopeful too, perhaps, in her 
heart, though it had no utterance even to her sister. And so 
the last evening eame, and the friends were sitting in the 
verandah while the ladies were preparing themselves for the 
night march. Philip Mostyn was giving his last directions, 
and he had gained Cyril’s consent to inhabit the house so long 
as he had need of it. 

“We shall meet in England, I am sure,” said Philip. “It 
will not do for you to remain longer than you absolutely need 
after the regular furloughs arc opened. I am sure, too, that 
your mother and brother need your presence, and it will be such 
a comfort to them. But I will write my own impressions of 
your brother’s health when I see him, and you must promise mo 
—promise us all,” he continued, as Mrs. Mostyn and Grace came 
cut in their travelling clothes, “not to delay here on any con¬ 
sideration, when a way home is open to you.” 

“ I do promise, promise you all, dear friends,” replied Cyril, 
“as far as 1 can, not being at present a free agent. I do indeed 
yearn to see them; and after you arc gone, what have I here to 
keep me but my work ? And you can explain so much to my 
mother and Hylton about what has happened; much that I 
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could not write, and which will eome from all of you more 
naturally and more forcibly than from me,:that I am sure I need 
say no more on the subject. All I would have them believe is, 
that I did no wrong, and that I was true; and it will be a relief 
to me, greater than I ean tell, when I hear that you have been 
to Hylton. Will you all promise me to go?” 

“ Indeed, indeed, we will,” cried Mrs. Mostyn earnestly 
Jhrough her tears ; “ and we will be true to you and to Seeta, as 
you will know hereafter; won’t we, Graee? and I will write, 
too, everything. I am sure Grace, for one, will not let me rest 
till I do, so you may quite trust us.” 

Poor Grace eould not speak then, for her tears, and many 
thoughts were wellnigh overpowering* her. But I think, as 
Cyril took her to her palankeen, and bade her farewell, telling 
her, with a ehoking sob, that he eould never forget her kindness 
and love for Seeta, and should miss her presence sadly, there 
was, in his lingering elasp of her hand, more eomfort than she 
had dared to hope for. 

Then, “ God bless you ! good-bye ! good-bye I ” from all, and 
they wore gone. 


CHAPTER LI. 

“the tender grace of a day that is dead.” 

They had a safe passage home, and Cyril heard regularly by 
every mail, of the great and rapid improvement of all their 
healths. Philip Mostyn wrote that he felt nearly as strong as 
ever : and as for Rose and Graee, none of their friends could 
believe that they had suffered from the elimate, and the anxieties 
of the mutiny and wav in India. But. he gave a very poor 
aeeount of Lord Hylton, with whom they had stayed a month 
at Hylton Hall after his return from the South of Franee. 
“ England is evidentl} 7 no plaee for him,” wrote Mr. Mostyn by 
the September mnil ; “ and your mother and sister begin to be 
most anxious about him and for, your return to them ; but I have 
explained to them how impossible it is for you to get leave, 
exeept under the most emergent necessity, and that, I may 
safely say, has not eome yet, so far as your brother is concerned • 
indeed, the medical opinion is, that another winter in the Souttt 
may restore him to health. I must not eonceal from you, how¬ 
ever, that he is weak, and was obliged to go home several times, 
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during the glorious partridge shooting, in which I, old Indian 
as I am, fairly took my part; and he actually shivers at the 
thought of an English winter. So he had better go at once, 
and I fancy your next letters will toll you of their proposed 
journey southwards. 

“ I have had many conversations with him about Seeta. 
Poor fellow, he was deeply moved by all I told him about her, 
and your mother and sister no less so by what they were told 
by Eose and Grace : but they have said little to me on the 
subject. It was very difficult for any of us to make Seeta’s 
character known to them as we knew it; and I think, on reflec¬ 
tion, that you will understand this. Nothing, however, now 
disturbs their grateful, loving remembrance of her last act of 
devotion to you, which preserved you to them : and it is only 
their ignorance of the people, and the almost impossibility of 
causing them to understand what Secta had become, and was 
becoming, that at present obscures their perceptions. All the 
memorials of your poor girl that Grace has kept, her little 
notes and exercises, her marks in Grace’s books, and her own 
sketches of Seeta, have done more to make them think of her as 
you and we all wish them to think, than anything wc could 
say, or you could have written : and I am sure they will come 
to our opinion at last. You see I have expressed myself frankly, 
but it was due to you that I should do so. At first, I will not 
say that there was not coldness, and even some aversion on your 
mother and sister’s part to mention Seeta: but this did not last, 
and I rejoiced to find, before, wc left them, that love and admira¬ 
tion had gained places in their hearts, and were abiding there. 
For the present, therefore, you must be content, that so much 
has been gained. 

“A good deal of the feeling and prejudice that did exist may. 
be traced, I am sure, to flic impressions which late events have 
left upon the minds of mo.vt persons here, who know nothing of 
the people of India as yon, and I, and others know them: and 
who believe them, all or most, to be like the monsters who com¬ 
mitted the massacres at Cawnpoor and elsewhere. These sad 
impressions will disappear in time; but at present it is almost 
hopeless to try to overcome them.” 

If Cyril Brandon at first resented the doubts of his family 
on the subject of Seeta, lie could not, on mature reflection, refuse 
to feel the weight of his friend’s remarks ; and in his letters to 
his mother, he forbore mention of the subject further than by 
reference to those who had been her best friends. Nothing, in 
his case, could have been more opportune than the return of the 
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Mostyns to England. The Judge’s high position in India, the 
refinement and dolicaey of Eose and Giace, were warrants for 
the respectability of Seeta’s position and ehaiaetcr, whieh no 
letters from himself could have supplied; and the devotion of 
the last act of her life, which was now so fully made known, 
would, he knew, leave its fruits in the loving retention of her 
sweet memory. In writing to his mother, he eould assure her 
at last, confidently, that he was fully determined on eoming to 
her as soon as he possibly eould : eertainly by the elose of the 
next year, when he would have finished the woik in hand. The 
rest eould only be fulfilled when lie saw them faee to faee, and 
could tell them much that would ratify all that his dear true 
friends had prepared them to hear from himself. How deeply 
grateful Cyril felt to them, and most especially to Grace, I think 
i need not mention to those who, in these pages, have followed 
his character. 

As the time passed, Cyril Brandon found what he had hoped 
for—a healthier spirit rising among the people. There was no 
further elinging to the memories of old rulers and old systems 
of government. Those that had appeared on the seene, during 
the troubled times of Sumbut 1914, had been the eause of wide¬ 
spread misery and disappointment everywhere; and wherever 
mutiny and rebellion had existed, all enterprise had been eheeked, 
and all mutual confidence and security impaired, if not destroyed. 
The strange prophecy that the rule of the Koompani Baliadoor 
was to last only a hundred years, had, indeed, been literally, 
fulfilled ; for, on the first day of November, 1858, the graeious 
proclamation of Queen Victoria was issued at Allahabad, by the 
Governor-General, Lord Canning, and fell like oil upon troubled 
waters. The Company was, indeed, dead : but the Queen of 
England and her Government lived; and the first publication of 
its official existence, and determination to rule justly and merci¬ 
fully, was accepted from high to low with a reverential eonfU 
denee that those estimated best who watched its effeets. 

Meanwhile, the war was dying out; and, before the close of 
1858, what remained of the rebel army had been driven aeross 
the Eaptee, in Oudh, into the jungles of the Terai of Nipal. 
There perished the Nana, Azirn Oolla, his detestable adviser, 
and a host of other ehieftains and rebel officers, among whom, it 
was supposed, was Eajah Hurpal Singh, of whom no distinet 
aeeount was ever heard. The able historian of the Sepoy War* 
tells the details of these events with admirable vigour and 
perspieuity: and sueh seant notice of them as I eould wntun* 
* Sir John Kaye, K.S.I. 
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to give here would, I feel, be out of plfyoe, and presuming. I 
have no further occasion to notice the rival native powers in the 
Noorpoor province. Both had perished as rebels, and their pos¬ 
sessions were justly confiscated. But while the fortifications of 
their castles were blown up, the Palace of Futtehpoor was pre¬ 
served, and the wives of the miserable Nawab allowed to dwell 
in it, while they received a liberal provision from the* estate for 
their lives, and most of the old household, who had taken no 
part in tho rebellion, were pensioned. 

Mr, Brandon had visited Shah Gunje on many occasions 
daring his various tours, and, although his first visit after 
Seeta’s death had been inexpressibly painful to him, and to 
Narendra and Aunt Ella, he had found them more resigned, 
perhaps, than himself, and they had entreated him not to grieve 
for that which had no remedy, and had been the will of God. 
Nop Nvere the good priest’s exhortations less impressive in their 
homely wisdom and earnestness. 

Aunt Ella eould, indeed, say little, for her mind was much 
turned now from the affairs and affections of the world, which, 
to her, were dead. “ If I could have seen a child of my darling’s 
before I died,” sho said to Cyril, “I should have been very 
grateful; but that was not permitted, and my best consolation 
is, that she died pure in her solemn faith, and that the 
ceremonies for the repose of her soul are regularly performed.” 

Narendra, however, was very different, and with him the 
priest. “ We would fain have seen her take her place among 
your people,” they had said, “ for she had gone out from among 
us to you, and by no means could the purity of her caste have 
been preserved.” They knew, too, from Cyril, how near she 
had been to a final profession of the Christian faith ; and what 
would have raised her to honour, would have been, to them, no 
degradation. 

On one occasion of a visit, the banker had submitted to Cyril 
a statement of Seeta’s property, which was very considerable, 
and urged him to take possession of it, as he had an undoubted 
fight to do; but he would receive nothing, and told Narendra 
and the priest of Seeta’s wish to found and endow schools in 
Shah Gunje for girls and boys, and a foundation for the support 
of poor and helpless persons. Narendra gladly accepted the alter¬ 
native, as a solution of all the difficulty; and, by a proper deed, 
all that she could dispose of was devoted to these purposes, and 
invested in public securities, the income of which was to be 
administered by a local board of native gentlemen and mer¬ 
chants. Cyril himself drew the designs for the school houses, 
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and when they should bo complete, he promised to eome and 
open them himself. 

Although his brother had taken their old villa at Cannes for 
the winter, Lord Hylton did not write to Cyril regularly, but 
his mother and Augusta did, and there was an increasing tone 
of sadness and anxiety in their letters, as the season advanced, 
whieh foreboded no relief. A return to England for summer 
was very questionable, if not impossible. The last visit had 
done no good—indeed, positive harm—and the medieal adviser 
had suggested Switzerland, or Areaekon, as by far preferable. 
There was no positive alarm in their letters, for that was slow, 
perhaps, to eome, in the ease of one so preeious to all; but, as 
Cyril thought, if there was any good hope of that entire re¬ 
storation to strength for which all prayed, why was there not 
assuranee of it, in place of continued uneasiness about debility 
and loss of spirits and appetite ? 

Onee his brother had written pleadingly: “ If it were not 
for your assuranee that you will eome to us this year, I think, 
dearest Cyril, I should go down fast ; but that keeps me up, 
though I am wretchedly thin and weak, and even a short ride 
tires me out. Mind, I would not have it said of you, that you 
abandoned your work before you had completed it! that would 
distress me far more than that I did not see you; but Mostyn 
writes to me that your leave will soon be open, and, if you can, 
do get to me before Christmas. I should be very, very thankful, 
and so will Mater and Augusta. Where I am to go for this 
summer is not deeided, but I think it little matters where, and 
1 prefer Switzerland to Areaehon. I dare say we shall settle 
at Lausanne, and eat grapes at Montreux when they ripen. We 
know all about Seeta now, and her memory lives with us very 
preciously. I know it will gratify you to hear how mueh 
mother and Augusta talk to me now, of all that Grace Mostyn 
told them: and, but for her, how little should we ever have 
known of the truth! We can only think, how unutterably 
lonely you must be without her.” 

It was a hard wreneh to Cyril; but by the September mail 
from Europe, the tidings of Lord Hylton were at last alarming. 
He had revived much at Lausanne, and had been able to enjoy 
yaehting on the lake, with some English gentlemen who h^d 
formed a elub there; and the gentle exercise and exeitemenf 
appeared to bo the very best remedies he had tried. But one 
day, in a severe squall and heavy sea, he hed been completely 
drenehed and ehiiled, and his eough, whieh had almost gone, 
had returned with great violence, accompanied by spitting of 
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blood. They were all to proceed at once, or as soon as he could 
be moved, to Mentone; and the Mostyns had promised to meet 
them there, as a winter in the south of France had been recom¬ 
mended for Mr. Mostyn, who had suffered considerably from the 
winter he had passed in England; Lady Hylton now adjured 
Cyril to fulfil his promise, and the necessity of doing so admitted 
neither of doubt or delay. lie therefore sent in his application 
for leave on urgent private affairs, and wrote to his mother that 
he had done so, and would leave India by the November mail if 
possible. 

There was little time in which he could pay even a flying 
visit to all his old friends; but it must be done; and his first 
eare was for Shah Gnnje, where Temple’s tents were pitched for 
him in the grove near the temple. As soon as his leave had 
been granted, Cyril had written to Narendra that he should 
come and bid him and Aunt Ella farewell; and to Temple and 
Baba Sahib to assemble all the principal people, that he might 
take leave of them. But Baba Sahib and Narendra, with Bulram 
Singh and others, determined it should be no empty leave- 
taking, and they drew up an address, on rich gold-spotted paper, 
illuminated after a quaint and beautiful manner; and the 
people from towns and villages around crowded into Shah 
Gunje to sign it, till nearly two thousand signatures were 
obtained; and Narendra had a handsome silver case made for it, 
by one of his head workmen, and a salver, on which it was to be 
delivered. The school-rooms were ready, too, and the scholars 
were entered who were to learn there, and would be presented 
to Cyril at the ceremony. 

How much all had endured through the past terrible year, 
I think we know in part, yet not all: but how deeply suffer¬ 
ing had united them to each other, ruler and ruled, that farewell 
eeremony proved beyond any doubt. Early after his arrival, 
Narenclra and Baba Sahib, with a deputation of the chief people, 
had gone to the tents, and requested Mr. Brandon to come to the 
schools at noon, when all would be ready to receive him. I do 
not think much was said beyond this, for the hearts of those who 
brought the message were too full to speak much then; and, 
indeed, Cyril felt as if he should be glad when the ceremony of 
leave-taking was over. At the time appointed, he and Temple 
ipode down to the town, and as he looked at the schools, Cyril was 
gratified to observe how skilfully his pretty Gothic design had 
been understood and executed. In a niche over the principal 
entrance was a tablet of white marble, with the inscription in 
English, Ilindee, and Persian:— 
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“ These school-rooms, for the education of the boys and girls 
of Shah Gunje, were the gift of Setda Bye, wife of the 
Honourable Cyril Brandon, Commissioner of Noorpoor. Begun 
1858; finished 1859.” 

The rooms, which opened into each other by folding doors, 
were large ; but the space within was full to overflowing. Cyril 
could hardly bear to look around him, for there were few dry 
eyes in the assembly: and those of the persons who met him to 
conduct him to the dais that had been constructed, were sad too; 
but there was little delay in the proceedings, which were opened 
by Baba Sahib with a simple speech, requesting permission to 
read the address they had all prepared. “ I cannot trust myself 
to speak much,” he said, nervously, “ but I may be able, I hope, 
to read this, sir, though it is to bid you farewell; ” and he road 
what had been written, often in quivering tones, and with tears 
dropping from his eyes, to the end. I need not, perhaps, 
translate the whole, but there were a few passages that I cannot 
withhold. 

“ What can we say ? You were like a parent to the people : 
a kind and merciful parent; for in the troubled season of Sum- 
but 1914, you, regardless of danger to yourself, came to us 
when we were suffering more than we need relate now, and 
purged this district from rebels, Dacoits, and gang robbers, 
and not a trace of them remains. For this protection, and 
for our present security, wc are deeply, very deeply, grateful 
to you. 

“ We, who are the servants of Government in this district, as 
also all the people, well know what your conduct to us has 
uniformly been : and know, also, that your kindness to us has 
never failed. You have taken care of us, as of your children. 
Were we to relate how you have exerted yourself for us, we 
should never make an end of it. You heard the complaints of 
the poor ; and, as flies to honey, all classes gathered and mingled 
together without apprehension in your Court: but we never 
heard or saw that you were impatient or used harsh expressions 
to any one. Your perfect knowledge of our language assured 
complainants, for they knew they were understood, and were 
contented; and never, on any occasion, have we seen that even 
the meanest was treated with indignity, or affronted. 

“Now yon are departing from us; and we know that you 
would not go unless yon had sore need to see your illustrious 
family. Be it so. Wherever you go, may God prosper you 
and keep you safely. Our hearts arc full, and we can say no 
more. If you return to us, we shall be grateful to God who 
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will send yon; if not, you will no^ be forgotten; and from 
this time your name Avill be sung with praise as our women 
grind at their mills, and light their lamps. 

“ Now our last request is this : that as you have bestowed so 
many obligations and so much love upon us, we, to show^ # our 
gratitude to you, have signed this humble address, which indeed 
is unworthy to present to you, save as an expression of our 
affection and devotion; and we pray that you may be pleased 
to accept it from us, and to keep us in your remcmbance 
always.” 

Cyril tried to reply; and as his old friend stood wiping his 
eyes, and sobbing like a child, said as much as he found words 
to utter. All his remembrances of Shah Gunje and his' love for 
Seeta, rushed upon him so vividly, and so distressingly, that it was 
difficult to arrange words in his mind to assure those who heard 
him of what he felt; but they seemed to understand intuitively 
what he was thinking of, as he mentioned the last gift of one 
whom he had loved and honoured as his wife, and in whose 
name the schools they had used that day, for the first time, had 
been erected and endowed. Then he thanked them for their 
love to him, and their obedience and loyalty, and told them that 
if God willed, he would return to them again. 

It was poor comfort perhaps, and they^ believed he would 
return if he could; but nothing could repress the passionate 
outburst of grief which ensued as he ceased speaking, and said 
“ Farewell,” asking them not to forget him. 

“ We will not forget you,” cried hundreds : “ never ? never !” 
and as he descended from the dais, the people crowded about him, 
kissing his hands, his feet, his clothes, or reaching forward their 
hands that they might touch him : and so they followed him to 
Narendra’s house, and left him there. 

There was not much to say perhaps, and the old banker was, 
too much affected to speak more than a few words. His adopted 
son was present, and Cyril felt that he had chosen well in the 
fine intelligent young man who was introduced to him, and who 
bent before him while he put his hands on his head. At last 
Narendra said, “Leave us, Mr. Brandon, for this parting is too 
bitter and painful for us all to be long maintained. Write to 
me of your welfare, and I will wHte to you myself, as long as 
God spares me. We have one memory in common which can 
/lever fade, and for all your love to her, and your confidence in 
me, I am most grateful. I hope to hear soon o^ your marriagp, 
sir, for you ought not to remain as you are; and if you should 
choose Mr, Mostyn’s sister, I shall be happy to think that you 
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have as your wife one who so loved our darling. For the rest, 

I will take care of all your people, Buldeo and his brother will 
belong to my guard, and had better stay with me now. Your 
Sikhs are well provided for already. Now come and see Aunt 
Ella, but indeed she will hardly be able to speak, and you will 
forgive her. But take my* blessing, Mr. Brandon ; once more, 
and for the last time, I think, I commit you to His care before 
whom there are no distinctions.” 

Poor Aunt Ella! she clung to Cyril, sobbing and gasping 
hysterically, but could not speak, though she tried hard to do 
so : and it was merciful, perhaps, that she seemed to swoon 
away, and then Cyril left her to the care of her women. After 
that came the farewell to the good old priest, Wamun Bhut, 
and to many friends who had assembled in the court-yard. All 
that Cyril took away with him was Seeta’s old “ tumboora,” 
which, as he went once more to the upper room, he saw standing 
in the corner where he had first seen it, and when she sang to 
him the sad old Hindee ballad we know of. 

“ This day’s work will be a lesson to me, Brandon, that I 
shall never forget,” said Temple, as they sat alone after all were 
gone away. “ Would that I possessed the love of the people as 
you do ! 99 

“It is easily and simply gained,” replied Cyril. “Be just, 
be patient, be firm and true : be always accessible and courteous, 
never forgetting your position, and they will love you. They 
are almost like children, you see, easily led, when once they 
have given their faith.” 

In the morning ere the day broke they had parted, for Cyril 
had to hasten back to Noorpoor. He could not see the oriel 
window so dear to him, but a lamp was burning in the room 
which seemed to twinkle like a bright star. 

There was a similar ceremony awaiting him at Noorpoor. 
Equally moving and equally grateful to him were the words of 
the address, but I do not think I need to repeat the details. 
Then came farewell dinners at the messes, and a public dinner 
fit the Brigadier’s, with speeches in his honour at all, and hearty 
wishes for his safe journey home and speedy return. Perhaps 
Captain Hobson would have gone with Cyril; but he was then 
raising a new regiment, and he was thinking, too, what a pretty 
and comfortable wife Lucy Home would make him, while, to all 
appearance, her opinion of him, as a possible husband, was in 
exact consonance. 

* After all, had Cyril Brandon been as popular among his own 
people as he was among those he had ruled? Perhaps not. 
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Certninly not as popular as Mr. Mostyn, and there were reasons 
which strike me for this, which I will not withhold. Philip 
Mostyn was always present, and his genial nature could not be 
resisted; Cyril Brandon was for the most part absent in his 
district, and who knew or cared what he did there ? As a keen 
sportsman lie was popular with the youngsters who went to his 
camp on hunting parties, but they did not constitute society. 
Of the rest, many, perhaps most, sneered at Cyril’s eare, nay 
affection, for the people he ruled over. They professed not to 
be able to understand how an English gentleman could so much 
identify himself with “ the natives,” how in fact he could bear 
with them at all, much less make friends of them. And per¬ 
haps it is too often the ease, that entire unsympathy causes 
such characters as Cyril Brandon’s to be almost universally 
misunderstood, and perhaps often misrepresented. They have, 
however, their reward, as Cyril Brandon had, who did not 
hesitate between the affection of bis people, and tlie opinions 
of the ever-fluctuating and varying society of the station, 
carrying away grateful remembrance of the love and gratitude 
of the one for his life, while the other faded altogether out of 
his memory. 

The last day eame; and very early in the morning Cyril 
walked down the Judge’s garden to his own, and past the ruins 
of his house and Seeta’s cottage to the shore of the lake under 
the waiter-gate, where a little altar to Seeta’s memory had been 
erected. There was no inscription on it but the word “Seeta” 
in English and Ilindee letters, and the date of her death. Out 
of the top grew a plant of the sweet basil or toolsee, which was 
still carefully watered and tended by tlie old Brahmin and his 
wife, who, on the part of Narendra, performed the necessary 
ceremonies, and lighted a lamp in a niche of the altar every 
evening. The lamp had gone out, for the night was past; and 
as Cyril sat down near the little memorial the sun rose, and 
flashed upon the quiet lake, the town, and the grim old fort 
above, in a rich golden glory. There were many, many sweet 
memories rushing into Cyril’s heart, of one gone to her rest, 
which were not put back, as lie prayed for help and direction 
in his future life. He might return, but he felt an almost con¬ 
sciousness that he should not; and as he looked around for 
the last time, he stepped forward and broke off a branch from 
the plant, which was to be treasured safely. Then he went 
up to the octagon room in the tower, but there was nothing 
there now but the flowers which Seeta had planted near the 
entrance, and of which he gathered a few blossoms. The 
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pet birds had been long ago sent to Shah Gunje, and were 
safe. So he took leave of all that would never bo forgotten. 
Never! 

****** 

“ I am only a eompetition-walla,” said Noble, as he bid 
Cyril good-bye in the evening, “ and I admit I have had my 
conceits and strong prejudices; but I am pretty well cured 
of them, Brandon, and I have grown to be of your opinion 
as to the people whom I used to sneer at: and though I can 
never attain your popularity or the love they bear you, yet I, 
too, will try to follow your example, and you need be under no 
apprehension that ail you have done and projected, will fail 
in my hands. Yes, you have been right all through: and I 
hope you will forgivo the petulance with which I used to speak 
of the people as ‘niggers,’ and think, as by Jove I used to 
think, that the only way to manage them was not certainly 
to gain their affections. I often think how patient you have 
been with me, and indeed, Brandon, I will not fail now.” 

“And you will succeed, too,” replied Cyril. “I, for one, 
have faith in any one who has faith in himself, and I leave 
everything in your hands with perfect confidence. If I can 
help you in any matter you have only to write, and I hope you 
will write in any ease. Now, good-bye! Como, Muff, we must 
go!” 

“ Good-bye, and God bless you, Brandon,” said Mr. Noble. 
Cynic as he was, tears rose to his eyes as he turned away when 
Cyril’s palankeen disappeared out of the gate, attended by 
some sorrowing servants, who followed their kind and generous 
master till he had passed beyond the boundaries of the canton¬ 
ment. 


CHAPTER LII. 

“ CLOSUnU SCENES.” 

I know few more lovely spots on earth than Mentone, soft and 
grand by turns; a rare combination of mountain, wood, and 
sea—ever varying in tint and expression, in light and shadow, 
and in the aerial effects of its soft, sweet, dreamy climate. It 
was nearly Christmas, yet gardens were gay with flowers; the 
air was laden with a perfume of orange and lemon blossoms, of 
roses, of violets, and tuberoses, and was as soft and warm as 
a mild English spring. Those who live there have their pre- 
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judices as to situation, and there ar^ as strong advoeates for the 
west hay as for the cast; hut to me the latter is the most lovely. 
The Monarch “ Berceau,” with its naked limestone precipices, 
rising out of tho grey olive woods, and its broken ridges de¬ 
clining till they end in the glowing “ Rocher Rouge,” which 
forms the eastern horn of the hay; the picturesque old town 
hanging to the rock on which it is built, and the rows of hotels, 
pensions, and villas, bright and cheerful, hacked by dense olive 
woods, are reflected in the blue sea: and, above all, the grand 
masses of the rocks of St. Agnese, and the high sharp peak of 
the “Gran* Mondo”—at this season capped with snow—form 
pictures of ever-varying and trancendent beauty, perhaps above 
all other localities of the Riviera. 

Near a window in a villa, on the very skirts of the olive 
woods, situated above the line of hotels, and so as completely to 
overlook them and command an unbroken view of the bay, the 
town, and the ranges of mountains, up to Monaco, lay Lord 
Hylton, now weak almost unto death. The bright sun is 
shining into the room, and the air is deliciously soft and 
balmy as it comes through the partly opened casement: yet 
the dear invalid is closely wrapped in blankets, and he seems 
to shiver as he draws his hand across his face. 

“ Are you cold, dear ? ” asks his mother anxiously, who has 
been sitting near him reading. “ Shall I shut the window? 5 ' 

“No, mother, 5 ’ he replied; “I was not cold. I was only 
thinking—thinking whether I should last till Cyril comes. I 
feel so weak, to-day—so weak, mother ! 55 

Lady Hylton turned away her head to hide her tears. Ah! 
he was weak indeed, and there was no hope now. Last year 
there had been a rally, and, when they arrived from Lausanne, 
Lord Hylton had revived again for awhile; but worse symptoms 

had set in, and kind Dr. B - had warned them all that the 

end was now inevitable, and was only a question of time. 

“He will eomc, darling,” she replied. “Do not fear. This 
is his mail, and there are letters from us waiting at Marseilles, 
directing him what to do ; but he cannot possibly arrive for 
three days yet, so you must be patient! ” 

“I will, mother,” he said, with a resigned sigh. “ButO, 
I yearn for him, more than I can tell, except to God ; and there 
are so many uncertainties, too. Even at the last they may have 
said to him in Caleutta, 4 You are of too much use, we cannot 
spare you . 5 Indeed, I can’t help thinking of all these contin¬ 
gencies, and then he seems to fade out of sight altogether.” 

44 But you must not think of them, my pet; you must believe 
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ho is to come, as he will come, I am certain. Why, Mr. Mostyn 
said, only this morning, that he had seen his leave in orders by 
the.Aast Gazette, and that Cyril’s hurried letter from Benares 
ought to satisfy you.” 

“ I will try, mother,” he said, more cheerfully. “ And now 
read on; I was dozing when you read last, and you must go 
back a page or two.” 

It was very quiet and peaceful everywhere; a few flies were 
buzzing about the window pane - without there was a slight, 
very slight, rustle or sigh of the woods; the tall cypresses 
before the house waved very gently, and the low murmur of 
waves lapping the shore, came up soothingly. The bay was 
blue and bright, and the old brown city seemed to be asleep in 
the sunlight, while above it were the faint blue distances of 
the land and the ocean. Lady Hylton was reading softly, and 
the only sounds that broke the silence were the grand and 
loving words of a portion of Jeremy Taylor’s “Holy Living 
and Dying,” which was Lord Hylton’s favourite book now. 

“ He will come from the sea, there,” said Lord Hylton, in a 
dreamy whisper, as if to himself, as he pointed in the direction 
of Monaco; and as he turned, apparently to watch, he fell 
unconsciously into a soft sleep, like a child’s, while his mother 
sat by him. 

“Ah! thank God for this,” said his mother; “he will be 
better when he wakes.” As she rose softly to close the window, 
she looked out for a moment, and saw a tall bronzed man, with 
a large beard, and a little grey Skye terrier running before 
him, walking up a path from the road below. She could not 
see the features, and said to herself, “ Some tourist, perhaps, but 
I hope he won’t come here for the view, for Hylton must not 
be disturbed.” And she was sitting down again, when a strong 
footstep was heard on the gravel without, and a tall figure 
passed the window rapidly; Lord Hylton started from his 
sleep, and, as the man crossed another window, stretched out 
his arms and cried, “ Cyril ! 0 Cyril, come to me ! ” 

He was right. Another moment, and Cyril, who had 
entered by the open hall, as he had caught a glimpse of his 
mother’s face at the open window, crossed the drawing-room 
with his strong firm step, and, while his mother clung to him, 
in a burst of teal's, he knelt down by his brother and threw his 
stout arms about him in a gentle loving embrace. 

:Lord Hylton could not speak, but his thin white hands 
were caressing his brother’s bronzed face, passing through his 
thick curly beard, running through his hair, while his tears 
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were falling silently and rapturously on the strong brown hands., 
What a eontrast them was, between the brothers! one full of 
health, energy, and vital power; the other so wasted, so feeble, 
and yet his cheeks and eyes flashing with unwonted brillianee. 
u Cyril! Cyril! ” was all he could say, as again and again he 
leaned his head on that broad breast. “ Mother, I do thank God 
that I have seen him.” 

Then Augusta came in, who had been on an errand in the 
town, and threw her arms round Cyril, who still knelt by his 
brother’s sofa. “ And you passed me in the street, you bad 
boy,” she said, “ and would not even look at me, though I 
stared ever so hard. I was sure it was he, mother, though I 
dare not speak to him. And are you Muff?” she continued 
to the little fellow, who was humbly trying to attract notice 
by sitting up and begging. “ Como, you are a pet, indeed ! ” 
and Muff jumped into her lap, and kissed her after his own 
doggish fashion. And so they sat, while Lord Hylton listened 
to Cyril’s account of his voyage; but he could not speak mueh, 
for the exeitement had brought on his terrible cough, and Cyril 
saw, only too surely, that there was no hope of life. 

Augusta had written a hurried lino to Mrs. Mostyn, “ Would 
they come to dinner, for Cyril had arrived, and they were like 
themselves, to him?” The Mostyns had rooms in the great 
pension below, and, in truth, Graee, who had been sitting at the 
window, had seen Cyril and Muff pass up to the villa, and had 
run to tell her sister. They were not likely to stand on eere- 
mony, and they came up and joined the party gladly. How 
much had they all to say ! while the poor invalid sat up, and 
listened with a quiet, smiling, thankful face, more like his own, 
they all thought, than they had seen for a long time past. 

So days and weeks passed, happily, though the dark shadow 
was hanging over one of them, plain to see by all. Tor a long 
time—for several weeks, indeed—Cyril’s presence had seemed 
to give his brother new vigour; and Cyril’s tales of his Indian 
life, of the period of the mutiny, and of the official work, had a 
charm of novelty and freshness in which he revelled. Nor was 
Seeta omitted ; but I think she was mentioned with some 
retieenee by all. The joy they felt on having Cj r ril among 
them seemed, for the time, to have dimmed the recollection that, 
but for her devotion, they had never seen nun. This, however, 
was only at first; and presently, to Cyril’s greM relief and joy, 
th jy earne to speaking of her as she deserved, and as he and rho 
Mostyns had best hoped. Then there were pleasant excursions 
to Gorbio, to St. Agnese, to Sospello, and Bordighera, all within 
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the da^, for they dare net leave Lord Hylton long; and one 
evening he asked them to sing to him, as, indeed, Grace and 
Mrs. Mostyn had been in the habit of doing, for he loved to 
hear their rich voices blending together in sweet harmonies. 
They had been taking new lessons while they were in London, 
and their performance was wellnigh perfeet now. 

One evening Cyril went to his room, and brought the old 
eopy of the duett we remember, with the last sad night on which 
it had been so fearfully interrupted. Grace had not asked for 
it, and flushed to her elear bright forehead, as he unrolled the 
yellow smoke-stained music, and spread it before her on the 
piano. I will not say that he had not pain in the effort he had 
made: but he had overcome it, for she was very dear now, and 
he thought she looked grateful, as she took up the old worn 
copy and looked over it. “ Dimmi che m’ ami, ancor.” Their 
voiees were trembling, and Bose’s accompaniment was far from 
steady; but Lord Hylton listened with a delight he could not 
coneeal. “ Sing it again,” he said ; “ I like it best of any yon 
two have sung to me.” And they did so, more steadily, perhaps, 
now the iee was broken. 

Yes, it was the old, old story once more. Why should I 
conceal it ? Told to eaeh other one evening, among the grand 
old olive trees behind the villa, mutually believed with not a 
doubt or fear, and with only poor, happy Muff as a witness. 
How beautiful Graee was now! more womanly, more perfect in 
form, more graceful, and yet with none of her charming, gentle, 
graeious manner disturbed or altered. Lord Hylton had been 
urgent with his brother for a long time to declare himself to 
her, for he had early seen that there was no real impediment ; 
and as to Augusta, she had wormed out Grace’s secret long ago, 
and teazed her brother—3iot by telling it, indeed, but by urging 
him to give her to her as a sister. Lady Hylton was, perhaps, 
not so enthusiastic at first; Cyril, she thought, though she did 
not say it, ought to see more of English society than Mentone 
afforded, and take his choice more deliberately. And yet, after 
all, whom did she know like that sweet, tender Grace Mostyn, 
so fitted to adorn any station in life? And thus the dear old 
lady took Grace to her heart, and loved her as a daughter. 

Most likely they would have waited, as Grace desired, till 
their return to England; but Lord Hylton was now becoming 
nervous and impatient that the marriage should take place in 
his presence, while he had strength to witness it ; and that time 

was now fast drawing to a close, for Dr. B-had warned 

them all, and not less his patient, that all worldly matters 
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should be set at rest, for that the final parting was very near. 
“ It must be, and that soon, dear Cyril,” Hylton had said, after 
one of the kind doctor’s visits. “ He has been telling me that 
all earthly things should be settled, so that I can look up to 
God without a thought save of His mercy* And indeed, Cyril, 
to know—to feel that you and dear Grace were happy, would 
be tho crowning joy of my poor life. As you dia not refuse 
my prayer to come homo to me, so you must not deny me 
this last great satisfaction and blessing. Since you came, I 
seem to have lived years with you in unreserved confidence, and 
I know and respect all your thoughts; but this is one of my 
last requests.” 

Could Cjnil refuse such an appeal, backed as it was by his 
mother and sister, and Koso, whose dearest wish, long, long 
ago entertained, was now to be fulfilled? It was quite im¬ 
possible; and Grace, too, yielded to the general combination 
against her. So, one day, Lord Hylton was carried in a 
hammock down to the little church by the sea, placed in an 
casy-chair by the altar, and was able to follow the cereinonj 7 - 
which united them with a grateful, satisfied heart. It was a 
quiet affair, altogether; Augusta and three mutual friends were 
bridesmaids, and Charles Graham, a fine young fellow, to whom 
Augusta was engaged, acted as best man to Cyril. Even the 
poor invalid w r as cheerful and joyous in his quiet ‘way, and at 
the dejeuner , after the ceremony, raised himself, and said a fewr 
grateful words, while he drank to the health of those most dear 
to him. Lord Hylton w^as happy now; happy and content that 
in this, his last act in life, he had done his duty. 

They went away on a short excursion for a fortnight along 
tho quiet towns of the Riviera; and when they returned, Cyril 
was shocked to find so much alteration in his"brother. It was 
only what he had been told to look for, but when the reality 
came, it w r as inexpressibly painful. Lord Hylton had no desire to 
live, his tv r o last wishes had been mercifully 'accomplished, and 
his release from weakness, which had become constant pain, 
would be welcome. And one evening, towards the close of 
April, the pure humble spirit passed gently away. Reclining 
by the window, in the place whero he had first seen Cyril, he 
had been looking with dreamy eyes over the sea and town, 
and had murmured something which Cyril could not hear; but 
an old thought had'eomo back, and pointing to tho sea he had 
said, “ There, there. Thank: God ! ” And Cyril had raised him 
a little, and put his head on his own breast. Once or twice 
Lord Hylton looked up gratefully and smiled, as be pressed the 
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hand he held; then there was a alight shiver, and a sigh, and 
he was gone! 

They laid him to rest in the little quiet cemetery, which 
is shaded by trees above the town, and where all the last offices 
were fulfilled. There was no need to remain at Mentone, anu 
they separated for a time. Lady Hylton and Augusta went 
direct to England under the charge of Charles Graham, and the 
Mostyns travelled with them; while Cyril, now Lord Hylton, 
took his wife to Italy, and returning home by Germany, met 
them all again at the grand old home of his ancestors, Hylton 
Hall. 

I need not dilate upon his new life. We know wliat he was 
in India, and though England does not bring him into that close, 
and, if I may say it, fatherly connection with the people and 
their interests that his Indian office did, yet he finds much to 
do. He is very hospitable, an active magistrate, and a thorough 
sportsman, which are acceptable qualities in his county, and the 
compliment of his appointment as Deputy-Lieutenant in his 
brother’s place, was at onee paid to him. When he took his 
seat in the House of Lords, his eminent services in India were 
mentioned warmly, and he continues to be looked up to as an 
authority in Indian questions, in which he has few rivals there. 
On these questions he speaks fluently and persuasively, and no! 
without a certain weight and authority which his expene 7 o 
has given him. Perhaps, when he has had moro experience of 
English politics, he may become an English statesman, but ..L d 
is yet to come. It was gratifying to him to receive the orde^ 
of the Star of India, and a high pleasure to know that in the- 
same grade had been included the name of his old faithful 
friend and constant companion, Baba Sahib. When his furlough 
had expired, Lord Hylton was obliged to resign the service 
to which he had belonged; but to do so was a hard wrench, the 
pain of which has not, I know, passed away, nor indeed will 
ever completely leave him; and it would not surprise me to 
hear that some day he took Grace baek to India for a cold 
weather tour, and paid a last visit to the people in whom he 
trusted, and with whom he so lovingly parted. 

If you, gentle reader, wish to know his views of Indian 
policy, I must request you to read Her Gracious Majesty’s pro¬ 
clamation in 1858, in which he is a true believer. He sees what 
has been done for the advancement of the peoplo in education, 
and, indeed, in every other respect, and watches carefully what 
is doing. He has, however, one anxiety which he trusts will 
pass away; that the doetrines of the Manchester school may 
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lead to a greater loeal expenditure tlmn the true public interests 
warrant, and that a too profuse expenditure may lead to ad¬ 
ditional burthens on the people which would be resented, and 
endanger the popularity of the Government. He would there¬ 
fore prefer that the public expenditure should be strictly kept 
within the ineome, now so largely increased and increasing, so 
as to leave a surplus in every year for any possible and unfore¬ 
seen contingency. 

Lord EJylton (may I still call him Cyril ?) hears constantly 
from his old friends, and the news of hi^-marriage gave much 
and genuine delight. Narendra, who gave a great feast in 
honour of it, has insisted upon sending Grace a magnificent 
waistbclt or zone of the purest gold, made in almost invisible 
joints, with a richly chased elasp, almost too heavy for her to 
wear. Aunt Ella has sent her a valuable cashmere shawl and 
a necklace of pends which her husband thinks were Seeta’s; 
and every six months or so comes a box full of pickles, curry 
paste, the dear Aunt’s famous vermieelli, and “ Papurs,” with 
other condiments. Both still enjo } 7 a green old age, and are 
very happy, for Aunt Ella is less ascetic, and more natural now. 
JlWcndra’s adoption has satisfied every one, even Aunt Ella, 
and the business is greater than ever; and Temple knows, for 
he is a trustee, though Lord Hylton does not, that tlje “ grand 
old man,” as Temple calls him, has invested five thousand 
pounds in the names of each of the three children that have 
been born, and should more follow, they will, he thinks, be 
equally well provided for. “ I never shall forget liis honour in 
regard to Seeta,” he said to Temple; “ and all I am worth could 
not repay his tender love for her and for us.” 

Grace’s, Lady Hylton’s, character has been much developed 
by her position, and her beauty still fascinates all wdio see it. 
In her sphere she is ever truly the lady—bountiful, kind, gentle, 
hospitable, and truly benevolent. Perhaps there is a certain 
reticence about her which she has never lost, and that she does 
not wish to be known to all with whom she is necessarily 
thrown in contact; but to those whom she does know, she is 
the most charming of their friends. Sometimes old Lady 
Hylton stays with her son, sometimes with Augusta, whose 
husband is a magnate in Scotland, and I am bound to say 
that dear grandmamma is most popular among her • grand¬ 
children. 

The Mostyns paid a last long visit to Hylton Hall, and 
Philip heartily enjoyed shooting with his old friend. Soon 
afterwards they returned to India, but not to Noorpoor; for 
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Mr. Mostyn lias obtained one of the tery highest judicial 
stations : and. they are looking forward with hope to a speedy 
and final return home. 

* * # 

And is Sceta forgotten? Not so. Come, I will show you 
a picture. Look well on it, and if you can realize the group 
in your mind, it is one that is, I think, both touching and 
beautiful ! 

There is a room which is known at Hylton Hall as my 
Lord’s study ; but which Cyril calls his “ den,” hung round 
with Indian trophies of the chase, and Indian arms and hog 
spears, the addresses in their silver cases, and many sketches, 
and finished drawings of Indian landscapes and figures. Now, 
as I gently open the door, we see that two figures are standing 
before the fireplace, looking up to a picture which hangs on the 
wall above them. It is a large, masterly drawing in water 
colour, of a fair Indian lady, simply dressed in white muslin 
drapery. Below its rich frame is another oval frame made like 
a large locket, and lined with crimson velvet, in w T hich are a 
long tress of wavy, deep brown hair, almost black, but which, 
where the light falls, shows a tinge of bright gold. With 
it, there is a small withered branch of a sweet-scented Indian 
plant, and some dried flowers tied up with ribbon, of which we 
know. 

Those who are looking at these objects are Grace, Lady 
Hylton, whose beauty is great, but not greater than that of the 
picture, though of a very different character. The tall strong 
figure beside her, with the brown curly heard and handsome 
manly features, is her husband, and a pretty child, a girl of 
three years old, with a profusion of curly golden hair, is clinging 
to her mother’s skirts, while an old grey Skye terrier, now 
infirm, licks her hand, and she cries, “ Me look, mamma ! Rosey 
look! ” till she is taken up. Then her mother opens the case, 
and smiling, though her eyes glisten with tears, turns to her 
husband and says, “ The leaves are sweet still, Cyril, as sweet 
as ever.-* 

“ Yes, darling,” he replies, “ as sweet as her memory is to us 
both.” And he draws her to his heart close—closer—while she 
rests her head on his breast, and Rose strokes her father’s face, 
f^r it is graver than usual, They are fond lovers still, you see; 
and we need look no more. Come away ! There is no happi¬ 
ness on earth that is wanting to them, but their thoughts are 
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ever with the dead as they look on these memorials, for it is the 
tenth anniversary of Seeta’s death. Hush! Come away ! and let 
me close the door, gently, lest we disturb them ! 

Forgotten! Ah, no ! for at the little altar—far away— 
Brahmins offer flowers and sing hymns to-day. And many 
a girl lays a garland there and prays to the sweet spirit, whose 
death she commemorates! 



